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And vows Reformation 
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GENERAL PREFACE. 



In preparing a General Preface for a new edition of 
these Novels and Romances, I venture to retain the 
greater part of a former one, because it gives nearly all 
the information that^I think would be of any interest to 
the reader, respecting the first five volumes of this series. 
The portion which follows (concerning the subsequent 
works, published since 1833) will be found to possess 
matter altogether new. Having said this, I proceed at 
once to the subject. 

When, in the year 1818, 1 was first on the Continent, 
and shared the pursuits of my lamented husband, Mr. C. 
Stothard, who was the companion of that journey, my 
attention was more particularly drawn to the remains of 
the genius and arts of the Middle Ages, in the cathedrals, 
churches, and domestic buildings with which the loiauaa 
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All these papers, the fruits of our journey, both graphic 
and otherwise, referred to the ages of chivalry ; and 
helped to throw light on the manners and customs of 
those most animating times. 

Aware, before we commenced our tour, that I was 
about travelling in Brittany (at that period new ground, 
being a province scarcely ever visited by the English), 
and that Brittany was the scene of many of Froissart's 
most lively and chivalrous narrations; I made myself 
w«ll acquainted with his works, and frequently referred 
to the notes I had selected from him whilst standing on 
the very field of ancient story, or whilst looking on the 
very towers of some feudal fortalice which have been 
immortalized by that chronicler of the olden time. 

I was then young; and deeply impressed with the 
romantic events thus narrated, I visited the Chateau 
d'Ermine at Vannes, and saw the tower and the very 
portal into which De Clisson unconsciously entered, to 
fall into the snare of the treacherous Lord de Montford, 
who passed the night in such fearful agitation, wavering 
between the promptings of his ambition and the whispers 
of his conscience; the one counselling him to murder, 
the other to spare, his unhappy guest. On the field of 
the ^ half-way oak,^ exactly dividing the distance between 
the towns of Ploermel and Josselin, we paused before the 
broken cross and the mouldering inscription, which 
records that thirty Bretons and thirty English met to 
terminate a deadly feud, and that there Beaumanoir, the 
Breton chief, gained the victory, whilst Bembro, the 
English leader, fell. 

At Auray, every step was classic ground in reference 
to Froissart. The castle (for the fragment of some very 
ancient walls is still called Le Vieux Chateau) where once 
the knights assembled, and held their solemn festival the 
night before the fatal battle, was but the ruin of a ruin ; 
so desolate, so obscure, that the stranger may long seek 
for it in vain: a silver-headed old man, a native of 
France, and a living chronicler of old times, pointed it 
out to us ; and with a moral fitted to the subject, as he 
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afterwards conducted ns towards the field of battle, and 
looked on the dilapidated cross which marks the spot 
where Charles de Blois fell, he said ^' that was the most 
lasting possession of the once potent Princes of Brittany/' 
Hennebon we also visited ; and the tower whence the 
gallant Countess de Montfort might have watched the 
approach of the English fleet, became a subject of 
conjecture. I could fancy, as I passed through the 
narrow postern, in the ponderous walls near the river, 
that possibly through that very gate, the * lion-hearted ' 
Countess had issued forth to give Sir Walter Manny 
the kiss of grateful courtesy, which Froissart has not 
forgotten to record. 

If, before this journey, I had been deeply imbued with 
a love of chivalry, poetry, and romance, it will readily be 
believed that visiting scenes like these, enriched as they 
were with the noblest remains of Gothic art, raised that 
feeling to enthusiasm ; and wherever I went, in Brittany, 
Froissart and the heroes of past days seemed to bear me 
company. Rennes, the scene of one of the greatest 
exploits of Du Guesclin and the Duke of Lancaster, in 
the remains of its massy walls, answered the description 
given by the ancient historian ; and so impressive, in this 
respect, were many of the scenes I here visited, that I 
could almost fancy I was transported back to those times, 
which, in their records, had acted on my imagination 
somewhat in the same way that the reading of books of 
chivalry did on the fancy of that mirror of knight-hood — 
Don Quixote. This journey confirmed the predilection I 
felt for endeavouring, if I may so express myself, to live 
as much as possible in the Middle Ages. And though I 
did not fall into the madness of taking windmills for giants, 
and innkeepers for the lords of castles, yet I never shall 
forget the surprise I experienced when, on Mr. Stothard^s 
going into the old church of Vannes, a living piece of 
antiquity very civilly stepped forward and gave him a 
Benedicite, as he conducted him down the great aisle. 
This was nothing less than a man who looked as if he had 
walked out of an illuminated window of the fourteenth 
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century; lie was the sacristan of the church, and still 
wore the same dress of office which his predecessors 
had worn four or five hundred years ago, the mi-parti 
fashion, to use the old term, one leg being bright scarlet, 
and the other of a lively blue. This was only a solitary 
instance of the many vestiges of antiquity still to be 
found in Brittany ; the dress of the women, particularly 
at Vannes, not having varied for ages : and this Turk-like 
constancy of costume we traced beyond all doubt, by 
finding it depicted in more than one old painting or panel, 
and in several fragments of the stained glass, seen scat- 
tered, here and there, in some of the Gothic churches. 

The body of information thus gained during our tour, 
from the most authentic sources, I drew up into a regular 
schedule for my own use; and by the time I had 
completed my task, I found I had no contemptible 
gleanings respecting the manners and customs of those 
ages in which I took so much delight. In 1820, I 
ventured on the publication of my first work — the 
' Letters from Normandy and Brittany,' illustrated with 
numerous engravings from the drawings of Mr. C. 
Stothard. In those Letters many allusions were made 
to the Chronicles of Froissart; and the scenes of his 
narratives were described as we had found them during 
our long and laborious journey. These accounts were 
favourably received on their publication, and soon after I 
was advised by Mr. C. Stothard to attempt — what I had 
an inclination for — Historical Romance ; and to choose, 
as the ground- work of my first work, a subject in 
Froissart, which he had repeatedly heard me mention as 
possessing a good scope for the exercise of the imagination, 
so as to blend fiction with truth, both in characters^ 
situations, and events. The stores I had collected at 
home, as well as abroad, he considered had fully qualified 
me for the task, as far as an acquaintance with the 
manners and customs of the period would be necessary ; 
whilst from an attentive study of his own works — 
particularly his ^Monumental Effigies of Great Britain/ 
I might learn whatever would be required relative to the 
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armour, etc., worn during the Middle Ages. And by his 
advice, in order to give some real value to this part of 
the attempt, I determined to be very careful in the 
selection of my authorities, and to introduce nothing that 
was not supported by that which was unquestionable. 
As the romance of 'De Foix' bears for a second title 
^ Sketches of the Manners and Customs of the Fourteenth 
Century,' I deem it right here to state the way in which 
I collected the materials employed in my task ; for the 
rest, it would not become me to speak of it in any other 
manner than merely to add the means I had pursued in 
the cultivation of fancy, long before I had any serious 
thoughts of turning them to any other account than that 
of the pleasure all persons feel who, delighting in 
literature, give the rein to their own imagination, in their 
hours of solitude and leisure. 

"If we consult experience,'' says Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
"we shall find that it is by being conversant with the 
inventions of others that we learn to invent, as by reading 
the thoughts of others we learn to think,^' This is a 
truth which all writers have admitted as referring even 
to the most eminently endowed ; and Johnson, in his 
preface to Shakspeare, says, " The power of nature is 
only the power of using to any certain purpose the 
materials which diligence procures, or opportunity 
supplies. Nature gives no man knowledge, and when 
images are collected by study and experience, can only 
assist in combining or applying them. Shakspeare, 
however favoured by nature, could impart only what he 
had learned ; and as he must increase his ideas like other 
mortals, by gradual acquisition, he, like them, grew wiser 
as he grew older, could display life better as he knew it 
more, and instruct with more efficacy as he was himself 
more amply instructed.^' With authorities such as 
these — and many others might be cited in support of the 
opinion — I may be allowed to say, that the chief natural 
endowment of all imaginative writers, rests in their 
powers of feeling and of observation; and how these 
faculties may be cultivated and improved by that judg- 
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ment which is the result of knowledge, Reynolds and 
Johnson have most clearly shown. '* The performance 
of every man/' adds the latter, " must be compared with 
his own particular opportunities ; and though to a reader 
a book be not worse or better for the circumstances of 
the author, yet as there is always a silent reference of 
human works to human abilities, and as the inquiry how 
far^man may extend his designs, or how high he may 
rate his native force, is of far greater dignity than in 
what rank we shall place any particular performance; 
curiosity is always busy to discover the instruments, as 
well as to survey the workmanship — to know how much 
is to be ascribed to original powers, and how much to 
casual and adventitious help.^^ 

To speak therefore (however humble may be the pre- 
tensions of the author) of the means he has pursued to 
do the best he could in aiming at his own improvement, 
is no presumption, as it is not his part to say how far he 
has succeeded, or how far he has fallen short of what 
has 'been done by others more gifted than himself, and 
possessing but the same opportunities. This must be 
my apology for what I have already said, and I trust it 
may shield me also from any possible misconstruction 
(though it is only from those who wilfully misconstrue 
that I need fear it) in what I am now about to say — 
namely, I was glad to find, as I became more familiar 
with the works of Sir Walter Scott, that he had fre- 
quently gone to the same authorities which I had sedul- 
ously consulted, and above all, he had studied in the 
same school in his youth — that of Shakspeare. As there 
is a pleasure in tasting of the same cup with those we 
esteem and love ; so is there the highest gratification in 
finding that our own thoughts have run in the same 
channel, and our own powers, however much may be 
their natural inferiority, have been cultivated under the 
same master with those that are possessed by one whom 
we reverence and admire. Sir Walter Scott has, I 
believe, himself spoken of owing much to a youthful 
study of our great English dramatist; and one of our 
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ablest critics has observed, ''that such a study is the 
right school for a Novelist." 

The early and familiar acquaintance that I gained 
with Shakspeare, arose, in a great measure, from a 
fondness for dramatic recitation in which I indulged in 
my youth, without being aware that the^ stores I was 
thus acquiring, in committing to memory and studying 
the productions of such a writer, would, in after years, 
be as useful to me in a literary view, as they would be 
as a continued source of never-failing pleasure : nor can 
I do other than acknowledge, with a lively remembrance 
of the delight I experienced, that, in the cultivation of 
taste, I consider I owe much to the opportunities I 
possessed of frequently witnessing the performance of 
Mrs. Siddons. Who that have done so in their youth 
can eyer forget it ? Mrs. Siddons was a woman so noble 
in herself, so transcendent in her powers, that did the 
English pay that homage to exalted genius which, to 
their honour be it spoken, the Scotch have paid to Sir 
Walter Scott, a national monument (to which I am 
willing to hope thousands who remember the mighty 
dead, would gladly contribute) would arise to the memory 
of one of the most illustrious women this country has 
ever yet produced.* 

The historical events that so much struck me in 
Froissart, as affording an admirable basis of truth on 
which to raise a superstructure of fiction, related princi- 
pally to Gaston Phcebus, Count de Foix. For some time 
Froissart resided at his castle, and enjoyed a familiar 
intercourse with that accomplished prince, and with the 
most distinguished knights and nobles of his suite. The 
account he gives of all he witnessed during that resid- 
ence, and of de Foix, are suflBcient proofs that he pos- 
sessed every opportunity of gaining the most authentic 
intelligence respecting the various characters and events 
of the brilliant court where he was received and enter- 
tained as no mean giiest. The melancholy death of the 

* Since the above was written, a fine statue of Mrs. Siddons has been 
placed in Westminster Abbey. 
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Count^s son; the fate of Sir Peter Amaut de Beam; 
the wars with Armagnac and Lourde; the detention of 
the lands of the Lady Jane of Boulogne, and other 
circumstances, are all mentioned by the venerable chroni- 
cler, as events that became known to him whilst visiting 
the lord of the castle of Orthes. 

One of the most striking of these circumstances I 
selected as the principal basis of my work. The truth 
of history I was careful not to violate in any important 
fact, whilst ifhagination filled up the outline with cha- 
racters, incidents, and events, suited to the nature of 
romance, and in accordance with the chivalrous spirit 
of the age, and of the country in which the scene of 
action is carried on. In sketching the manners and 
customs of the period, besides the stores already named, 
I did not fail, as much as I possibly could, to follow the 
ocular testimony of Froissart, and I derived some useful 
information from that most able writer on ancient 
chivalry, St. Palaye. I shall here say nothing respecting 
the tale itself, as I should be sorry to destroy any little 
interest I may have endeavoured to raise in the develop- 
ment of my story by telling it beforehand in a preface. 
I have only, therefore, to add, concerning ^De Foix,' 
that the first two chapters were written soon after the 
publication of the 'Letters from Normandy,^ and they 
form the only portion of these novels composed during 
the lifetime of Mr. C. Stothard. He read them, and he 
it was who, at my request, gave their names to the 
young knight and his esquire, introduced at the begin- 
ing of the work, as journeying to the castle of the Count 
de Foix. But my labours were soon after completely 
set aside by the sudden and melancholy death of my 
husband, within a few months followed by that of my 
only child. Distress of mind speedily brought on ill 
health; and finally, such an affection of the eyes, that 
the worst consequences were apprehended. Fearful that 
another calamity would be added to my already bitter 
potion, I exerted myself to finish the memoirs I had 
commenced of Mr. 0. Stothard, lest blindness should 
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come on, and totally prevent my doing that justice to 
his memory I was anxious to fulfil. I had scarcely 
accomplished the task, when my eyes grew so much 
worse, that from the year 1821 to 1825 I was almost 
a constant sufferer, and debarred from any regular 
pursuit. In the year last mentioned, I resumed the 
pen, and finished the composition of my first romance — 
*DeFoix.^* 

My next was the ^ White Hoods ;^ and that, like the 
former, had its origin, in a great measure, in a conti- 
nental journey. I had a second time accompanied Mr. 
C. Stothard abroad, where he went on designs connected 
with his professional pursuits ; and in this journey we 
visited the Netherlands. To us they were in every way 
replete with gratification; and here again we trod the 
ground of ancient story. Bruges, Ghent, A.ntwerp, 
Louvaine, Tournay, and many others, were all towns 
with whose history we had become familiar, and whose 
stirring scenes, during the Middle Ages, are so vividly 
described by Froissart. 

Indeed no portion of his Chronicles is more interest- 
ing than that wherein he describes the wars which so 
long agitated Flanders, in consequence of the struggles 
between the court and the citizens of Ghent; Lewis de 
Male, Earl of Flanders, being the head of the former, 
and Philip Von Artaveld of the latter, the * White 
Hoods.^ So great was the interest that I felt in the 
subject, that no spot connected with their wild contests, 
or their daring adventures, was left unexplored ; and we 
made drawings of all the most remarkable remains of 
antiquity that our time would admit. The market-place 
of Ghent, where the gallant bailiff. Sir Roger D^Auterme, 
met his death ; the towers of the old castle which had 
sheltered Lewis, and where he was pursued by the rebels 
ike a stag at bay ; the town-hall of Bruges, where the 
arch-rebel, John Lyon, so unconsciously partook of the 

♦ * De Foix ' was first published by Messrs. Longman and Co. in the 
spring of 1836. From circumstances, with which it is not necessary to 
trouble the reader, *The White Hoods* appears first in this Series, 
instead of * De Foix.* 
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poisoned cup; the venerable church of St. Nicholas of 
Ghent, where his remains were deposited, by his own 
party, with princely magnificence ; were all objects that 
excited the highest interest. All were connected with 
some of the most striking portions of the history of those 
extraordinary times ; when a whole people, grown rich 
by successful trafl&c, in a manner that had never been 
rivalled by any other European state, became so intoxi- 
cated by unbounded wealth, that they could no longer 
submit to the wholesome rule which had been the very 
cause and support of their prosperity; so that, in a few 
years, the principal city which had revelled in luxury, 
became a scene of misery and death, from the combined 
horrors of civil war and famine. Yet even then, such 
was the unconquerable spirit of the citizens of Ghent, 
a small number of those starving men sallied forth, and 
achieved a victory over their rival town of Bruges, with 
a courage and resolution that resembled the spirit of 
self-devotion so often traced in the classic pages of 
Grecian or Boman story. 

Such were the 'White Hoods ;^ and the reader may 
suppose the deep interest I felt, not many years before 
I commenced the work, by visiting, in the manner I 
have described, every scene connected with their fortunes, 
which I afterwards attempted to portray in my Romance.* 
On the appearance of the work, some of the reviewers 
observed, that I had treated the subject more drama- 
tically than ' De Foix ; ' and that, with a few alterations, 
the scenes might be adapted for the stage. I did not 
know till long after its pubUcation, that Mr. Planche 
had commenced the adaptation of the 'White Hoods,^ 
for one of the theatres, when he was induced to dis- 
continue the task, by finding that a friend in the literary 
world had completed a tragedy on the same subject, 
which he destined likewise for the stage. 

* Since * The White Hoods ' was first published, I liave again visited 
Ghent, Brages, Antwerp, etc., and have given some additional particulars 
concerning those ancient cities, in the volumes of the * Mountains and 
Lakes of Switzerland ; with' Descriptive Sketches of other parts of the 
Continent.* 
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'The White Hoods' was published in February, 
1828. How little did I then anticipate that, in less than 
three years, the Netherlands would again become a scene 
of contest and of civil strife, in the very towns where, 
but a few centuries ago, struggles, not altogether dis- 
similar, had so repeatedly occurred. In this romance, 
as in ' De Foix,' I was careful not to violate the truth 
of history in any important point; whilst the fictitious 
characters and events introduced, I endeavoured to keep 
in harmony with the spirit of the age and of the country 
in which they were made to bear a part. Charles VI., 
king of France, appears in this work at the period of 
his life when he was most amiable and interesting, 
during his youth, and before he was attacked by that 
mental malady which rendered his maturer years so truly 
melancholy. Du Bois and Von Artaveld, both rebels, 
represent nevertheless two very opposite beings: the 
latter is calculated to show how often the well-intentioned, 
and the ill-intentioned, may fall into similar guilt, by 
deviating from that straightforward course of right 
action, a neglect of which is sure to render right inten- 
tions of little worth and of less security. Von Artaveld 
acts on generous though mistaken motives of public 
virtue ; Du Bois is wholly the rebel, and assumes public 
virtue as a mask for private ambition, and the most 
dangerous designs of self-appropriation. In all ages 
there have been many such patriots as Du Bois. 

The character of Ursula is wholly fictitious ; yet not, 
I trust, introduced without propriety. Such an agent, 
in such a time, and in such a place, will be recognized 
by those well acquainted with the state of society during 
the fourteenth century, as no extraordinary being. At 
that period the terrific arts, in which Ursula is made so 
great an adept, were held in absolute belief, and were 
frequently resorted to as means of more than human 
power, under any circumstances of calamity, whether of 
a public or of a private nature. 

In this production, strict attention was paid to correct- 
ness ; and, as an instance of it, I may state that some of 
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the dresses described, as well as the decorations of the 
feudal palace or private dwelling, were taken from the 
illuminations of manuscripts of the period ; and I cannot 
here but acknowledge the obligations which I owe to 
the beautiful graphic work of M. Willemin on such 
subjects — a work collected from ancient authorities of 
every description, buildings, tombs, manuscripts, etc., 
that lie scattered over the continent, in the most distant 
parts from each other. Many of the local scenes in the 
'White Hoods,' such as those in Bruges, Ghent, the 
Castle of Tournay, etc., were written from ocular 
observation on the spot. 

Eight months after the appearance of this romance, 
*The Protestant^ was published. 'The Protestant' 
was founded on historical records of the times it 
attempted to portray — those of Queen Mary. Aware 
that the introduction of such a subject at such a time 
would be liable to give offence to those who wished to 
conceal every memorial of the past sufferings of the 
Reformed Church, I was exceedingly careful in whatever 
referred to the circumstances of the persecutions carried 
on against the members of it; and in no one instance 
was I guilty of the slightest exaggeration. Yet by 
some few individuals I was most unjustly accused of it. 
Assertion, however, is not proof; and in reply to accusa- 
tions such as these, I would appeal to nothing but the 
work itself, and refer to my authorities for whatever I 
have introduced connected with history. With those 
who would meet me as fair adversaries, however dis- 
pleasing the subject may be to them, who would not 
turn aside from the evidence of incontestable records, 
who seek inquiry only for the refutation of falsehood, 
and the confirmation of truth, I would not fear an 
encounter. But with such as take offence, even at a 
name, who are sensitive on all points that would interfere 
with their own preconceived opinions, and would quarrel 
with history itself, and style it an ' Old Almanack,^ when 
they like not the lessons of experience it will teach 
them j with such I would hold no encounter, because a 
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mind determined in its prejudices, will neither listen to 
reason nor admit truth, though she should appear free 
and unclouded, even as a noonday sun. 

I say this fearlessly ; because, had they who accused 
me of exaggeration, but given themselves the trouble to 
turn to a few authorities, they would have found ^ The 
Protestant ' to be iio * counterfeit presentment,' but a 
correct picture, softened only in avoiding, throughout 
the whole work, the most horrid features of that terrific 
time, when Papal ascendancy, under the auspices of a 
sanguinary and mistaken queen, set up a fire-and- fagot 
policy, most disastrous to this country, and injurious to 
civil freedom, and disgraceful to humanity, in the hope 
once more to assume over liberated England the 
tyrannical empire of bigotry and superstition. 

With respect to the plan of the work, I chose the 
subject as the vehicle of a domestic rather than a public 
tale; and though this was regulated entirely by the 
spirit of history, yet with the exception of Thornton, the 
suffragan Bishop of Dover; Harpsfield, the Archdeacon 
of Canterbury; Friar John de Villa Garcina, and Sir 
Richard Southwell, no other characters mentioned in 
history are introduced as actors in the volumes; the 
other historical personages being only referred to. 

In Owen Wilford, the Protestant, I endeavoured to 
represent a clergyman who, to the most constant zeal in 
the ministry of the Church, united that kindness and 
simplicity, that affability and gentleness in social life, 
which add to true piety the grace that renders it 
attractive, as well as impressive and exemplary. Such 
characters were often found amongst our old divines ; 
and many of the martyrs who had heroism sufficient to 
lead them to the stake, were remarkable in their private 
stations for nothing so much as a calm, humane, and 
unpretending demeanour. Though determined to suffer 
death rather than betray his conscience, firm in the 
presence of his enemies, and bold in the defence of truth; 
I endeavoured to show that in Wilford, the affections of 
the husband and the father rendered the conflict he 
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endured bitter to his feelings ; and that in moments of 
sbern necessity, when the heart is torn asunder by such 
trials, there is no enduring support but that which 
emanates from a deep and fixed sense of religious duty. 

Some of the situations in which Owen Wilford is 
placed, were borrowed from examples in history : such, 
fot* instance, as his examination before the commissioners 
of Canterbury, under an assurance that he might speak 
freely, and that no account should be taken of his words 
to make against him on his trial ; when the subsequent 
discovery of the notary concealed behind the arras 
of the fireplace, evinced the whole to be. a plan to 
betray him. This trick was practised at Oxford, on the 
venerable Latimer. The forms, etc., of the trial of 
Wilford and the insults of his degradation, the sufferings 
of his prison and all the other cruelties exercised upon 
him, have their authority in the records of history, as 
well as the many cruelties imputed to Bonner. Any one 
who has read Fuller, Fox, Burnet ; or, in our times, the 
Book of the Church, and Wordsworth's Ecclesiastical 
Biography, will vouch for me that I have not been 
guilty of any exaggeration. In depicting the selfish and 
malicious spirit of Thornton, and the bloodthirstiness 
and brutality of Harpsfield, I am also borne out by the 
records of Mary's reign. A lawyer, named Thomas 
Cluny, was spoken of in her days, as having been 
employed in the vile business of searching out and 
betraying heretics, managing plots against them, and 
helping to forward the work of their conviction. In my 
lawyer, then, I have not exaggerated probability; his 
prototype may be found in the Book of Martyrs. The 
incident of Eose Wilford^s torture, with the heroic 
manner in which she endured it, is founded on a real 
incident, that any reader may refer to in Fox: the 
girl^s name was Rose Allen. Old people, and even 
children, were condemned to the stake; the records of 
their persecutions still exist, and some of these prove 
that they suffered for less things than the offences laid 
to the charge of old Abel, Wilford^s servant. Gammer 
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Plaise, and her grandson, blind Tommy. The soix of 
Gammer Plaise, whose fate is merely referred to in the 
novel, was a real martyr; he perished amongst the 
victims of the Smithfield fires. Such were the perse- 
cutions of Mary's days, that some, during their im- 
prisonment, were even driven mad by their sufferings;, 
and the horrors of Munday Hole in Canterbury became 
notorious throughout the whole county of Kent. 

But it would be needless to cite any other authorities, 
for those already named are generally known, to prove 
that I have not been guilty of the slightest exaggeration ; 
and some who found fault with the Protestant at the 
moment when they fancied its very name an offence, 
have subsequently done me voluntary justice, and have 
acknowledged, that " in all my novels I have never in 
their spirit deviated from historical accuracy.'^ I should 
not have made any observations about the Protestant, 
but from a consciousness that the more the work is 
dispassionately examined, the more fully shall I be borne 
out in the fidelity of its scenes. Had any remarks been 
levelled at the ability shown in the work, I should have 
said nothing, as it would have been egotism to have set 
up ipy own judgment in defence of my own powers ; but 
when I was assailed, though only by a few, on the score 
of truth, it is no egotism, but a justice due to my own 
character, to point out my authorities, and to show 
where they will be found, in confirmation of what I 
have written. 

The next novel is 'Fitz of Fitz-Ford; a legend of 
Devon.'* I shall here say but little concerning it, 
because I have made the ancient family of Fitz the 
subject of a letter that forms one of a series (of an 
historical, biographical, and descriptive nature, respect- 
ing the town of Tavistock and its vicinity), addressed to 
Mr. Southey, the late poet- laureate. For the original 
suggestion and plan of this last-named attempt, I feel a 
grateful pleasure in acknowledging I Was indebted to 
that great and good man. 

♦ Fitz of Fitz-Ford, published 1830. 

b 
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Feeling reluctant, tterefore, here to anticipate all that 
can be said respecting the family of Fitz, I shall merely 
state that many of the characters, and all the descriptions 
in the novel, as of the Tavy and the Tamar, etc., were 
attempted from nature. The historical claims of this 
work refer more to the spirit of the age in which the 
action is carried on, than to any actual events ; and the 
tale itself, which is of the domestic class, is founded on 
a romantic incident of the family of Fitz, very briefly 
stated by Prince in his ^Worthies of Devon.' Com- 
bining this with a tradition, even yet more striking, 
respecting the family of Glanville (and both traditions 
have their date in the reign of Elizabeth), I determined 
to make them the foundation on which to build a story 
of domestic interest. These legends, in early life, made 
a strong impression on the mind of Mr. Bray, and to 
him 1 am indebted for my acquaintance with them, and 
for much useful information in the novel. The character 
of Lady Howard is not otherwise fictitious than that I 
made her live a few years before she really did ; and the 
manner in which, according to tradition, she still revisits 
this world to commence her nightly penance from the 
ruined archway of the old gate-house at Fitz-Ford, is a 
sufficient proof that the woman who has left such a name 
of terror to descend even to the present day, must have 
been a fearful character during her life. 

The elder Fitz, who in my novel is called Sir Hugh, 
is the ^ John ^ Fitz, the lawyer and astrologer, mentioned 
by Prince in his Biography before alluded to. My 
reason for changing his Christian name was to avoid 
confusion ; as his son, who is also a prominent actor in 
the scenes of the tale, was likewise called ^ John ; ^ and 
he it was on whom Elizabeth bestowed the honour of 
knighthood. The father, celebrated alike for his learn- 
ing and credulity, for his legal skill and astrological 
calculations, did really, according to his biographer, on 
the birth of his only son, predict the extraordinary 
events which so many years afterwards befell him. The 
truth of Slanning's fate, in which Sir John Fitz, the 
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younger, bore so prominent a part, is established beyond 
all doubt. We have visited his monument in Bickleigh 
church, where it is recorded on his tomb. The ac- 
complishment of the prediction no doubt assisted in 
keeping alive, in this part of the West, the spirit of 
credulity respecting the science of judicial astrology. 
On this subject it may be remarked, that extraordinary 
predictions sometimes help to bring about their own 
accomplishment, by the effects they produce on the 
mind of the person concerning whom such prophecies 
have been made ; and the ardent character of young Sir 
John Fitz might have been formed under the fatal in- 
fluence of his father's fearful forebodings respecting his 
inevitable destiny. 

Judge Glanville, who was called on to perform so 
V awful a duty in his legal capacity on. the bench, lies 
buried (as well as the family of Fitz) in our church of 
Tavistock. Though I have exatnined with all diligence, 
I never yet could find any other authority than that of 
tradition for the awful circumstance to which I have only 
alluded above. I did not know till long after the 
publication of my work, when I learnt in turning over 
the pages of a notice of Collier's History of the Drama 
in the * Quarterly Eeview,' that this very story of 
. tradition, as far as it relates to the terrific fate of Sir 
John Pagers wife (who is in Tavistock said to have been 
Glan villous daughter), was made the subject of a domestic 
tragedy, soon after the circumstance occurred, in the 
reign of Elizabeth. 

The next in the series is 'The Talba; or Moor of 
Portugal.'* This romance is founded on a most in- 
teresting portion of Portuguese History — the melancholy 
story of Ines de Castro. With this I combined a tale of 
the Moors ; the events and personages of the latter being 
wholly fictitious ; but not so the character, manners, etc. 
of the people I attempted to delineate. In this tale, 
also, I was careful to distinguish between the Moors, 
such as they were in their flourishing state under the 

* The Talba, published 1830. 

b 7. 
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Caliphs of the "West, and the same race of men when 
hatred, oppression, and superstition, on the part of their 
Christian conquerors, had changed their manners, and in 
some degree their nature, as well as their condition. 

The Moors, while masters of Spain and Portugal, 
whilst seated on thrones, dispensing honours, making 
war on their enemies, and raising the fine arts to a degree 
of perfection never before known in Europe, were a 
nation, like the Jews of old, peculiar to themselves, 
resembling no other. Ardent and noble in their virtues, 
of a firmness and constancy which nothing could shake, 
generous and courteous, and brave to heroism in the 
hour of peril or of death, the records of their history 
present us with actions that excite no less our admiration 
than our wonder at the hardihood and energy they portray. 
But with these qualities of greatness the Moors combined 
vices not less marked in their character: anger with 
them quickly became revenge; injury was repaid by 
treachery ; jealousy was followed by murder ; and even 
justice was pursued with the extravagance and impetuosity 
of vengeance. To love or to hate ; to conquer or to fall ; 
to be a friend or a tyrant ; a liberator or an oppressor, 
was to be a Moor amongst the noblest of the Moors, — 
all was ardour ; there was no medium. The Moors were, 
in fact, a people of passion, burning and brilliant as the 
suns of the East, whence they derived their source. 

In the character of Hassan, the Talba, I endeavoured 
to depict one, which, as far as I know, no other writer of 
fiction has yet employed; but it seemed to me well 
adapted for a tale of Moorish romance. A Talba had in 
his peculiar office, and the varied qualities, at the date of 
my tale, necessary to fill it, no prototype in European 
nations. He was at once warrior, counsellor, philosopher, 
diviner, and magician. He was master of all the learning 
of the period, whilst his profound study of the occult 
sciences, of the heavenly bodies, of the herbs of the field, 
with their medical properties, rendered him, in the eyes 
of the people, something almost more than mortal — his 
counsels were oracles, his person sacred, his sword the 
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chastening weapon of heaven, entrusted to a human 
hand. The influence and example of a Talba, when 
supported with dignity and virtue, was beyond all pre- 
cedent. In Hassan I endeavoured to portray such a 
character, acting on true principles of greatness, on those 
strong impressions of moral truth and justice, which, 
even in a follower of Mahomet, God has implanted in his 
breast, ** to be a law unto himself.^^ 

I have only to add, that no pains were spared to 
acquire information, by diligent study, respecting the 
customs, etc. of this remarkable people, as they existed 
at the date of the narrative. The manner of conducting 
the ancient bull-fight, and all the minute detail attending 
it, I derived from more than one authority of antiquity : 
amongst these I gleaned some information from a French 
translation of some old Arabian poetry. The circum- 
stances which occur during the bull-fight at Cintra, are 
fictitious, save one of them, and that is founded on truth : 
a Moorish youth of high spirit and undaunted courage, 
having actually been turned into the arena to en- 
counter the bull, unarmed, by his unrelenting Christian 
conquerors. 

Never having visited Portugal I had recourse to books 
to learn the particular nature of the country, its towns, 
etc. My principal source of information was Mr. 
Southey^s Letters from Portugal, published many years 
ago. Mr. Southey describes, amongst the remains of 
former magnificence, in an ancient Moorish palace, a 
brazen hand and arm as large as life, clad in armour, for 
the purpose of holding a lamp. This suggested the 
incident of the armed hand, in the fourth chapter of the 
' Talba.' 

The circumstance that induced me to choose the story 
of Ines de Castro, which I have blended with the tale of 
the Moors, was as follows. In the exhibition at 
Somerset-house in 1829, there was a very masterly 
picture, by the pencil of St. Evre, representing the 
solemn and august ceremony of the coronation of Ines, 
in the presence of her husband, Don Pedro, after the 
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remains of that unhappy princess had for six years been 
consigned to the tomb. I was so much struck with the 
picture, and it produced such an effect on my mind, that 
I could not shake it off. On returning to my mother^s 
house, where I was then staying whilst in town, I took 
down from her bookshelves the volume on Portugal in 
the Universal History ; and whilst under the impression 
of those strong feelings the vivid picture of St. Evi*e 
had produced, read aloud, and not without tears, the 
brief but melancholy story of the unhappy Ines. That 
night I planned the romance of the Talba, and com- 
menced writing it soon after my return to the country. 
I did not know till I had finished the composition, that 
Miss Mitford had written a tragedy on the same subject, 
when I saw it mentioned in a paragraph in one of the 
newspapers, as about to be acted on the stage. It has 
never yet appeared ; but from the known powers of the 
authoress, the public may expect the highest gratification 
whenever it is produced. I confess that having made 
Ines the most prominent female character in this romance, 
and having also endeavoured to treat the whole subject 
dramatically, both in the characters and scenes intro- 
duced, I feel a strong desire to read Miss Mitford^ s 
tragedy ; and to see, if I may venture to say as much, 
how far our feelings have been similarly impressed, and 
where we may have differed. There is no danger, I 
trust, of my being misunderstood in saying this, as no 
one entertains a higher sense of the merits of Miss 
Mitford than myself, and I hope she will long live to 
enjoy the honours of her well-deserved success. 

I shall not here offer any apology for the partiality I 
have felt, both to the reading and composition of the 
domestic novel, and of historical romance ; since in the 
present age there needs none : their claims to no mean 
rank in literature have been admitted and established 
without dispute. The great aim of historical romance 
is to add to truth the attraction of fancy ; and without 
perverting the former, to select and combine particular 
portions from the general mass of matter which history 
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aflfords, and to supply in detail those traits of passion, 
character, and feeling, which awaken interest and fix 
attention by faithful delineations of individual nature. 
The legitimate end of fiction,^' says a celebrated critic, 

is the conveyance of truth.'^ It is, indeied, in truth alone 
that we must look for whatever is great, or whatever is 
lasting ; and those who stand first in the rank of imagin- 
ative writers, will ever be found to have deserved their 
station by having sought her with most diligence and 
care. 

That novels and romances of any class have a great 
influence on the morals of the young is generally ad- 
mitted ; it becomes therefore of the highest importance 
that the effects they are calculated to produce should be 
all on the side of what is permanently good ; that they 
should be capable of raising the tone of the mind : of 
stimulating it to a love of what is noble in sentiment and 
generous in action. 

Historical romance, when compared with what is 
wholly fictitious, is as superior in its character, as his- 
torical painting is to mere academical composition; it 
brings before our eyes some striking scene, accompanied 
by all the associations connected with it; every figure 
becomes impressive, and possesses the interest of an 
individual portrait ; the original of which, and the scenes 
in which he moves, have long been subjects of our 
meditation or delight. 

Thus much, I trust, I may be allowed to say in support 
of a favourite subject ; the pursuit of which has afforded 
me many hours of delight in the studies to which it has 
led, and the compositions that have accompanied them ; 
for the rest, I would only ask the candid reader to follow 
me without prejudice ; arid not too rigidly to verify the 
remark of Johnson, that whilst an author is alive, and 
only seeks success by the straight road, he is ^^ generally 
estimated by his worst performance, and not till dead, 
by that which is his best.^^ 

The romance next published, in 1834, was ' Warleigh, 
or the Fatal Oak ; a Legend of Devon.' The first name 
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was adopted from the noble and ancient mansion in 
which the scene of the story is principally laid. The 
second title refers to an aged oak, to which both history 
and tradition have annexed a tale. 

' Warleigh ' (now the property of the Reverend Walter 
Radclyffe) is situated not very far from the village of 
Tamerton Foliott, a few miles distant from Plymouth, in 
Devon. Near Tamerton church stands the very aged tree, 
which, to this day, is called the * Copplestone Oak.' The few, 
but fearful circumstances connected with it, said to have 
occurred in the reign of Elizabeth, I have chosen as the 
foundation whereon to raise a superstructure of romance. 
An account of these circumstances I found briefly stated 
in that most valuable work, * Prince's Worthies of 
Devon.' The biographer gives the name of the elder 
person (John Copplestone), who was so deeply implicated 
in the tragedy, to which the oak is said to have been a 
witness ; but he does not state the name of the young 
man who was the godson of Copplestone, and so great a 
sufferer in that scene. I ventured, therefore, to call him 
Amias Radclyfie, in compliment to the family who are 
the present proprietors of Warleigh ; but I think it right 
here to say that I have no authority whatever for doing 
so, except my own fancy. 

Respecting the godfather (Copplestone), who in the 
days of Elizabeth was the proprietor of Warleigh, and 
of another mansion, called ^ Copplestone,^ Prince de- 
scribes him as one of "extravagancies in his conversa- 
tion," and of a " malicious and revengeful mind.^^ He 
then proceeds to relate the circumstances of the murder, 
to which those passions hurried on the wretched man 
who committed it. Not that he relates them (to use his 
own words) because he takes delight in " repeating the 
infirmities of men, but because he would make them as 
landmarks to posterity, that all may beware how they 
give themselves up to the transports of a bloody malice 
and revenge; which, in the end, will hurry them into 
the bottomless gulph of woe and misery.^^ 

Having set up this landmark by telling the tale, our 
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biographer adds, that after Copplestone had cominitted 
the murder, he fled; that his friends made interest at 
court to sue out his pardon ; and, at length, to procure 
it, cost him no less than thirteen manors of land in the 
county of Cornwall.* 

He then proceeds to remark — " However this gentle- 
man escaped the just penalties due to so vile a crime, 
from the laws of man, he did not, it seems, escape the 
revengeful hand of Providence, which was pleased, either 
in his son^s or his grandson's days (who is said to have 
been a hopeful young gentleman), to blot his name quite 
out of that place (Warleigh) ; and at the other place 
(Copplestone), to leave nothing remaining but the name. 
For this estate came to two daughters and heirs; the 
eldest was married to — Elford, Esq., and the youngest 
unto Sir John Bamfield, of Poltimore, Baronet.^' 
. Thus, then, it appears, if Prince be correct (and his 
accuracy has never been questioned), that no individual 
now living and bearing the name of ^ Copplestone,* can 
be an immediate descendant in the male line from the 
man so justly set up "as the landmark to posterity .^^ I 
am the more particular in stating this, because I have 
been assured (though I hope erroneously) that an in- 
dividual of eminence, in character, learning and station, 
had fallen into the mistake of fancying that I had, as a 
novelist, made an ancestor of his family a murderer; 
probably not knowing, or at least not recollecting, what 
Prince has stated respecting John Copplestone, the 
murderer, on the total extinction of his immediate de- 
scendants in the male line.f 

* This very pardon, Prince says, still remained, in his day, in the 
custody of the possessor of "Warleigh house. Prince published the work 
from which these extracts are made in the year 1701. 

t It is not, however, wonderful that an eiTor of this sort should occur ; 
ajs, till within a very few years since. Prince's admirable work was so little 
known, that the following very amusing incident occurred ; which, though 
it created a smile, was a most harmless mistake, and no disparagement to 
the noble individual who made it. I copy it from a manuscript note in 
my husband's hand, in his copy of the * Worthies of Devon. ' He writes 
— The original of this work was published in 1701. When the present 
edition, J which was published in 1810 was advertised, Lord addressed 
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Although the circumstances on which I founded my 
tale are stated by Prince to have occurred in the reign 
of Elizabeth, I took the liberty to change the period to 
that of Charles the First. As those circumstances were 
entirely of a domestic nature, it was of no moment in 
whose reign they were made subservient to the purposes 
of romance. I had already, in ^Fitz of Fitz-Ford,' 
written a work relating to the days of the maiden queen ; 
and, moreover, the time of Charles the First, I felt, would 
afford me the opportunity of introducing characters, 
scenes, and events connected with a period of deep 
public and domestic interest in the West, as there was 
scarcely a family of any note throughout these counties, 
but their ancestors had severely suffered, in one way or 
the other, during the civil wars. Concerning the 
characters and events which, in this novel, are wholly 
fictitious, I shall say nothing ; and a very few notes will 
be necessary to point out the personages mentioned, 
either by history or tradition, who, more or less, are 
introduced as actors in my scene. 

. Captain John Burley, a native of Devon, was, in 1647, 
tried, condemned, and executed, on a charge of high 
treason, by the Parliament, for causing a drum to be 
beat in the streets of Newport, in the Isle of Wight, 
for ^ God and King Charles ; ' intending to gather a 
force sufficient, if possible, to set the king at liberty; 
as he was at that time a prisoner in Carisbrook Castje. 

a letter to the Rev. John Prince Berry Pomeroy, intimating that there was 
a mistake in the description of his family crest, which he begged raiffht be 
corrected. The crest, as described in the original, is, "an arm armed cope 
B. Hand, Or, holding fast a purse, shut.'* This, his lordship stated, should 

be open. Mr. L , who as surrogate attended the visitation at Tavistock, 

instead of the Archdeacon, on the 27 th of May, 1819, and who served Berry 
Pomeroy, asserted it to be really a fact ; and that he himself took the letter 
to the publishers at Plymouth, upon a former visitation, and recommended 
them to answer the letter in the name of the deceased author, with an 
apology for his not being able to write quite so well as his lordship (who is 
not himself remarkable for his caligraphy), as he was then 109 years older 
than when he published his first edition. His lordship, however, was 
spared the mortification as well as that of being informed that the altera- 
tion in the crest was a witty revenge on the part of Prince upon one of his 
ancestors, for not having subscribed to his work ! 
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The same judge and jury, and at the same assize at 
Winchester, who thus condemned and executed Burley 
for his loyalty and sympathy with the sufferings of the 
king, actually acquitted a man named Osborn, who was 
tried on a charge proved against him of a design to 
assassinate the unfortunate sovereign in his prison. 
Prince truly designates Burley as a * loyal martyr to his 
country and his king.^ This gentleman, a native of 
Devon, a brave officer and a devoted royalist, I in- 
troduced in my work, as a principal leader, in connexion 
with the counties of the West, in their movements and 
secret plans (so often and so fruitlessly made) for the 
deliverance and restoration of King Charles. 

Elford, another royalist of Devon, is said, by tradition, 
to have been concealed in a narrow cell fonned by nature, 
amidst the wildest rocks on the rugged height of Sheep^s 
Torj and to have lain there concealed during many 
weeks, whilst a hot pursuit was made after him, with a 
view to deprive him of life, by the Parliamentarians. 
Elford is also said to have amused himself by painting 
the sides of his rocky prison, during his retreat. Many 
years ago, Mr. Bray visited the spot, and discovered 
within the narrow cell in question,, some remains or 
rather indications of these paintings.* 

At a later period I also attempted to reach the cave, 
if such it can be called ; but found that to climb the steep 
ascent of the Tor, amidst deep hollows and immense 
masses of rock, was so difficult and hazardous, that I 
was obliged to only look on the spot, with wonder how a 
human being could have contrived to live there during 
so many weeks, from far below its lofty site. 

The unhappy Raleigh, whose widow and fatherless 
child are characters in my novel, was a nephew of the 
famous admiral Sir Walter Raleigh. He was a young 
clergyman of the most remarkable learning and ability. 
The cruel manner of his death in prison, to which allusion 

* An account of Mr. Bray's visit to the retreat of Elford is given in the 
Letters to Mr. Southey published originally by Mr. Murray under the title 
of the * Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy.' 
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is made in the narrative, is stated by Walker, in the lives 
of the suflfering clergy, who were ejected from their 
livings in the times of Charles the First, by the Parlia- 
mentary committees. 

The character of Sir Hugh Piper, another royalist, was 
suggested by reading his epitaph, in Launceston church. 
It gives a curious statement of his several services, and 
the gallant actions wherein he was engaged during the 
civil wars. The dream by which, in the romance, he is 
induced to go to Lidford, at the time of Elford's trial, 
where his evidence becomes of so much importance, was 
suggested by a circumstance in real life, that occurred 
some years ago in Cornwall. I was assured by my 
informant, a gentleman not Ukely to be credulous, that 
it was a well-known fact. 

Eoger Eowle, the outlaw, and the wild band of the 
desperadoes, the Gubbins, who play so conspicuous a 
part in the tale, are mentioned by Brown the poet,* as 
haunting the glen of Lidford, in his humorous poem 
called ^ Lidford Law,^ which he composed after visiting 
his friend. Colonel Halls, who was some time a prisoner 
in Lidford Castle, during the civil wars. 

Formerly, in the West of England, the belief in witch- 
craft, pixies, charms, omens, and superstitions of all 
kinds and descriptions, existed to an extent which, in 
these days, would scarcely be credited ; though, even at 
the present period, some faith in such matters still lingers 
among the elders and the rural population of Cornwall 
and Devon. The character of Dame Gee, drawn in 
accordance with the exceeding credulity of our fore- 
fathers, was suggested by the following circumstances. 

An intelligent gentlewoman of this neighbourhood, 
the wife of a most respectable farmer, related to me the 
story of a Devonshire witch, who, not many years ago, 
was said to have performed a deadly rite or charm, with 
a view to injure another person's child, but became the 
instrument of punishment to herself, by injuring her 
own son, a lad on whom she doted with the fondest 

* Author of 'Britannia's Pastorals.' 
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afiTection. Her boy had been struck by a youth of his 
own age, when at play together; and ran crying home 
to complain of the blow to his mother. The witch, 
determined on revenge, took an opportunity (when the 
offender was expected to seek his companion at her 
dwelling) to draw a charmed circle, replete with evil, on 
the floor near her door. Before, however, the lad 
arrived, her own son, comi^ig unexpectedly upon her, 
stepped into it, and from that moment became a moping 
idiot. Such was the origin of the characters of Dame 
Gee and her idiot boy in *Warleigh.' Many of the 
charms she performs, though now obsolete, were common 
in the West at the date of the tale ; a few of them are 
still practised in this neighbourhood. 

The ancient family of Edgcumbe were noted for their 
loyalty. I have made one of them, Sir Piers Edgcumbe, 
of Mount Edgcumbe, a principal character in my work. 
In the sketches I have given of the state of the West, 
during the disastrous time of the civil wars, I have been 
faithful : and I feel confident that those readers who are 
well acquainted with the history and biography of the 
period will do me justice on this head. 

For the rest, I can only say that, in respect to the 
fictitious narrative, characters, circumstances, and events 
of this novel, I have, as far as my ability would admit, 
endeavoured to make them blend and harmonize with 
truth ; whilst the local descriptions of places and things 
are drawn from actual observation, and from a long and 
familiar acquaintance with the interesting scenes, both 
of tradition and of natural beauty, with which these 
counties abound. 

The next romance was ' Trelawny of Trelawne ; or the 
Prophecy: a legend of Cornwall,' published in 1837. 

That Bishop Trelawny was one of the seven bishops 
who withstood the arbitrary power of King James t&e 
Second in defence of the Church, and was accordingly 
sent to the Tower, is known to all readers of English 
History; so likewise is the rebellion of Monmouth, and 
the cruelties exercised on those who were even but 
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suspected of having been his partisans, after his fall. 
Of these historical facts I availed myself in my novel 
of ^Trelawny,' as I required them to assist in carrying 
on the tale of private life, in which the Bishop and his 
family were among the principal actors. 

The present Lady Trelawny (to whose talents and zeal 
I have expressed my acknowledgments in the introduc- 
tion to the work) kindly invited us to the ancient family 
seat of Trelawne (the house in which the Bishop lived), 
in order to show us all its pictures and curiosities, 
and every object of interest within the domain and its 
neighbourhood. According to this kind invitation, my 
husband and myself made that journey into Cornwall, 
described in the Introduction to ^Trelawny,' where, 
in addition to the enjoyment of being shown everything 
by one so deeply versed in the family history, and the 
antiquities of the place, as Lady Trelawny, we were 
introduced to the agreeable domestic party met together 
at Trelawne. The particulars related to me concerning 
the Bishop's daughter, by Lady Trelawny, were these : — 
Harry, a son of a Colonel Trelawny, who was a younger 
brother of the Bishop, fell in love with his cousin Letitia, 
one of his lordship's daughters. A Mr. BuUer, of Morval, 
in Cornwall, paid his addresses to her sister Eebecca. 
The Bishop disapproved the loves of Harry and Letitia ; 
but, according to a tradition still current in the family, 
the lovers contrived to carry on a private correspond- 
ence, and occasionally to meet by stealth in the laurel 
walk at Trelawne. At last his lordship very suddenly 
changed his mind, consented to their union, and married 
both Letitia and Eebecca, at the same time, in the 
chapel of his own house in Cornwall. 

Harry and Letitia had several daughters, and a son 
who died of the small-pox, caught at Westminster 
School. His father deeply lamented his loss; and his 
mother took it so to heart, that she is said to have shut 
herself up in her room for a whole year, and to have 
worked the tapestry (described in the Introduction to 
the novel) as a memorial of her son. She died soon after. 
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Strange to say, one of her daughters (also named 
Letitia) won the affections of her first cousin ; and that 
attachment was likewise opposed by the friends of the 
parties ; and the lovers, at last, married in secret. 

This falling in love with first cousins and inter-marry- 
ing with them, against the wishes of their friends, sug- 
gested to me the idea of a curse, held as a family 
tradition, against such close aflS.nity in the marriages of 
the Trelawnys. It would, I thought, account also for 
the severe manner in which I ' designed to make the 
Bishop and his lady oppose the union of Harry and 
Letitia. Mr. Bray advised that the curse should be 
formed into a rhyming couplet, and immediately com- 
posed for me that which was adopted in the tale. I 
am the more particular in stating these circumstances, 
because Mr. Bray^s couplet, in some quarters, has gone 
abroad as an ancient family malediction ! * 

There were at Trelawne, amongst other curiosities, 
three or four love letters, written by Harry and Letitia ; 
but, though feeling letters, they were too antiquated in 
style, and (Harry called her Mirtilla) by far too much 
in the Chloe and Strephon school, for a work of these 
days. I therefore made no use of them, nor of any old 
letters whatever; though the having seen these sug- 
gested to me the idea of writing a novel in letters ; more 
especially as the subject was, in a great measure, a tale 
of hapless love. I also thought the epistolary style a 
good vehicle for those observations, incidents, sketches 
of manners, and expressions of feeling and affection, 
which I wished to introduce in my work. 

In Gilbert's ^ History of Cornwall,' I saw a brief but 
striking account written by a Doctor Ruddell, a clergy- 
man of Launceston, respecting a ghost which (in the 
year 1665) he had seen and laid to rest, that in the first 
instance had haunted a poor lad, the son of a Mr. Bligh, 

* Some few of these observations on * Trelawny * were originally pub- 
lished in the preface of 'Trials of the Heart,' but in the present series, I 
have inserted them where they ought to appear — namely, in the General 
Preface. 
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on his way to scliool, in a place called the 'Higher 
Broom Field/ This grave relation showed, I thought, 
the credulity of the times in which the author of it lived ; 
and so I determined to have doctor, boy, and ghost, in 
my story. But, whereas, in the worthy divine's account 
of the transaction, the ghost appears to come on earth 
for no purpose whatever (unless it be to frighten the 
poor boy), I resolved to give the spirit something to do 
in such post-mortem visitations. Accordingly, I made 
boy, doctor, and the woman (who is said after her death 
to have appeared to the lad) into characters, invented a 
story for them, and gave them adventures. 

And here I must be allowed to pause, in order to say 
a few words on a subject, which I feel will interest my 
readers, as much as it has surprised and interested 
myself 

Soon after the publication of 'Trelawny,' my much 
esteemed friend, the Rev. F. V. J. Arundell,* informed 
me, that, whilst engaged in his antiquarian researches 
in Cornwall, he found among some old and original 
papers the manuscript account in Dr. RuddelFs own 
handwriting, of his encounter with the ghost in question. 
This he lent Gilbert, who inserted it in his ' History of 
Cornwall ; ' and there I first saw it, as stated above. A 
few months ago, I purchased some of the reprinted 
volumes of the works of Daniel de Foe. Among these 
was the ' Life of Mr. Duncan Campbell,^ a fortune-teller. 
To my great surprise, I found inserted in the Appendix 
(after *^ verses to Mr. Duncan Campbell "), without either 
name of the author, reference, or introduction, under 
the heading, 'A remarkable Passage of an Apparition, 
1665;^ no other than Dr. RuddelFs account of meeting 
the Ghost which had haunted the boy, so much the same 
as that I had read in Gilbert, it scarcely seemed to differ 
from it in a word. The name of Mr. Bligh, the father 
of the boy, was however omitted, and Dr. Ruddell could 

♦ Of Landulph Cornwall, the author of that learned and most delight- 
ful work, '.Discoveries in Asia Minor,* and the well known * Visit to the 
Seyen Churches of Asia.' 
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only be known as the author of the account, by the lad's 
father calling the narrator Mr. Euddell, in their dis- 
course about the youth. The account is so strangely 
inserted in the appendix to the volume, without comment 
or reference, that had I not previously known the cir- 
cumstances above named by Mr. Arundell, I should have 
fancied it a fiction of De Foe himself, like the story of 
the ghost of Mrs. Veal prefixed to Drelincourt ^ on Death.' 
Aware that Mr. Arundell had no idea that Ruddell's 
ghost story was to be found in any work previous to 
Gilbert's, I lost no time in communicating to that gentle- 
man, what I could not but deem a very curious discovery. 
He assured me there could be no mistake as to the 
genuineness of the ghost document he had found, as he 
had compared the manuscript with Ruddell's handwriting 
in other papers, and saw it was one and the same. Soon 
after, Mr. Arundell favoured me with some further in- 
formation on this subject, which I here give, as it adds 
still more to the interest of the story. " Looking into 
Gilbert's ^History of Cornwall,' in the parish of South 
Petherwin, there is said to be in the old mansion of 
Botathan five portraits of the Bligh family ; one of them 
is the likeness of the boy, whose intimacy with the ghost 
of Dorothy Durant has been spoken of in his first volume, 
where she is erroneously called Dingley. If this be a 
fact, it is very interesting ; for it is strange that both 
Mr. Euddell, the narrator (whose manuscript I lent to 
Gilbert), and De Foe, should have called her Dingley. 
I have no doubt it was a fictitious name, for I never 
heard of it in Launceston or the neighbourhood ; whereas 
Durant is the name of an ancient Cornish family ; and 
I recollect a tall, respectable man of that name in Laun- 
ceston, who died at a very advanced age ; very probably 
a connexion of the ghost lady. He must have been 
born about 1730. Durant was probably too respectable 
a name to be published, and hence the fictitious one."* 

* Mr. Arundell likewise says — "In Launceston church is a monument 
to Charles Bligh and Judith his wife, who died, one in 1716, and the other 
in 1717- He is said to have been sixty years old, and was probably fthe 

C 
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To resume the subject of ^Trelawny/ Mr. Bray, in 
early life, made some drawings of a very singular dwelling 
(near the Cheese-wring in Cornwall), that was said to 
have been constructed by a stone-cutter, who was a 
great mathematician, and a very strange character in his 
habits of life. To have lived for so many years in such a 
dwelling, proved hjB must have been so — ^his name was 
Daniel Gumb. This was all that I knew of him, but it 
was quite enough to stimulate the imagination; and as I 
looked at Mr. Bray^s diawings, and heard him talk about 
the place, and the grandeur of the Cheese-wring, I used 
to fancy I could see, in my mind's eye, Daniel Gumb, 
who so long dwelt among those remarkable rocks ; and 
according to the picture of my own fancy, I drew him in 
my work. 

For the rest, I have only to add that, having read with 
attention many old books which have rendered me 
familiar with the manners, customs, and characters of the 
times of James the Second, I felt some confidence in 
blending sketches and notices of such subjects 'in my 
novel. I have here given a full and particular account 
of all the materials that suggested to me the various 
personages, scenes, and incidents of ^ Trelawny of Tre- 
lawne.' It was on such, scanty as they were, that I 
ventured to build mystery; but without for a moment 
believing myself, or wishing others to believe (till the 
event proved the mistake had by many been adopted), 
that the inventions of my own fancy would be received 
as grave matters of fact. 

It is also a duty incumbent on me to rectify a mistake 
I made in the original publication of ^Trelawny.' I 
there inserted the very spirited ballad with the chorus 
of 

** And have they fixed the where and when ? 
And shall Trelawny die ? " etc. 



brother of Samuel, the hero of Dorothy Dingley. Sarah, the wife of the 
Rev. John Ruddell, has a monument also in Launceston church. She 
died in 1667. Mr. Ruddell was vicar of Alternon in 1684." He was the 
minister of Launceston in 1665, when he saw the ghost who haunted the boy. 
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as an ancient Comisli ballad. The late Mr. Davies 
Gilbert, a celebrated antiquary, and President of tlie 
Royal Society, had printed this ballad at his own private 
press (believing it to be ancient), and as such had sent it 
to me in a letter. Delighted with my prize, I introduced 
it with a note, respecting its antiquity, from the authority 
of Mr. Davies Gilbert. I have since learned that only 
the last two lines of the chorus are of ancient date, and 
that the rest of this beautiful ballad was written by the 
Rev. Robert Stephen Hawker, now residing in Cornwall. 
I need scarcely add how truly I am concerned that, from 
error, I should, in the original edition of my work, have 
done so great a piece of injustice to the muse of Mr. 
Hawker. I have omitted the ballad in the present edition 
of the romance, but I caijnot resist the desire I feel of 
here affording my readers the pleasure of seeing it.* I 
give it from Mr. Hawker's copy : — 

"THE SONG OF THE WESTERN MEN. 

** "When Sir Jonathan Trelawny, one of the seven Bishops, was committed 
to the Tower, the Cornish men rose one and all, and marched as far as 
Exter, in their way to extort his liberation. 

" A good sword and a trusty hand ! 
A merry heart and true ! 
King James's men shall understand 
What Cornish lads can do ! 

" And have they fixed the where and when ? 
And shall Trelawny die ? 
Here's twenty thousand Cornish men 
Will know the reason why ! 

** Out spake their Captain brave and bold, 

A merry wight was he, 
* If London Tower were Michael's hold, 
We'll set Trelawny free ! ' 

** We'll cross the Tamar, land to land, 
The Severn is no stay — 
All side by side, and hand to hand, 
And who shall say us nay ? 

* Mr. Hawker has lately inserted his spirited composition in a most 
interesting volume of his own poems — * Records of the Western Shore.' 

c 2 
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** And when we come to London Wall, 
A pleasant sight to view, 
Come forth ! come forth ! ye cowards all, 
To better men than you ! 

" Trelawny he's in keep and hold — 
Trelawny he may die, 
But here's twenty thousand Cornish bold 
Will know the reason why ! " 

The next work (published 1 839) consists of a series of 
tales, under the general title of ^Trials of the Heart/ 
These were principally written with a view to develope 
the passions and feelings of the human heart, under 
some of the most trying circumstances to which it can be 
subjected in the pilgrimage of this world. Many real 
characters, incidents, and events of deep interest in them- 
selves, were introduced; but so disguised by change of 
name, locality, and period, as to avoid giving offence to 
any one. 

The first of these tales is ' Prediction.' In my youth 
I accompanied my family into South Wales. We resided, 
for some months, at Swansea, where we became ac- 
quainted with the curate of the town and his daughters ; 
whose merits and misfortunes are alluded to in the 

* Introduction ' to the story. The Eev. Mr. H was 

a man of very superior talents and acquirements ; an 
agreeable companion, full of anecdote, always opportunely 
called forth from a memory of no common kind. One 
day, in the course of conversation, he related to me a few 
remarkable circumstances which befell a young man with 
whom he. was on terms of intimate friendship during his 
college career. It appeared by his account, that a person 
celebrated as a fortune-teller visited Oxford, whilst he, 

Mr. H , was a student at the University. That his 

friend, a visionary young man, was weak enough to 
consult the wizard, and received from his hand a pre- 
diction, which some years after was unhappily and 

literally fulfilled. The Rev. Mr. H then told me the 

melancholy circumstances. They were but few, yet 
striking ; and made a deep impression on my youthful 
mind. On my recollection of two or three of the principal 
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facts, above twenty years after they had been related to 
me, I founded my tale of ^ Prediction/ endeavouring to 
show, in the course of that narrative, how a foolish 
attempt to penetrate beyond the veil with which an 
all-wise Providence has invested the future mav be made 
the means of bringing about those very evils that have 
been predicted. It gave me infinite pleasure to find, 
on the publication of this tale, that the moral purpose 
with which it was penned was almost universally 
commended. 

The next tale in these volumes is the ^ Orphans of La 
Vendee.^ The period chosen, that of the French Eevo- 
lution. To this, in the original edition, I prefixed a 
rather long introduction ; because having in my youth 
travelled in La Vendue, I wished to prepare the reader 
for the story, by giving him some few sketches, the 
result of my own observations of that most interesting 
country and its inhabitants : in the present edition, 
however, I have greatly shortened the introduction, bs- 
cause, on revision, I thought it kept the reader too long 
from the story. I must now notice its heroine. 

Madame de la Eoche Jacquelin mentions in her admir- 
able memoirs, an amiable, religious, but most daring girl, 
Jeanne Robin of Courlay, who joined the Vendean army 
disguised as a soldier, and acted the most heroic part 
during the war in the Bocage. After displaying a 
courage and resolution which nothing could daunt, she 
perished nobly in the battle of Done. 

This girl I chose as a fitting subject for a tale ; and I 
made her the principal character in the * Orphans of La 
Vendde.^ A few other personages, who distinguished 
themselves during the Vendean war in 1792, I likewise 
introduced as actors in my pages. I may here be allowed 
to notice, that in this narrative (the same as in my Breton 
story of ^ The Adopted '), being well acquainted with the 
interesting peculiarities of the country where the action 
of the tale is carried on, I endeavoured to depict the 
spirit as well as the manners of those extraordinary times 
with the people of the Bocage. Truth, I believe, in no 
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instance has been violated, whilst imagination has filled 
up the picture with characters and events in harmony 
with the scene. 

The tale of ' The Little Doctor/ which forms the next 
in the series of ' Trials of the Heart/ was also founded 
on fact. The birth of the infant described as taking 
place on Christmas day, narrates, gentle reader, the 
circumstances which I have been informed by my mother 
attended my own birth, on that most memorable of all 
birthdays. The nurse Judy, with her eccentricities, her 
fidelity and her superstitions, was my own nurse. * The 
Little Doctor,' with all his moral excellences, his shrewd 
sense, his oddities, his bear-skin coat and muff, his 
deformity of body but uprightness of mind, was a real 
individual, and no mere coinage of my fancy. He was 
one of that most necessary and useful fraternity, who 
exercise in their own person, the united professions of 
surgeon and apothecary. In his medical capacity he had 
been known to my parents before I was born ; and from 
his long-tried skill and worth, was indeed not only the 
family doctor, but the family friend. He retired from 
business on a considerable fortune honestly acquired, 
even as I have stated in fhe tale. 

His good-humoured, warm-hearted, but thoughtless 
wife; his eldest daughter as thoughtless as her mother; 
his son Dick, whose services and death in India are also 
narrated; his youngest and deformed daughter, Elizabeth, 
with her beautiful face, her accomplishments, and her 
superior mind (who, in the tale, refuses the man she 
loves, and by whom she is beloved, solely on account of 
an over-sensitiveness about the deformity of her person); 
her grand East India cousins, their return to England, 
etc., were all real characters and events ; and, if I may be 
permitted to say as much, not other than faithfully drawn 
in the narrative. I knew all these individuals in the days 
of my youth; and endeavoured to sketch them with a 
kindly remembrance of their merits. They have all — 
such is sometimes the fate of a family — within not many 
years of each other, passed to their great account, and 
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except the epitaph, which in the church of , in Surrey, 

records the names, ages, and times of the death of the 
doctor, his wife, and children, no other memorial of them, 
I believe, now remains, than such as will be found in my 
story of ^ The Little Doctor/ 

The next tale is ' Vicissitudes/ This also was founded 

on fact. The late Mrs. Mary P , of a respectable 

family in Yorkshire; a lady, who in youth had been 
distinguished by the uncommon loveliness of her person, 
her fine voice, and her amiable disposition, experienced 
the most remarkable vicissitudes of fortune. In the 
spring of 1835, after an acquaintance of many years, I 
again met her in London. She was then advanced in 
life. She wished me to know the whole of her most 
extraordinary story ; and related it to me herself, giving 
me permission to employ any part or the whole of her 
narrative, as a foundation for a work of fiction, in any 
form I pleased. I was much interested by what she told 
me. And most deeply was I impressed with the un- 
certainty of all worldly advantages and possessions, when 
I saw before me a lady of so much worth, who, without 
any fault of her own, by unforeseen and unavoidable 
misfortunes, had experienced some of the greatest vicissi- 
tudes, and had struggled through them all with a courage 
the most praiseworthy. At one time, during her resid- 
ence abroad, she had been honoured with the notice 
and esteem of that a^aiable King of Sweden, who was 
afterwards killed by the blpw of an assassin. She was 
caressed by some of the most eminent of his court. At 
a later period, and in her own country, when a widow, 
and the mother of three helpless children, she was 
literally wanting bread; whilst at the same time she 
was entitled to property of no inconsiderable value in 
Yorkshire, that had belonged to her deceased father, 
and which had actually been sold after his death, in 
consequence of a false report having reached England, 
that the vessel in which she had been exposed to a storm 
at sea, had been seen ta founder in the Cattegat, where 
all the souls on board perished. Her subsequent eflForts 
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to support herself and her children, when in dire distress^ 
and the very striking manner in which a good Providence 
blessed and prospered her efforts, were all highly in- 
structive, and could not fail to interest every heart alive 
to the generous emotions of sympathy. The particulars 
I have narrated, and a few others, formed the ground- 
work of my tale; to which, in reference to the great 
trials and changes in the fortunes of its heroine, I gave 
the name of ' Vicissitudes/ I wrote it in the form of 
autobiography, as best suited to depict the feelings of 
the heart, during so many years of suffering and sorrow. 
The last and longest tale in * Trials of the Heart,' is 
' The Adopted ! ' This is a Breton story, during the 
time of the French Revolution. In the year 1818 I 
visited some of the most curious and unfrequented parts 
in Brittany, as I have already stated. Finding, since 
that period, what great changes had taken place in many 
districts, both in respect to the country and the people, 
within a few years, I deemed it desirable to give the 
reader, in an ' Introduction,' some slight sketches of 
what the Bretons were before and at the period of the 
memorable Revolution, in which they displayed so much 
true heroism, and suffered so severely by fire and sword 
during the war. I felt that a sketch of this kind would 
enable the general reader to enter with a greater degree 
of interest upon the story, more especially as the scene 
of it is laid in one of the most romantic and remote 
districts of the whole province ; and at a time before the 
peculiar and characteristic manners and habits of the 
people underwent so sad a change as they afterwards 
experienced from the stern and unrelenting rule of the 
armies of the National Convention. To give a few short 
notices of this description in the ^ Introduction,' I felt 
would also obviate the necessity for suspending for any 
inconvenient length, the thread of the narrative when it 
was once begun. This is my apology, if it needs one, 
for the ^Introduction' to * The Adopted.' The good- 
natured reader, I trust, will excuse it, for the reasons I 
have stated: and the impatient reader has a remedy 
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always at hand, to pass over the intrusive pages, and 
begin upon the tale without delay. 

The sketch of the Abbess of Ploermel in this story, is 
dravvn from the life ; even to the trifling incident of the 
peculiar tact and shrewdness she displays in detecting 
the childish offence of the little Annette, when a pupil in 
the convent among the novices. But that no mistakes 
may occur about the identity of this lady, I beg most 
distinctly to state, that the real personage from whom I 
drew the character was never at Ploermel in Brittany in 
all her life ; though she passed many years in the French 
capital. In 1818, I became acquainted with the then 
abbess of the Ursuline nuns of Ploermel ; and gave an 
account of her sufierings, her worth, and her kindness, in 
the ^Letters from Normandy and Brittany.^ It will, 
therefore, at once be seen, that she was not the lay figure 
from which I sketched the Lady Abbess, who so tyran- 
nized over my heroine during her early years, in the 
story of * The Adopted ! ' ! 

The little tale, or episode, called ^The Death- Woman 
of Brittany,' which I have made the cure of Josselin 
relate to his friends, who accompany him to the field of 
the Half-way Oak, though a fiction, has some claims at 
least to an historical or traditionary foundation. Accord- 
ing to the ancient chronicles of France, during the wars 
between that country and England, in the chivalrous era 
of the fourteenth century, thirty Bretons and thirty 
English appointed a hostile meeting to decide a quarrel 
between their several leaders, at a spot in which stood a 
very aged oak, exactly half-way between the towns of 
Josselin and Ploermel. The action on both sides was 
one of heroic daring. I have myself visited the field; 
and elsewhere have given an account of it. The base of 
a broken stone cross, and the ancient inscription upon 
it, still exist, as a perpetual memorial of the famous 
battle of Trente. 

The character of the good cur^ of Josselin, I do not 
hesitate to avow, was drawn from the life. The worthy 
original of the picture, after having been driven from his 
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cure at Joaselin by the revolutionists, with diflBculty 
escaped to England, where he resided for many years as 
a teacher of languages, respected and esteemed by all 
who knew him. On the restoration of the Bourbons in 
1815, he was recalled from exile, and happily for himself 
and his flock, placed once more in his old cure, in 
Brittany. It was in 1819 that I became acquainted 
with him, and was most kindly and hospitably entertained 
at his house in Josselin, as I have stated in 'The Letters 
from Normandy and Brittany.' From the respect in 
which he was held, and the deep interest which the 
narration of his misfortunes and sufferings, during the 
period of the Revolution, had created in my mind, I 
could not resist the desire I felt to introduce him, in his 
own proper character as cur^, when I laid the scene of 
a tale in the town which had the blessing of so good a 
man for its spiritual head and its friend. After having 
said this, I may venture to state, that the real name of 
my good Breton cur6, was Caradoc ; and that he assured 
me his family could trace their descent from Caractacus, 
the celebrated Prince of Britain. 

The many fearful circumstances and melancholy scenes 
which I have described as occurring at Nantes, I grieve 
to say, are simple truths. A relative of my own, whose 
husband died in the Castle of Nantes, during the terrible 
epoch of the French Revolution, was a witness to the 
horrors and the miseries I have depicted in no ex- 
aggerated terms. 

Respecting the characters of Madame de Clairval, 
Annette, and Philippe, in this tale, without entering 
into any more minute statements, it will be sufficient to 
say that, in their portraiture, as well as in the develop- 
ment of the feelings and affections of the human heart 
which they display, I have still studied nature, and 
endeavoured to follow her works. 

The next romance (published in 1842) was ^ Henry de 
Pomeroy.' In the Introduction to that work, I have 
given so full an account of the circumstances which led 
to my taking up the subject, that I have here but little 
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to say on any matter connected with it. During a visit, 
in company - with my husband, to the ruins of Berry 
Pomeroy Castle, in the summer of 1838, I heard related 
on the spot the wild tradition respecting Henry de 
Pomeroy, on which I founded the catastrophe of the 
romance. Also, during a previous tour into Cornwall, 
I visited St. Michael's Mount, and its ancient fortress, 
of which stronghold the same Henry de Pomeroy is said 
to have gained possession for the rebel Earl of Montaigne 
(afterwards King John) by a bold stratagem, during the 
reign of that chivalrous monarch Richard the First. 

I cannot, without injury to my work by anticipation, 
add more than merely to state, that it was on such slight 
fragments of tradition I built my story ; and endeavoured 
so far to make fiction " the handmaid of truth,'* as to 
render the whole illustrative of the scenes, the manners, 
the characters and events of those animating times in 
which the action is carried on. The most remarkable 
features of Cornwall, its ancient customs, and the peculiar 
habits of the people, as they existed at the date of the 
romance, are, I hope, faithfully depicted; and though 
hitherto little known to the general reader, will, I trust, 
be found not devoid of interest or information. The 
base of the ancient Saxon cross, mentioned in the con- 
clusion, when describing a scene connected with St. 
Michael's Mount, may still be seen at low water, when 
the causeway which reaches from the mount to the main- 
land can be passed on foot. Till within the last ninety 
years, the cross (which, after having stood for so many 
centuries, was at length destroyed in a great storm) 
could be seen to rise above the waves, from the surround- 
ing shores. So situated it must have been a striking 
and impressive object, more especially ip the midst of a 
tempest. Tavistock Abbey, in the days of its power and 
its pride. Abbot Baldwin its superior, and some of the 
brethren, are introduced in this work. 

^ Courtenay of Walreddon ; a Romance of the West,^ 
was the next, originally published in 1844; and of this I 
propose also to give but a very slight account. In my 
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letters to the late lamented poet-laureate, Mr. Southey, 
respecting the neighbourhood of the ' Taniar and Tavy/ 
I gave some account of ^ Waireddon/ an ancient mansion, 
situated two miles from Tavistock. I therein stated^ 
that, about two centuries ago, Walreddon belonged to a 
Lady Howard, whose memory was very celebrated in this 
town and neighbourhood; and about whoso reappearance 
upon earth, the wildest and most improbable tales were 
still current. I gave also, in the above-cited letters, a 
brief statement of all the few facts that were historically 
known, or could be collected, concerning this lady. One 
tradition, first mentioned to me by our Tavistock 
fabulist,* averred that Lady Howard lost her only child 
in its infancy, in a most mysterious manner. That the 
little girl was supposed to be stolen by gipsies ; that 
after she had attained the age of womanhood, the truth 
appeared; when the unnatural hatred which Lady 
Howard had conceived for her own offspring, even in 
infancy, again burst forth, and produced a scene of 
remarkable distress in one of the ancient chambers of 
Walreddon, which was entered by folding doors; and 
that this unhappy young creature was finally turned from 
her mother's house, and never heard of more. The 
legend added that, struck with remorse, Lady Howard 
provided for her child by will, on her death-bed, should 
she ever reappear, and prove herself to be the daughter 
and heir of her ancient family. So much for tradition. 
But, unfortunately for the truth of this romantic tale. 
Lady Howard, in her last will, bequeathed her mansion 
of ' Walreddon ^ to Sir William Courtenay, a member of 
the ancient and honourable family of that name : and as 
the document in question made no provision for any 
child, and indeed did not mention one, it is most likely 
the whole story is as much a fable as that which avers 
the same Lady Howard still nightly rides, a sheeted 
spectre, in a coach of bones, with her skeleton hound by 

♦ Mary Colling. An account of this extraordinary young woman, 
which I have given in some letters to the late poet-laureate, wa^ published 
(with her Fables and Poems) in 1831, by Messrs. Longman & Co. 
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her side, all the way from the gateway at Fitzford to 
Oakham pton Park ! 

Doubtful as the story might be concerning this lost 
heir, it was suflScient that such had been made the theme 
of tradition, to suggest to me a tale of romance j and, 
accordingly, I imagined one. In my story I have, of 
course, given a cause for the morbid feelings of Lady 
Howard, that led to her unnatural hatred of her own 
child. I have also taken great liberties with her in many 
other respects; and have endeavoured to keep her 
character as distinct as possible from that of the Lady 
Howard who is made to play so prominent a part in the 
previous romance of ^ Fitzford ;' so that the reader, I 
trust, will perceive the only resemblance between the two 
ladies is in name. It is due, however, to truth and 
candour, here to state, that on two diflferent traditions, 
each relating to the same extraordinary woman, I have 
built two fabrics of romance; the first in ^ Fitz of 
Fitzford,' the last in ' Courtenay of Walreddon.' In 
^ Fitzford,' the action is thrown in the reign of Elizabeth 
(in whose days the real Sir John Fitz lived and died), 
and in * Courtenay/ in that of Charles the First, about 
the commencement of the civil war. If further apology 
is needed for having twice introduced this lady of awe- 
imposing memory into my local novels, I may add, I have 
not only so varied the characters that nothing like repeti- 
tion occurs, but I have, in ^ Fitzford,^ introduced her in the 
days of her youth, her pride, and her loveliness; and in 
' Courtenay,' in those of her more advanced age, in her 
widowhood, and not very long before her death. But as 
I can say no more about her without forestalling I must 
here drop the subject. 

The character of Cinderella in this romance, which has 
been honoured with the unqualified approbation of all 
my critics, had its origin in fact. About ten years ago, 
my husband one day returned from the bench, after 
having spent many long and weary hours in his duties' 
as a magistrate in the Guildhall of Tavistock. He told 
me that he wished I had been there on that mornings as 
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a band of gipsies had been brought before him on a 
charge for trespass, and that among them was a girl who 
would have afforded an excellent character for one of my 
novels; her name, too, was extraordinary, as she had 
declared it to be ' Cinderella Small/ She had been 
brought forward as a principal witness for the defendant. 
Mr. Bray then proceeded to describe the girl to me, and 
repeated many shrewd answers she had given to questions 
from the bench. His account deeply interested me, and, 
though so many years after, suggested the name and 
character of Cinderella in my romance. 

Few persons, I believe, are aware that the famous 
Bam field Moore Carew, king of the beggars, was a native 
of Devon ; a man highly born and connected, who was as 
wild and eccentric in his career, as he was brave and 
determined in spirit. The island in the river St. 
Gerinains, near Plymouth, where he and his unruly band 
found a shelter in the reign of Charles the First, is to this 
day called ' Beggars' Island.' Carew and his followers 
not unfrequently annoyed parties of the Roundheads 
during the civil wars ; for he was a brave and zealoas 
royalist. This 'Monarch of Maunders/ and his wild 
crew, I have made to perform a notable exploit in my 
romance of * Courtenay.' 

Respecting Sir Bevil Grenville, whom I have intro- 
duced among the most prominent characters of the -work, 
I must here state a most interesting circumstance, for a 
knowledge of which I am indebted to the late Arthur 
Tremaine, Esquire, the proprietor of the ancient mansion 
of Sydenham, in Devon. This gentleman informed me 
that, many years ago, an intelligent man, who rented as 
a farmer some remaining parts of Stow, once the seat of 
Sir Bevil Grenville, had discovered in the house a very 
old box or trunk that had been hidden in a closet, which 
contained a vast collection of curious old papers and 
letters which had been written by or addressed to Sir 
Bevil Grenville. One of these was the copy of a letter, 
in Sir Bevil's own hand, to the tutor of his son at Oxford, 
desiring him to send the boy (then only fifteen years old) 
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to join the regiment he was about to lead into the field ; 
as though so young, he intended to devote his son to the 
King's service. It was on the hint this fact afforded, 
that I ventured to draw the scenes in 'Courtenay/ in 
which the feelings of the father and royalist are so pain- 
fully called forth. 

Should my readers complain that I give them, when 
compared to other novelists, but very scanty information 
respecting the traditionary fragments and real characters 
which have been employed by me as hints or studies for 
the stories and personages of my works of fiction, I can 
only repeat my often-named apology, that I like not to 
anticipate. I like not the peeping behind the curtain 
before it is raised for the commencement of the drama. 
But as I would wish to give all the satisfaction I can 
afibrd to give, without injury to the subject, I beg to 
assure my readers that, although in all my writings, in 
the delineation of character and feeling, I have invariably 
studied in the school of nature, and though I may now 
and then have copied with freedom from her works, I 
have never done so from any ungenerous or unworthy 
motive to any individual, either living or dead; and 
have invariably so screened real persons and events by 
fictitious names, by change of time and locality, and by 
blending so many personages and things wholly ideal 
with them, that it was not likely any one could feel 
pained by having been made as a lay figure for my 
scenes. 

I must not omit stating that I have most carefully 
revised and corrected every novel and romance in this 
series, and that in some parts, where compression was 
deemed desirable, the pruning-knife has not been spared. 

For the rest, I can only say, that, however far I may 
have fallen short of my own wishes or designs in the 
composition of the following works, they have been 
penned with an honest purpose: namely, to employ to 
the best of my power, such portion of ability as it has 
pleased the Almighty dispenser of all good to commit to 
my trust. It has always seemed to me that the great 
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aim of the novelist should be to render works read for 
amusement, useful and instructive ; that the scope of 
fictitious narrative should be to assist moral truth ; and 
that, not by sermonizing, so out of place in a novel, but 
by holding up the mirror of example, when it reflects 
the images of human nature ; — to sliow the true sources 
of enjoyment and happiness throughout the great frame 
of society, and the follies, the passions, and illusions by 
which they are so frequently obstructed or obscured ; — 
to show that in all situations, degrees, and ranks, the 
path of duty, though often encompassed with difficulty, 
is never trodden in vain; that man when left to himself, 
is insufficient for himself; and that the over-ruling provi- 
dence of God is the only sure basis on which to rest all his 
hopes and efforts in his passage from the cradle to the 
tomb. To exhibit these things in a manner to render 
them practically useful, the pen must sketch from real 
life. I feel, therefore, however insufficient may be the 
performance, that the novelist who studies with this 
view, both her own heart and the hearts of her fellow- 
beings, endeavours to fulfil her duty in that state of life 
in which it has pleased God to permit her exertions; and 
that she may humbly hope her labours will not be other 
than acceptable to- Him to whom the account must be 
rendered of the interest to which she has turned the 
'talents,' if few or many, committed to her, trust. 



Anna Eliza Bray. 



T?ie Vicarage, Tavistock^ 
April 25ih, 1845. 



THE WHITE HOODS. 



CHAPTER I. 



Whilst Lewis de Male was Earl of Elanders, and Charles 
the Fifth occupied the throne of France — that King being lord 
paramount, to whom the Earl owed homage for his dominions — 
the whole country of Flanders was in the highest state of 
wealth and prosperity. For more than a century this had been 
graduaUy increasing, tiU at length it had arrived at that point 
when all rivalry ceased, and the Low Coimtries were looked 
upon as the centre of traffic, and the treasure-house of the 
world. 

In consequence of the imperfect state of navigation at that 
period, a voyage from the North to the Mediterranean could 
not be accomplished in one summer. It was found expedient, 
therefore, to fix upon some large towns to be used as vast 
storehouses, half way between the commercial cities of the 
north and those of the south. Bruges and Ghent (but more 
especially the former) were selected for this purpose. And to 
a choice so fortunate for the prosperity of the country must be 
attributed the immense influx of wealth, which at this period 
was so widely and universally diffused throughout the Nether- 
lands, that poverty became almost unknown, even to the 
humblest members of the community. There was not at this 
period a commercial town of any import in Europe but had 
its separate company and warehouses either at Ghent or 
Bruges. 

The merchants and chief citizens of the Low Countries lived 
in a state of splendour that emulated and often successfully 
rivalled the nobles and princes of France. Their cathedrals, 
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churches, town-halls, and other public edifices, were of the most 
magnificent description. No expense was spared in the external 
or internal decorations of these buildings. The streets of Ghent 
and Bruges presented at every turn a combination of fine Gothic 
structures, the dwellings of private inhabitants, some of which 
still remain to testify to the beauty and elegance of the domestic 
architecture of that era. 

The splendour of Bruges was indeed unrivalled. In that 
town alone there were not less than twenty palaces erected for 
the consuls or masters of the different trades ; and the citizens, 
with their wives and families, were in the habit of wearing 
such costly stuffs, gold, and jewels, that it was commonly said 
the value of a royal dower might sometimes be seen upon 
their backs. A well-known anecdote strikingly illustrates this 
fact ; for when Joanna of Navarre, the queen of Philip le Bel, 
visited Bruges, she was so surprised at the magnificent attire of 
the ladies of that city, that slie exclaimed : " I thought that I 
had been the only queen in Bruges, but here I find all are 
such." 

Notwithstanding the vast trade of Flanders, it had in some 
measure been injured by the jealousies and quarrels of the two 
rival towns, Ghent and Bruges. These, unsatisfied in their 
commercial transactions with a state of prosperity which no 
other cities in the world then possessed, were perpetually dis- 
agreeing with each other, in the hope to gain the pre-eminence. 
Such jealousies and civil strife (for the Flemings were often at 
ijj' variance with their lords) had in some measure lessened their 

opulence during the lifetime of the father of Lewis de Male, 
the late Earl, till their commerce and prosperity once more 
revived under the wise administration of Jacob Von Artaveld. 
But Jacob was now dead, and Lewis remained the undisturbed 
possessor of the dominions of the Low Countries. Once more 
their trade flourished, and their citizens revelled in the pride of 
luxury and of unbounded wealth. 

The beautiful city of Ghent, which, like Venice, might 
almost be termed a city of the waters, stood upon twentj'-six 
small islands, on the conflux of the rivers Lis, Scheldt, Moeze, 
and Lieve, divided and intersected by a number of minor 
streams formed by canals. The streets were of commodious 
constmction, ornamented by various public edifices, besides 
churches. The castle (where the good Queen Philippa of 
England had brought into the world her son John, who took 
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his surname from his birth-place) was a vast and massive 
building of the thirteenth century. It stood within the walls 
of the town, guarded by many a strong gate and heavy tower. 
The houses in Ghent were lofty, and exhibited that style of 
structure peculiar to the Gothic ages, wherein taste and stability 
became united. Their material often consisted of small bricks, 
of a fine texture and of a grey colour, which were so well put 
together, and so well combined with the various ornaments of 
the edifices, that they could scarcely be considered inferior to 
stone. 

The cathedral of St. Bavon, at this time newly finished, 
exhibited all the magnificence that wealth and talent could 
supply as an offering to the superstitions of the Romish Church ; 
whilst the towers and grey walls of St. Nicholas looked even 
then venerable from their antiquity. The communication from 
one street to another was facilitated by a number of swing 
bridges, boats, and small craft. The town was entirely walled 
throughout the whole of its vast circumference. And so strol!^^. 
were these defences, that even at the present time the remain^^ 
of the walls and towers seem to the beholder impregnable. 

All was busy — all in motion. Everything bespoke the 
thriving activity of commercial wealth. Here were seen vessels 
unloading the wool transported from England, or the timber 
from Norway. There a Spanish galleon, so heavily laden that 
her gunwale was almost under water, brought the rich wines of 
Andalusia, and ingots of gold and silver, to the universal mart. 
The gay pendants of the light Italian felucca streamed in the 
air, as the pilot stood at the helm, and thought, as he passed 
down the many canals of Ghent, how great was tlieir inferiority 
to those of his own city, that rose from the bosom of the 
Adriatic ; and how, as the Doge proceeded to claim her as his 
bride, her white and marble domes looked as if they were 
formed for the palaces of Neptune, and the sea nymphs of his 
train. Whilst the Venetian thus carolled his lively song, the 
Frenchman talked, laughed, and danced upon the deck of his 
vessel, as if his spirits — flight, sparkling, and brisk as the wines 
of his native country — must necessarily find a vent, or would 
burst by an excited fermentation. Here the heavy Dutchman 
calculated the value of his butter and cheese, and the difference 
of the exchange, whether it were now in favour of the Holland 
gelder or the Flemish *old crown.' The Dane looked surly, 
and drank brandy, as he unloaded his stores of dried stock-fish, 
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Iiides, and furs ; and the Englishman cursed the Flemings for 
cowardly rascals, who could never find spirit enough to quarrel 
with any country but their own. 

In one of the streets of Ghent, near the market-place, stood 
a house of more than ordinary beauty in its structure. It was 
ascended by a fliglit of steps that terminated beneath a vaulted 
porch, having two lateral apertures or arches, richly decorated 
with Gothic carvings in stone. Above the oaken door it 
sheltered, stood within a niche the image of the Virgin Mary, 
formed of wood, painted and gilt, and holding the model of a 
ship in her hands. Underneath was this inscription, emblar 
zoned in golden letters, in the Flemish tongue : — 

" Sir Simon de Bete, knight, master of the very worshipful 
the company of goldsmiths, and burgomaster of Ghent, caused 
me to be made, in honour of our blessed Lady the Virgin Mary, 
in memory of her great delivery of his good ship the Cockatrice, 
when laden with ingots of gold, and in peril of the waters : for 
which service I am but one of those three hundred images 
vowed by the worshipful Sir Simon to Our Lady of deliverance, 
whereof that in gold stands in the church of the Holy Virgin of 
this town." 

The house of this 'worshipful Sir Simon' stood facing one 
of those clear streams or canals that watered the city. Opposite 
were objects, which, though not the most picturesque a painter 
could desire, afforded the fairest prospect the eyes of a gold- 
smith would desire to look upon — the offices, the warehouses, 
and the workshops of his craft. Sir Simon, it is probable, 
would not have exchanged these objects for the finest in nature ; 
and it might, perhaps, have been the sight of the high tower 
of the church dedicated to the Virgin, which was seen peering 
above their slanting roofs in the background, that first inspired 
him with the idea of that pious vow recorded upon his door ; 
a vow made when he felt some alarm for the safety of his 
Cockatrice, whose stores he longed to see deposited within the 
halcyon precincts of his own warehouse, far from the peril of 
those waters, which, like prodigals and spendthrifts as they are, 
make no more account of the golden lading of a vessel, than 
they do of the ballast in her hold. 

• It was upon the close of an autumnal day, when the artisans 
of the various trades of Ghent had already retired to their 
homes, and all was gradually subsiding into silence and repose, 
that the great town-bell rang the signal, which bade all who 
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were desirous of passing the night in the city to hasten within 
its walls before the gates were closed. The evening \vas mild 
and beautiful; the canals, no longer disturbed by the busy 
passage of vessels of burthen — which, during the day, had 
either unloaded their stores on the quays and wharfs, or were 
passing out to commence their navigation dowTi the Scheldt — 
looked at this hour calm, smooth, and clear, and reflected upon 
their surface, like a thousand mirrors, many a Gothic building, 
with the fretted ornaments and lofty spires of the surrounding 
churches and monasteries. 

It was now that a little' boat, containing but one person 
besides the boatman, was seen to glide gently down one of these 
canals, and, made towards the steps that formed a landing-place 
opposite to the habitation of Sir Simon de Bete. The passenger, 
on quitting the boat, dismissed it, with a slow pace ascended 
the steps, and for some time walked up and down the street. 
He seemed to be about fifty years old, his aspect was peculiar, 
and his features bore the traces of thought and care. His dress 
indicated the man of substance rather than superfluity : it was 
good, respectable, but not ostentatious. He was habited in a 
suit of black velvet. The mantle tight around the throat, with 
two immense sleeves, through which the arms found their way 
at the elbow (the rest of the sleeve falling almost to the ground), 
was lined with scarlet brocade, and trimmed with fur. The 
jerkin, or underdress, was simply of black velvet; and the 
pouch, or almonier, which hung on the right side, and served 
the purpose of a pocket as well as of a purse, was suspended by 
a plain leathern belt, fastened by a buckle of gold. Upon his 
head he wore a hood of black velvet, and about his neck, 
suspended by a purple ribbon, appeared a small cross also of 
gold. 

His countenance was pallid, and his brows, which projected 
considerably beyond a pair of keen grey eyes, were knit into 
somewhat of an habitual frown. The mouth was large and 
conspicuous, as the beard was only suffered to grow, like a 
fringe, around the lower part of the chin and face. He at 
length ascended the steps before the house of Sir Simon de 
Bete. He knocked upon the door with his ebony walking 
staff; and a boy opened to him, who, from his dress of many 
colours, his light hair and complexion, with a certain heavy 
look and inaptitude to any motion of activity, was doubtless a 
Flemish varlet of the true breed. 



6 THE WHITE HOODS. 

Tho person who knocked at the door, having inquired if Sir 
Simon had yet returned home, was answered in the affirmative 
with a " Yaw^ mynheer^* of the most shijifgish indifference. 
" Then tell him," said the inquirer, " that Master John Lyon 
waits without, and would speak with him." The varlet drawled 
out another ** YaWy mynheer^^ and went to do his errand as 
slowly as if his feet which carried him were clogged ; and, 
whilst he is gone to inform his master of the arrival of John 
Lyon, whom he left in the hall to wait his return (for there 
was too much importance about tho worshipful Sir Simon, who 
was one of the chief burgomasters of the city, to admit an 
unceremonious introduction of any person into his presence), 
we shall take the opportunity of making our reader acquainted 
with the master of the goldsmiths' company of Ghent. 

Sir Simon de B6te was a little, fat, heavy man, whose whole 
person did not present one angle or straight line. Indeed there 
was such a profusion of rotundity, that we can find within the 
compass of our brain no other apt comparison for him than to 
say, that he resembled one of those tubs or firkins in which the 
merchants of Amsterdam are wont to transport their butter. 
His face was broad and ruddy, with two little bright eyes, that 
twinkled from out the surrounding furrows of fat like the small 
lighted wicks of two such huge candles as may be seen 
decorating the altars of the Catholic saints. 

Tliere was altogether a moneyed air about the little gold- 
smith, both in his person and manners. He walked like a man 
well to do in the world, with a certain strut, as if his legs 
carried a burden of some consequence. His shoes creaked, and 
his mantle rustled. He was wont seldom to doff his cap to any 
one, and he talked loud, and generally gave opinions in a 
positive manner, like oracles from which there is no appeal. 
He would enter the exchange of merchants at Ghent as the man 
upon whose smile or frown the rise or fall of its fluctuation 
must depend; and his refusal to credit a rising trader was a 
certain signal that he was not, in our commercial phrase, a good 
man, or a man of sulstance. 

As a burgomaster, no one was more important. Not Solon 
nor Lycurgus could have ever laid down the laws they in- 
stituted with greater force or persistance than did Sir Simon de 
Bete, when seated in the high-backed oaken chair of the town- 
hall of Ghent (with his little legs dangling down, because they 
Could not reach the footstool), supported on the right hand by a 
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jurat bearing a silver mace, and on the left by the sheriff of the 
bourg with the keys of the city. 

Sir Simon was a great stickler for the franchises of his 
native town; and any proposal in the shape of innovation, 
alteration, or accommodation, was sure to meet his decided 
opposition, unless it had been submitted to his approval in 
private, before it was broached in public debate. 

Yet there was no want of good-nature about the little gold- 
smith; for, in truth, he liked to seem the great man, rather 
than actually to be such. His dignity was generally put on 
or laid aside with his official gown and staff; and he frequently 
made himself uncomfortable by the endeavour to keep up the 
grandeur of his assumed character, when he would rather have 
left public pomp for the comfort of a snug fireside, and the 
unaffected convivial sociability of a friendly gossip over a 
flagon of wine. In fact. Sir Simon might be compared to 
a man who accustoms himself to walk the streets on tip-toe, 
merely for the sake of looking taller, but who longs again to 
tread upon sole and heel, where he may seem less, but can 
move with ease, within the privacy of his own chamber. 

Yet great as he was, he was not paramount ; for there were 
those (one person at least in the world) who had the power to 
overawe the burgomaster, as much as others were overawed by 
him. Sir Simon de Bete was, this evening, dressed in a rich 
suit of crimson velvet, lined with miniver. His circular cap 
was decorated in front with a clasp of jewels. This cap, when 
not upon the head, hung pendent over the shoulder by a long 
band that fell down in front, and was ornamented with a border, 
the band being called the tippet, and the cap the chaperon. The 
brooch or fermail which fastened his mantle was also of jewels ; 
and a chain, heavy with massive gold, and of the finest Antwerp 
workmanship, hung round his neck. His pouch and long dagger 
were suspended from a girdle of gold and jewels. And although 
the long dagger was sometimes inconvenient from getting between 
his little short legs, so as nearly to upset his equilibrium, yet, 
being a knight. Sir Simon never forgot that part of his attire. 

The apartment in which sat the burgomaster was low-roofed, 
but extensive in its dimensions ; the floor of oak was so highly 
polished that it might have served the purpose of a mirror. A 
piece of Persian carpeting was spread in the centre of the room ; 
for the commodities and rarities of Eastern nations, even at this 
period, had found their way to the opulent traders of the Low 
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Countries. A woollen cloth of the brightest colours, curiooslj 
interwoven, and manufactured at Bruges, covered a table, and 
hung as low as the ground. The chairs and benches were of 
carved ebony, some inlaid with ivory, with cushions of velvet 
fringed with gold. A buffet having but one shelf stood opposite 
the windows at the lower end of the room, and was fill^ with 
plate of chased gold and silver of the finest workmanship. 

The chimney, which was large enough to admit several persons 
within its ample sides, was entirely lined with small tiles of 
earthenware, esLch. bearing some pictorial device, principally from 
Scripture. The dogs that decorated the hearth were of silver, 
with the arms of Ghent on a shield, as the finishing ornament, 
at their top. The apartment was hung with tapestry from the 
famous looms of Bruges. It represented several subjects from 
Holy Writ ; and amongst them that of the return of the prodigal 
son, who, dressed like a Dutch skipper, very ragged, yet very 
plump, was seen coming to his rejoicing father, followed by a 
couple of pigs ! The father, habited as a burgomaster, appeared 
directing the roasting of the fatted calf, to entertain him, within 
the kitchen of a Flemish inn ; having all the accompaniments 
of flagons, and pewter platters; and the rejoicing of heaven over 
the penitent sinner was emblematically expressed by two pottle- 
bellied angels in the Flemish costume, who played upon the 
rebec and fiddle. 

The most beautiful as well as the most precious ornament of 
the room was a fine picture, the subject from Holy Writ, ex- 
ecuted by that great but now little known artist, John Hemling, 
who, not many years after this period, actually ended his days, 
from poverty, within the hospital of St. John, at Bruges. The 
arts, even at this time, had begun to flourish in Flanders ; and 
for beauty of colouring, richness, exquisite finish, and faithful 
delineation of nature (but without any imparted grace from the 
painter himself), the works of John Hemling have never been 
exceeded by any artist, even of the days of Leo X. And to 
prove the truth of this assertion, we could wish all our readers, 
who may chance to travel into Flanders, to visit the hospital of 
St. John, at Bruges, where they will behold that astonishing 
production of his pencil, the marriage of St. Catharine, with the 
decollation of St. John. 

To return to our subject. Sir Simon was seated at the table .in 
the apartment just described, partaking of some refreshment after 
his return home ; and whilst he took a slice from the capon that 
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was before him, and filled out a cup of wine, he seemed to he 
glancing his eye upon the rich chased workmanship of the silver 
dish in which it was served up with all the critical acumen of a 
goldsmith. Scarcely had ho finished his first cup of wine, when 
the boy opened the door, and announced the arrival of Master 
John Lyon. *' What," exclaimed Sir. Simon, " my very good 
friend Master John Lyon, the deacon of the pilots ! bring him 
hither at once." 

The boy, who knew perfectly well both his own duty and the 
dignity of his master, hastened to conduct into the chamber the 
deacon of the pilots. Sir Simon kept his seat till Master John 
Lyon had seated himself in one of the heavy ebony chairs, 
which the boy with some difficulty managed to bring from the 
side of the room, and placed opposite his master. He then 
retired ; and as soon as the door was closed, no third person 
being any longer present to witness the condescension. Sir Simon 
rose up, and stepping forward, his little round legs brought him 
speedily to John Lyon, whom he saluted with a hearty shake of 
the hand. " How do you do, deacon 1 " said Sir Simon ; " very 
glad to see you — have not seen you since I left Ghent — am just 
come home — much news stirring 1 how do you — very glad to 
see you — take a cup of wine — and how does pretty Mistress 
Anna, your sweet daughter ] " Sir Simon here stopped short in 
his speech, as if he all at once remembered he was indulging 
liimself in a too great familiarity of manner ; not as towards his 
friend, but too free considering what the habit of his manners 
ought to be. He therefore added, in somewhat a more grave 
air : " We have some things of importance. Master John Lyon, 
which we, who are the burgomasters of this good town of Ghent, 
must discuss in the town-hall, where time, place, and circum- 
stances may more befit the consequence of our own persons, and 
the honour of the magistracy of the bourg." 

John Lyon made no reply to this speech, which was intended 
as a dignified opening to some communication Sir Simon was 
desirous to make relative to the business of the city. But John 
did not ask what it was, and only answered with that slight 
notice of the matter people use who feel they must make some 
reply on a subject to which they are perfectly indifferent. 

Sir Simon was a little mortified, thrust his hand into his 
pouch, and there played with some of the old crowns with which 
it was well stored ; an action he was apt to use in moments of 
peculiar dignity. He was preparing a yet more pompous speech, 
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when hia keen eyes, which twinkled with self-consequencey 
happened to glance upon the deacon, and he was so struck with 
the melancholy cast of John's features, that he quite forgot the 
importance of knight, master of the goldsmiths' company, and 
burgomaster, in a kind-hearted feeling for his friend. "Why !" 
he immediately exclaimed, " why, John Lyon, man, what is 
this ? you look as dull and as comfortless as if some evil had 
befallen you. I hope pretty Mistress Anna is well, and not in 
her low spirits again." 

" She is well," answered John. 

" Why then What ails thee, man 1 " said Sir Simon ; " why 
you look as if the Scheldt was blocked up, and all the pilots 
turned adrift to steer without a rudder." 

" And so they are, or will be for me," replied the deacon, 
" and your words are but too true ; for tis, at least, the Scheldt 
is blocked up. I am," continued John with energy, as he arose 
from hid chair and paced the room, " I am a ruined man." 

" A ruined man, John ! " exclaimed Sir Simon ; ** yon a 
ruined man ! why this is inconceivable ; you surely cannot 
mean to say so." 

" It is but too true," answered John, '*and it was to tell you 
of it that I sought you." 

** I had rather you had not told me then, deacon," said the 
good-natured burgomaster, with an expression of unfeigned 
concern ; ** for to hear of the ruin of my friends is the last piece 
of intelligence that could give me pleasure. But since I know 
the worst, tell me all the matter of it. I hope things are not so 
bad as to be beyond all remedy. You a ruined man ! yoii, deacon 
of the pilots of Ghent, and chief favourite of the Earl of Flanders, 
his bosom counsellor and frieod ! " 

" I was all you say," answered John; ** but I am neither now." 

" How ! " again exclaimed Sir Simon in the utmost astonish- 
ment, *^not deacon of the pilots ! not the Earl's favourite I why 
what in the name of all the saints does this mean ? I am more 
and more bewildered. Say, what has happened in Ghent since 
I have been absent in Amsterdam ? I am but this day returned 
home ; I knew nothing of all this. But it is ever so ; no 
sooner do I leave the city, than some change, some trouble, 
some calamity, is sure to arise. In fact, a town without the 
head or chief ruler is like a chain with a link broken ; it soon 
becomes good for nothing, it will fall to the ground, it will be 
lost, disordered, though of the purest gold." 



THE WHITE HOODS. 11 

" It is true, most worthy burgher," replied John Lyon ; " but 
yet I do not see how your being here could have prevented 
what has befallen me. I am ruined by the machinations of 
that accursed Gilbert Matthew." 

" I know him, I know the rascal," said Sir Simon ; ** a sly 
double-dealing rogue, who outwitted me in the alfair of the 
ingots and ducats. They might have been had by the per- 
centage of ten crowns the less from the commander of the San 
Jago, but for his cunning. Yet how can Gilbert Matthew, 
with all his brotherhood to back him, have injured you? " 

" I will tell you," answered John Lyon ; " for hither I came 
not only to tell you of my grievance, but to consult with you 
on matters that concern us all. Our franchises are invaded, 
shaken, and endangered." 

**What!" exclaimed the little burgomaster, as he started 
from his seat, " do you say this to me, and whilst I hold my 
office in the good city of Ghent 1 No, not a franchise shall 
be touched, or woe be to the innovator. I will show to all 
Ghent, and to all the world, who and what I am." 

Sir Simon raised his head, as he shook his uplifted hand 
at these words, and seemed some inches taller, at least in his 
own conceit. The liberties of Ghent, dear as they really were 
to this zealous citizen, did not at this moment perhaps so much 
engross his thoughts, as the sense of his own importance ; and 
although he had but an instant before felt the utmost anxiety 
to learn what were the misfortunes which had befallen his 
friend, he was now most desirous to hear what those innova- 
tions were likely to be, which might call his own personal 
influence into action to repel them. John Lyon, who knew 
perfectly well the character of the goldsmith, saw he had 
lighted the spark that was likely to burst into a flame; and 
being resolved to obtain a hearing, he somewhat unceremoni- 
ously stopped his friend in the midst of an harangue on the 
value of general, personal, and individual liberty, and begged 
him to resume his seat, as he could not long remain with him. 

Sir Simon complied, and John Lyon once more continued. 
" I must be brief," he said ; " but, first, are the doors made 
fasti we must have no listeners." 

** Listeners in my house!" exclaimed Sir Simon; "no, the 
rogues dare not come so much as without the threshold of this 
chamber uncalled for whDst / am in it. You may speak with- 
out fear, Master Deacon ; that is, deacon that hath been ; for I 
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think you said you were no longer such ; so ran the theme of 
your discourse." 

"It did so," replied John Lyon, "and I must open tlie 
matter by telling you how I came to be dispossessed of my 
office. There has, you know, long subsisted an ancient enmity 
between my family and that of the Matthews. But I have 
endeavoured to live in peace with them ; till Gilbert, some 
two years since, asked my daughter Anna for his wife, as the 
means of ending our family discords. This I positively refused^ 
to the great comfort of my damsel, who could never endure 
him. But this refusal renewed the old quarrel between us: 
so that from that hour to the present, he has sought in every 
way to molest me, and to injure me in the favour of the Earl. 
Now the devil, who never rests, but walks abroad to do what 
mischief he can devise, at length put it into the head of Gilbert 
Matthew to propose to the Earl of Flanders an increase to his 
revenue, making me the instrument, as deacon of the pilots, 
by levying a tax on the navigation of the rivers Scheldt and 
Lis. I knew how hard this would fall upon our mariners, and 
discouraged the idea. What then does Gilbei-t Matthew, but 
persuade our lord to insist, at least, upon my making the 
experiment. There was a time when the Earl would never 
have imposed such a task on me; but there had lately been 
some private circumstances between my lord and me, that had 
somewhat lessened my influence with him." 

"Indeed," said Sir Simon, "and what were theyl Yet I 
think, John Lyon, I can give a shrewd guess at them. I will 
not, however, say more just now, but attend to your statement 
of this business. Had I been in Ghent, Gilbert Matthew would 
never have dared to propose such a levy, without the sanction 
of the chief burgomaster of the city." 

" You forget," said John Lyon, " that I told you he was 
supported in his measures by the Earl; and himself and his 
seven brethren being all wealthy pilots of the navigation, their 
influence could overrule the humble and poorer class of the 
mariners. I was obliged at last to propose the tax at the 
meeting of our pilots; when Gilbert Matthew, by his secret 
machinations and intrigues, caused those brothers, and the other 
pilots, with one voice to refuse a compliance with the very 
measure he had himself suggested to the Earl." 

" Just like him — Gilbert Matthew to the letter ! " exclaimed 
Sir Simon ; *' always double-dealing, turning, and twisting, and 
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putting on a false show ; like the Antwerp Jews, who give to 
base metals the colour of gold." 

" After this meeting, I informed the Earl of the refusal of the 
pilots to submit to an impost either on their own body, or on the 
foreign traders ; as it must eventually injure the navigation of 
the Scheldt. The Earl was displeased ; and some other circum- 
stances soon after occurring to offend him in our private inter- 
course, I was displaced from my office ; and Gilbert Matthew 
nominated deacon of the pilots." 

"The artful, intriguing scoundrel!" said Sir Simon; **but 
when was this 'J and what induced the Earl to make him 
deacon ? " 

" I have since learnt," replied John Lyon, " that Gilbert 
persuaded the Earl I had failed in fixing the tax upon the 
pilots from a wilful mismanagement of the cause; and so 
well had he instructed his brothers how to act, that no sooner 
was he made deacon, than what with bribing some, cajoling 
others, and threatening more, he brought them all round ; the 
tax is fixed upon the pilots ; and thus begins the first in- 
novation of the ancient franchises of Ghent. A levy is now 
talked of to be laid on all metals, from the finest gold to the 
basest lead." 

" What ! " exclaimed Sir Simon, " an impost on gold ! it shall 
never be; no, never, whilst I, Sir Simon de Bete, knight, 
master of the company of worshipful goldsmiths, and one of the 
burgomasters of Ghent ; whilst I have a voice to raise against it, 
a crown to spend, or a weapon to draw, Ghent shall hold her 
franchises. The liberty of the citizen, represented in my person, 
shall find her determined assertor. And all the world shall 
see, that whilst Sir Simon de BSte sat in the council chamber 
of this town, neither earl, nor Gilbert Matthew, nor lord, nor 
all the powers combined, could make him yield one scruple 
of that liberty he values more than life, and will maintain 
with it." 

Whilst Sir Simon made this eloquent speech in a raised tone 
of voice, a noise was suddenly heard in the passage leading to 
the chamber. John Lyon did not particularly notice it, but Sir 
Simon, who seemed to have a perfect comprehension of what the 
noise implied, suddenly lowered his voice, and although he 
finished his speech, the word liberty was pronounced in some- 
what a faltering tone. Steps now advanced towards the door ; 
Sir Simon quietly dropt into his chair; but who it was that 
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came, or of what kiud was that noise, which thus acted Hke 
a sudden shock of electricity, to surprise and discompose the 
nerves of the Flemish champion of liberty, must be told in the 
next chapter. 



CHAPTER II. 

It is surprising, by a habit of attention to minute sounds, to 
what a degree of nicety the organ which conveys them to the 
mind can discover the diti'erence between the smallest or least 
apparently various movements, knocks, whispers, words, stepM, 
and, in shoi-t, sounds of all kinds and descriptions. Thus the 
servants of people of fashion, in our days, can pronounce by the 
very knock upon the door, to whom their masters or mistresses 
will or will not be at home; the thundering rap of nobility 
being easily distinguished from the less imposing rat-a-tat of 
middling life. And the masters and mistresses themselves are 
often perfect judges between the small slight knock of a soliciting 
tradesman, and the confident, clamorous ring of an importunate 
dun. 

Sir Simon, by long habit, had become an adept in discrimin- 
ating between sounds; and the slightest word or movement 
which proceeded from the Lady Judith was as perfectly compre- 
hended by him, even through the barriers of closed doors or 
windows, as if no such obstacles had existed. He knew hep 
mood by her step ; he could tell the degrse of her anger by the 
least word ; and the blood-heat of her wrath, or the freezing 
point of her severity, were as well known to Sir Simon, by small 
but sure indications, as if he had possessed an actual thermometer 
of her temper ; which was more liable to change and variation, 
than even the climate of our own charming little island. 

It so happened that Lady Judith was one of those persons 
who, having a strong sense of their own uncommon value, 
modestly think that all this round world was assuredly made for 
no other than themselves, and that all things in it should submit 
to their pleasure. Yet as there are bounds set to everything 
terrestrial, even to the flight of the winds, and the raging of the 
ocean, so likewise there are, fortunately, bounds fixed, beyond 
which the raging of human passions cannot extend. Thus 



THE WHITE HOODS. 16 

there never was yet known a tyrant who could carry his tyranny 
over all the earth ; and a she-tyrant of private life, whatever 
may he her desire, can seldom find opportunity to extend her 
despotism heyond the precincts of her own house. But as 
waters when dammed up are ofttimes but the more terrible when 
they burst their confines, even so Lady Judith, from having but 
a small sphere of action, poured out the sluices of her wrath 
with but the greater violence on the unfortunate little goldsmith, 
whenever she was resolved to discharge her burthen of conceit, 
consequence, or ill-humour. And like all persons who unite 
with a despotic temper a high opinion of their own powers and 
abilities, she could not endure that anything should go forward 
in her house without herself being at the head of it. Whatever 
was done, and however well done, unless this had been the case, 
was sure to meet with her decided displeasure. 

Lady Judith was about as tall in stature for a woman as Sir 
Simon was little for a man. Her hair and eyes were of the 
deepest shade of black, which we have generally observed to be 
a sure indication of a violent temper. Her lips were thin and 
pale ; whilst a more than ordinary profusion of red was spread 
about her cheeks, and encroached even upon the promontory of 
her nose, which turned up as if in scorn of the less glowing and 
more delicate hue of her mouth. 

We have noticed, in the conclusion of our last chapter, that 
some slight sound or noise occurred, which, although it passed 
unnoticed by John Lyon, was perfectly understood by Sir 
Simon, who, upon hearing it, dropt quietly into his chair. 
Scarcely had he done so, when the door of the apartment was 
thrown open to its utmost extent, and the Lady Judith walked 
in to give her husband a welcome home. The nature of this 
welcome was already anticipated by the little champion of the 
liberties *of Ghent, who, although a great man without-doors, 
yet in his own house scarcely dared to say that his soul was his 
own, at least in the presence of his wife. 

When Lady Judith entered the room, she threw a quick 
glance all- around. Her husband and his friend were both 
seated (for the latter had scarcely had time to rise up, and the 
former was too much surprised and confounded to think of it) ; 
this the lady remarked, as well as the capon and the flagons 
upon the table, and the sight of the good cheer conveyed to her 
active imagination the idea, that Sir Simon and his companion 
had committed the offence of enjoying themselves during her 
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absence. There are tempers so soured by their own perverse- 
ness, that they cannot endure to witness in another that social 
tranquillity to which they are themselves strangers. Of this 
temper was the burgomaster's wife. The suspicion, therefore, 
that her husband, who had never been allowed one comfortable 
hour in her presence, should dare to find it when she was 
absent, added fuel to fire ; and the first exclamation of " So, Sir 
Simon, you are at your cups, I see," which passed the lips of his 
spouse, showed that her wrath was already at a very high point, 
with every probability of rising to a degree still higher. 

"And so. Sir Simon," continued the Lady Judith, whilst she 
just noticed John Lyon by a slight inclination of the head, 
" you have made a pretty business of it, indeed, to go jaunting 
after your own foolish speculations at Amsterdam, and leave me 
to extricate you from such a difficulty as your own negligence 
has brought upon you." 

" What difficulty, my lady," said Sir Sunon ; " I— I— I do 
not know of any," he added, in a stammering voice, as if afraid 
to profess that he was even ignorant of having done wrong. 
John Lyon, in the mean time, had risen to offer his chair to the 
mistress of the house. 

" You may keep your seat. Master John Lyon,'* said the 
incensed lady ; " but do you, Sir Simon, get up and give me the 
foot cushion, for I am weary." 

There is no situation, perhaps, more disagreeable for a third 
person, than to be present during a squabble between man and 
wife, especially if he should be appealed to by either to give an 
opinion, which would oblige him to depart from his neutral 
ground of non-interference, and thus necessarily offend one or 
both of the parties. John Lyon knew this, and arose to take 
leave ; but being earnestly solicited to stay where he was, 
especially by Sir Simon, who felt that his courage to face the 
wrath of his wife would even yet more desert him if left alone 
with her, John remained, and resolving to observe a strict silence 
during whatever scene might ensue, he placed himself as near as 
he could to the window, that his attention might seem to be en- 
grossed by objects without-doors. 

'*And so," continued Lady Judith (when she had seated 
herself in the chair which her husband had vacated), " and so 
you have made a rare business of it, with your stupidity and 
your neglects, and here have I been going to and fro, for the last 
three days, upon an errand that would disgrace the lowest frow 
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in Ghent, and wholly unbecoming the dignity of the wife of 
one of its chief magistrates." 

The lady, who never thought upon the dignity of her husband's 
station, except when any addition to her own could be derived 
from the mention of it, pronounced the last sentence in a very 
high tone ; and the words dignity and magistrate meeting the . 
ear of Sir Simon, and acting upon him with mechanical impulse, 
he started up, and ventured to waddle nearer, and to take another 
seat by the table. " I hope," said he, " that my wife would 
never stoop to anything unworthy of either her or myself, nor 
can I see how I could be the occasion." 

"But I can see and know it too," answered his wife, **for 
what but your own stupidity could have allowed the finest chain 
of gold that was ever yet worked at Antwerp, expressly for the 
Earl of Flanders, and ordered by him of you, to be sold to that 
bold impudent Italian Bianca, the mistress of your swaggering 
young burgher Philip Von ArtaveldV 

" I," said Sir Simon, **I sell the gold chain bespoke by the 
most noble the Earl of Flanders, to the beautiful Italian stranger, 
I never did any such thing ; I — " 

" Hold your peace," exclaimed Lady Judith peremptorily, 
" hold your peace ; it were better you did so, than to be prating 
about Italian wantons. What do you know about beautiful, 
indeed ? You might keep your eyes, if you cannot your feet, at 
home, I think," continued the shrew, as she looked up, and 
gave a glance towards the Venetian mirror that stood upon the 
opposite side, and reflected the tall lank person and the fiuQ 
dress of the Lady Judith. 

**I am sure, my dear," replied Sir Simon, "I only said so of 
Bianca, because all the town talks about her beauty. No man 
respects virtue in your sex more than I do ; and as for beauty, 
I am sure I never thought about such vanities when I chose 
you, Lady Judith, but only your good name." 

" You are a fool," hastily exclaimed his wife, who was by no 
means pleased at this compliment made to her virtue at the 
expense of her beauty ; ** once more hold your tongue, and let 
me go on ; and as for Bianca, she has more of fine clothes and 
Italian airs to set her off than real beauty — a little thing as she 
is, scarcely up to my shoulder." 

** And yet," said Sir Simon, " if all be true that I have heard, 
the situation of Bianca, however she may now be sunk in guilt, 
was originally deserving pity." 

VOL. I. 
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'* We do not want to talk about her," replied the wife, ** for 
she, and you, Sir Simon, who never do anything withont my 
advice but wliat ends in folly, had like to have got us all into 
a fine scrape ; for no sooner had you departed on that silly 
si)eculation to Amsterdam, than the Earl sends a command to 
have the gold chain he bespoke conveyed to him immediately ; 
he designed it as a gift to some one as a mark of peculiar faYonr. 
The chain was not to be found. When I, knowing it was for a 
prince, condescended to give myself some trouble to inquire 
about it. I then found it had been bought, but not paid for, 
by Philip Von Artaveld, for his mistress. The Earl was in a 
great rage because the chain did not appear at his command. 
Bianca declared it was hers ; and Philip Von Artaveld, so far 
from insisting upon its return, offered the money to pay for it 
The Earl threatened us ; and you. Sir Simon, with your wise 
dealings in princes' concerns, you he especially threatened with 
all the chastisement your folly deserved. So I this day took 
advantage of Philip Von Artaveld's being absent from Ghent, 
and sought the house of the wicked, where I soon made Mistress 
l^ianca, with all her assurance, yield up the chain to me ; and 
there it is," continued Lady Judith, as she took it from under 
her gown, and threw it upon the table ; " but now,*Sir Simon, 
call the varlet ; bid him bring me water to wash, for my very 
hands seem polluted at having touched a thing that came from 
the wanton's neck ! for who shall touch pitch and not be defiledl 
Call the varlet, Sir Simon, I say, and bid him bring me an ewer 
of water." 

Sir Simon obeyed, as he was wont to do, and she, with many 
compliments to her own virtue, and many severe strictures upon 
all vices, and all vicious persons, washed her hands, and vowed 
she would not touch the chain again, even if the Earl of Flanders 
would bestow it upon her. 

Lady Judith was one of those outrageously virtuous persons 
who never find one touch of pity or mercy for the sinner ; and 
who being either too acrimonious, or too disagreeable, ever to 
have been tempted beyond the sins which arise from their own 
ill humours, consider themselves as patterns of excellence, and 
miracles of virtue, upon which conceit they build their own 
authority for abusing, censuring, and condemning all the less 
immaculate part of mankind. 

Sir Simon de B6te, who wished for nothing so much as a fair 
opportunity to be clear of the presence of his wife, eagerly 
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snatched at that which now presented itself; and, saying he 
would lose no time in sending the gold chain by a sure hand to 
the Earl of Flanders, with an explanation that it had been sold 
by mistake, whilst he was at Amsterdam, the little goldsmith 
arose to depart, and John Lyon took leave of Lady Judith and 
followed him. Sir Simon whispered in the ear of his friend, as 
soon as the chamber-door was closed upon them, that they might 
now finish the evening at the Moon, an inn in Ghent where 
strangers and citizens were wont to assemble to pass away a 
convivial hour. 



CHAPTEE IIL 

The inn, which was known in Ghent by the appellation of the 
Hotel of the Moon (having a large painted sign of that luminary 
hanging over the door-way of the ancient Gothic edifice, where 
a bush also denoted that wine was sold within), stood in the 
market-place, and was alike frequented by strangers and citizens. 
The inns of the period of our narrative widely differed from the 
like public receptacles of the present time ; since they could not 
then, as they now may, be classed in the positive, comparative, 
and superlative degrees. They were places of rest alike for the 
traveller of high or low degree, and afforded a bench and a flagon, 
both to the chief citizen and the humble mechanic, without 
much distinction. 

The Hotel of the Moon was one of the largest and most 
frequented in Ghent, and the host and hostess, Gerard and 
Martha Van Dredgger, took especial care that the good repute 
of the house should not suffer for want of attention. The 
husband, it is true, like most Flemish husbands of the lower 
order, suffered his wife to ply the labouring oar, whilst he did little 
else in the way of business than market for the wines, the com, 
and oats, spending the rest of his time, like a landlord who 
knew well his calling, in setting a proper example to his guests, 
and proving the goodness of the wines, 'or the true relish of his 
Dutch and French liqueurs, by drinking of them as hard and as 
long as he could. This Gerard often contrived to do at the 
expense of his guests, who repaid his communications in the 
way of city gossip, chit-chat, and politics, by making their host 
the sharer of t]ieir flagon. 

G 2 
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Dame ^fartlia Van Predprger was in herself the perfect repre- 
sentative and epitome of all good housewives in Flanders. She 
was a little, tidy, plump woman, with not one part of her figure 
diircring from another, either in shape or circumference ; all was 
equally round and protuberant. 

She fully supplied whatever deficiencies might exist on the 
])art of her husband in industry and management ; she bustled 
everywhere*, and resteil nowhere. The guests were sure of a well- 
cooked dinner, a good bed, with tables, cloths, and platters as 
clean and as white as the drifted snow. Dressed in a petticoat 
of blue cloth, with a red jacket and bodice trimmed with fur, she 
was always ready to appear before her customers, and her plump 
fair face looked, as it shono with soap and smiles, very pleasant, 
and very civil, from beneath a cap of milk-white linen, whose 
chief ornament consisted of a broacl j>iece of gold, which crossed 
the forehead, and covered the temples. A pair of long gold 
earrings fell as low as the bosom, and a string of beads, finished 
l)y a cross of the same material, hung round the neck. For in 
this wealthy country the precious metal, which excites the hopes 
of all, and the madness of many, was commonly worn even by 
the less opulent ranks of society. A large bunch of keys, a 
rosary, and divers small useful implements, such as scissors, a 
sheathed knife, etc., depended from the leathern girdle, which 
formed the only indication that ^fartha Van Dredgger had any 
one ])art of her person which might be called the waist. 

Tlie apartment in which the guests generally found both 
their welcome and their entertainment, was the spacious kitchen, 
a vaulted room supported by columns, and of such extensive 
dimensions, that it served all culinary purposes, without inters 
fering with the space necessary for the comfort of the guests, 
whose olfactory nerves were rather regaled than offended by 
the rich perfumes which ascended from the chimney, stoves, 
and oven ; and to many of the Flemish or Dutch nation, this 
perfume was doubtless as acceptable as the savoury smell of the 
flesh pots of Camacho to the hungry Sancho Panza. 

The kitchen of Dame Van Dredgger formed the territory, 
the sphere, and the glory of that busy and notable housewife. 
Eeneath the clean white tables and dressers was seen, arranged 
in the utmost order upon the tiled pavement of the room, a 
whole armoury of brass pans, copper pots, and other vessels, 
whoso brilliant surface, from the frequent scrubbing and 
scouring of the Flemish maidens, had at length assumed the 
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clearness and polish, of so many mirrors. Upon one slielf, 
apart from the rest, appeared a few silver cups and flagons, 
intermixed with long drinking glasses of a white and green 
colour, and beneath were seen the vessels of pewter, which 
emulated in their polish even those of the rarer metal. A vast 
quantity of venison, game, dried fish, with ropes of onions and 
flasks of oil, hung from the ceiling in that part of the kitchen 
nearest to the entry; and at the other extremity stood the 
chimney, where, with four or five spits, the one placed above 
the other, the cooks were busy in preparations for the evening 
repast. A stove of considerable size stood in the centre of the 
room, around which the guests were wont to assemble in cold 
weather. A basket-worked cradle in one comer, with a go-cart, 
and a low chair fixed upon a rocking bottom, formed like a boat, 
proclaimed that the worthy hostess of the Moon was a mother. 

On the evening in which our narrative commenced, Gerald 
Van Dredgger, and a few of the mechanics of Ghent, were 
sitting in this kitchen, and enjoying themselves over the 
delights of a flagon of good liquor, whilst engaged in settling 
the politics of the city ; for as that great help to getting 
through the leisure hours of an evening, tobacco smoking, 
was then unknown in Europe, social parties could not then 
occupy themselves in doing nothing, with their neighbours to 
help them. They could not then whiflp and sit silent, in 
the midst of a cloud of rolling smoke, till their persons, like 
their ideas, became dim and misty, through the obscurity 
occasioned by drink and tobacco. 

Whilst Gerald was thus pleasantly engaged, he heard the 
well-known jingle of the large bunch of keys, which, like the 
bells of a wagon, constantly announced the approach of his 
spouse. "What Gerald! what man," said his better half, as 
she bustled up towards him, " do you sit there tippling and 
talking, whilst there is a stranger at the door, who wants some 
one to bid him in, and to look after his horse 1 get up, take 
the beast to the stable yourself, or call the boy to do it, and I 
will see to the gentleman." 

So saying, the hostess smoothed down her clothes, and, as 
she hastily passed by one of the long dressers, just paused to 
give a glance at herself in a piece of broken mirror that stood 
by the side of an old comb, and a few crooked pins, upon one 
of the shelves. We suppose the glance was satisfactory, for 
Dame Yau Dredgger looked uncommonly pleased as she smiled 
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and curtsied, nnd curtsied and smiled, and ushered in the 
etranccr to the kitchen or common hall of the inn. 

"You are welcome to Ghent, sir, welcome to the Moon," 
said the liostcss ; ** pray sit down, sir ; we have good beds, a 
table at eleven o'clock forenoons, stables, a tennis-court, butts 
for archery, and everything comfortable a gentleman may 
desire. What would you please to take, sir 1 a cup of Rlieniah, 
or of Piment) or perhai)s you would like, sir, to taste our 
Amsterdam liqueurs ; we have them fresh imported, the Yeiy 
best Oiing, they say, a gentleman can take after a long ride." 

This salutation of the hostess of the Moon was so rapidly 
given, that the stranger could not edge in a word in reply, 
and indeed he seemed to be very sparing of words when he 
did reply to it, as he very briefly told the hostess that his 
stay would not bo long, and that he wished to be private. 
The stranger was a young man of a fine person, and easy 
address, yet his attire was rather plain for such a wearer, 
since it consisted of nothing more than a green cloth riding 
suit, with a hood instead of a chaperon upon the head, which 
the traveller, contrary to the usual custom, did not remove 
upon coming within-doors ; indeed, he seemed desirous to 
shun observation, and his hood was drawn much closer than 
ordinary about the head and face. 

Now, whether these circumstances, or the fine tall person 
and noble manner of the stranger, or the brevity of his speech, or 
all of them together, with no small share of that curiosity wldch 
is said to be inherent in the gentler sex, excited in the bosom 
of Maltha Van Dredgger a desire to know who her guest might 
be, we cannot determine, but certain it is she tned all her 
simple arts, in the way of civility, to find him out. "She 
hoped he was not tired, as, if he had come from Oudenarde or 
Courtray, the ways wore rough." 

The stranger answered " No." 

She wondered how the people had got on at Bruges in the 
late dry weather, since there was no river in that town, nor 
fountains, and only the water brought by pipes from a 
distance.* 

Tlie stranger could not telL 

Again "She wondered how the people of Lille liked the 
Earl of Flanders living so much near Ghent as he had done 

* IMartha was quite right, as the fine canal which now runs from Ghent 
to Bruges, and waters that town, was not made till 1613. 
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since the death of his Countess, instead of staying in their 

city." 

The stranger was unable to determine. 

"She would like to know if the late Jacob Von Artaveld 
was quite forgotten at Toumay ; or if they ever spoke of his 
son who was in Ghent ? " 

Any news of the deceased father at Toumay, or of the living 
son at Ghent, were both equally unknown to the stranger. 
In short, after as many traps and baits as the hostess of the 
Moon could, consistent with civility, lay abroad to catch her 
guest in some acknowledgment of who he was, or where he 
came from, her curiosity was all at once silenced by his desiring 
that she would show him into some private chamber, where 
he might that night have a bed, as he expected his varlet 
would soon follow with another horse and the baggage. 

The words varlet and baggage brought to the mind of the 
hostess an additional sense of the consequence of her guest, 
and she even thought that she might have been a little too 
free, and have talked a little too much ; but instantly obeying 
his command, she took him up a circular staircase that stood 
near the side of the kitchen, and led to a railed gallery that 
Igoked down upon it, and crossed the whole apartment near 
the vaulted roof. Having conducted her guest along this 
gallery, she opened a door at the extremity which led to a 
passage, giving access to the various sleeping rooms in the inn. 
Into one of these the stranger entered. 

The hostess then busied herself in putting several little 
things to rights in the room that needed no such attention, 
till the stranger, 'pulling out a pocket-book with blank leaves, 
and an inkhorn, sat down to a table as if to write, and civilly 
dismissed his landlady. 

"An odd sort of stranger this," murmured Martha, as she 
descended the stairs; "a comely youth though, for all that, 
bat as close as oak, and no more inclined to talk than my good 
man is when fuddled with an extra pint or so ; but the varlet 
will be here soon, and I shall get it all out of him." 

Scarcely had Martha reached the kitchen, when a smart, 
spruce young man came into it, and inquired if a stranger 
habited in a green cloth riding-suit was already arrived. The 
hostess answered in the affirmative ; " and the stranger in the 
^'reen riding suit," she added, "I take to be your master, 
friend." 



24 THE WHITE HOODS. 

** Tt is very possible," replied the young man, carelessly. 

" Humph 1 very jwssible," muttered Martha. " A queer 
answer ; like master like man, I take it. Your master seems 
to be tired "VYith his journey, friend ; he lias come a long way, 
I suppose," added the inquisitive liostess aloud. 

'' Just as far as his horse's legs carried him," said the Tarlei: 
'' please to prepare us a good supper; let your capon be sauced 
with Dutch oysters; put a flagon of Rhenish on the table; 
see that our horses })e taken care of ; and whilst this is doing, 
show me the way to the gentleman in the green riding suit." 

"A pretty way of ordering one about, indeed; and for a 
varlet too," again muttered Martlia, and then added aloud — 
" I am no hostler, friend ; you must talk to my husband about 
brute beasts and cattle. And I am not used to wait upon 
serving- varlets as if they were their masters ; if you want yours, 
you may find him by walking up those stairs, cross the gaUery, 
and the first door on the left hand is his room." 

Scarcely had the busy hostess dismissed this second im- 
penetrable stranger, and ordered the supper, when Gilbert 
Matthew, the new deacon of the pilots, his brother Stephen, 
and Peter their kinsman, entered the inn. The hostess, who 
was well aware (from the news that every day circulated in her 
house) of the late changes, and that John Lyon was displaced 
from his lucrative station of deacon, and Gilbert appointed to 
succeed him, now made up to the new court favourite, with a 
curtesy and a smile set between every word of civility and 
welcome, and immediately conducted him to the large high- 
backed chair near the stove, which was held to be the most 
honourable seat in the common hall. Martha was, indeed, 
doubly busied in making her new guest welcome, as she knew 
well how bright was the face of his fortunes at the present time. 
Thus does prosperity, like a summer sun, make all surrounding 
objects smile upon it ; whilst adversity, like the nipping frost, 
often gives birth only to chilling looks and biting coldness. 
Gilbert Matthew, his brother, and their kinsman, drank their 
wine without noticing any one present, and seemed engaged in 
earnest conference, whilst they looked over some papers that 
Gilbert had taken from his pocket. Gerard, the host, returned 
to his flagon and his companions ; and dame Martha busied 
herself in alternately scolding the cooks, in a small sharp under- 
voice, lest she should disturb her company, and in watching 
Gilbert, to see if she could olfer any otficious civility. Things 
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were in this position when the door of the inn was swung open 
with some bustle, and the burgomaster, Sir Simon de Bete, 
followed by John Lyon, entered the kitchen. 

Sir Simon, who had been accustomed to receive the utmost 
deference and civility of treatment, both from the host and 
hostess and their company, was rather an inopportune visitor at 
the present moment, for the chair of state, which from time 
immemorial had been considered as his own in this house, was 
already disposed of to Gilbert Matthew, and the hostess (who 
knew exactly how to deal out her proportions of attention and 
civility to persons in place, and to persons out of place) was 
most anxious to cultivate the good-will of Gilbert, whilst she 
was now grown rather careless towards John Lyon ; and Sir 
Simon's bringing with him a man upon whom all wise people 
had now began to turn their backs was a circumstance which put 
the conduct of the worthy hostess upon her very nicest tact. 

She wanted to show to Gilbert Matthew that she cared not 
the value of a brass pan if John Lyon ever tasted wine again in 
her house or not, yet she wished to preserve the favour of such 
a wealthy and important personage as Sir Simon ; and wholly 
to neglect Ma friend and companion was not the way to do this. 
She therefore resolved to steer a middle course, and to keep 
both sides in view. 

Yet still not daring to displace Gilbert Matthew, who took 
no notice of the entrance of the last-named guests, and being 
fearful to o§end Sir Simon by offering him any less honourable 
seat than the great high-backed chair, she prudently resolved to 
forget to offer him any at all, and to leave the knight to seat 
himself as he could. Stepping, therefore, briskly up to him, she 
assured him, " how glad she was to see him look so well ; what 
would he like to take? " And as the politic hostess was within 
the hearing of Gilbert, she resolved to place her notice of John 
Lyon solely to the score of his coming with Sir Simon ; " any 
body," she said, " that lie was pleased to bring with him must 
be welcome to her house, let him be who he would, or what he 
would, she was sure Sir Simon's friend ought to have every 
civility for Sir Simon's sake." 

" -Ajid pray, dame," cried the knight, who saw which way she 
steered, as plainly as the mariner can tell when a ship at sea is 
making her tack to catch a side-wind, **and pray, dame, why 
may not Master John Lyon be here welcome for his own sake ? 
lie is no such stranger to the Moon, I think. And you, Gilbert 
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Matthew, must have learned before now the seat that belongs to 
one of tlie chief ma^^istrates of Ghent Please to get up^ young 
man ; there are stools high enough, and large enough, to contain 
the green honours of a new sprig just planted in his office." 

Sir Simon had been much offended at the want of the usual 
respect with which he was accustomed to be received, and it 
must also be confe^ed, that his liaving been so lately tnmed 
out of his own scat at home, made him yet more tenacious of 
retaining his right and privilege over the high-backed chair at 
the ^loon ; for feeling how much he suffered from the despotism 
of his wife, ho was wont, as a sort of compensation of his own 
self-respect, to exact from others abroad that passive obedience 
he was obliged to yield to the tyranny of petticoat government 
at home. 

Gilbert Matthew, who, to a large share of cunning united a 
spirit of subserviency to his superiors, when he could profit by 
it, and of insolence to his inferiors, and even to his equals, when 
he had nothing to fear from them, saw well enough that Sir 
Simon's notice of John Lyon would do him no good with the 
court party at tliis time ; he scrupled not, therefore, to indulge 
the insolence of his temper, by showing disrespect towards Sir 
Simon himself. His new station of deacon of the pilots had 
helped to swell his pride (which had hitherto, in his humbler 
fortunes, 8ho^vn itself but capable of inflation), as a sudden strong 
wind fills and swells out the sails of a vessel, which till it arose 
has only fluttered in the breeze. 

Gilbert Matthew kept his seat, and looking boldly and stead- 
fastly in Sir Simon's face, as if he scarcely knew him, and had 
not even a correct remembrance of his name (so true is it, 
that * new-made honour doth forget men's names'), he said, 
** Sir Timothy de Bete, be you magistrate or not in Ghent, I care 
not ; this se^t I took before you entered the room, and this seat 
I shall keep till I depart from it ; the stools you speak of may 
suit the length of your legs better than they do mine." 

There is nothing more galling to self-consequence than any re- 
flection upon disadvantages of person. Sir Simon reddened with 
wrath at this scoff", cast upon the diminutive size of the supporters 
of his dignity. His words burst from his lips in a torrent of 
anger, as he again commanded Gilbert to rise and give up the 
seat. Gilbert answered with yet greater insolence; and John 
Lyon could no longer forbear taking part with his insulted friend. 
** Gilbert Matthew," said he, **if you have no respect for the 
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worthy Sir Simon de B^te, whom all Ghent knows to be a good 



man — " 



" Ay," exclaimed Sir Simon, " as good and as substantial as 
any one who walks the exchange of Ghent, Bruges, or Antwerp 
to boot." 

" Gilbert," continued John Lyon, " give up the seat, if it be 
only from that respect which is due to a burgomaster. And 
your kinsman there, Peter Matthew, might as well doff his cap 5 
for when did a burgher keep it on before his town magistrate, if 
he knew what breeding was.*' 

" I shall doff my cap, or keep on my cap," replied Peter, as 
he raised his hand and clapt it upon the crown of his cap, " to 
whom I please, and before whom I please. You had better, 
John Lyon, teach manners to those two strangers who are just 
come down the stairs, and are leaving the hall ; the one in the 
green riding dress, I mean, and his companion.'' 

" They know better manners than you do, Peter," answered 
John Lyon, " for they bowed their heads to the company, 
although they did not doff their caps as they passed out." 

" You had better call them back to hear your comment, Master 
Deacon-tumed'Out" said Peter, insolently ; " that, as they are 
travellers, they may know you are now a man at large, with 
nothing else to do than to teach courtesies to strangers, for it 
will not do to begin the trade with us citizens." 

John Lyon was not a man without passions, any more than 
his friend, and a war of words now hotly ensued between all 
parties ; for Stephen Matthew had by this time also joined in 
the quarrel, till Sir Simon quite lost his temper, and made a 
desperate effort fairly to pull Gilbert out of the chair, whilst, 
at the same moment, John Lyon attempted to knock Peter 
Matthew's cap off his head. In the scuffle the little goldsmith 
was upset, and, rolling like a ball some paces forward, a table 
was overturned, which, amongst other things, contained a flask 
of oil, whose contents found their way over the face, beard, and 
dress of the worshipful burgomaster; and whilst John Lyon 
went to help him up, Peter came behind him, and tripped up the 
heels of the ex-deacon, who shared the fate of his fallen friend. 
No sooner had they once more found their feet, than they both 
united in the effort to turn their adversaries out of the room, 
and called upon Gerard and his companions for assistance. 

The confusion was now general ; some came to the help of 
Sir Simon, some stood up for Gilbert Matthew, and a few 
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remained neuter, staring in silent wonder at what passed ; whilst 
the hostess crossed herself, and blessed herself, to think such a 
fray should happen in her house. Tlie noise of what was going 
forward had alarmed every one within-doors, and a boy, who 
had been below doing something in a cellar that communicated 
with the kitchen by a steep fliglit of stone steps, upon hearing 
the bustle, came up to witness it, and left the cellar door open 
after him. 

** Out with them," cried Sir Simon, as he laid about him 
several smart blows with his little stout fists. 

" Out with them ; turn the rascals out," re-echoed John Lyon, 
**I will not see my friend insulted by the proudest upstart in 
Ghent/' 

"Call the round,*' exclaimed the hostess, "call the city watch, 
or there will bo murder done amongst them ; go, boy, call the 
watch, they must be on by this time ; go, bring them hither." 

"Respect the burgomaster; do not strike a magistrate, 
Gilbert," said the host. 

" He has not honour enough to respect any one," exclaimed 
John Lyon, who was now attempting to free Sir Simon from 
the hold of Peter, as he came to the help of Gilbert. 

"Talk about your own honour, John Lyon," said Peter; 
" but I fancy you put that in pawn for a bag of old crowns, 
when you sold your daughter's to the Earl of Flanders." 

** Insolent villain ! " exclaimed John Lyon ; " I sell my 
daughter's honour, or my own ! it is a lie as foul as the mouth 
that spoke it ; say but such another word, and I will knock 
you down, though you should die by the blow." 

" I say it, and I know it too," answered Peter. 

"Take that, then," said John Lyon, and he struck Peter a 
powerful blow upon the head. Peter, who at this moment 
unfortunately stood near the opening of the door above the 
steps which led to the cellar, staggered, and in doing so, pushed 
against Sir Simon de Bete, who, thiuking it intentional, slipt 
aside before Peter could recover his equilibrium, and he fell 
backwards down the flight of stone steps. The noise occasioned 
by his sudden and dreadful fall, was followed by a deep groan. 
that struck with terror upon the ear of the enraged disputants, 
whose wrath being suddenly and effectually subdued by this 
horrid and unexpected conclusion of their quarrel, they rushed 
down the steps with one accord to see if Peter were alive or dead. 

What followed may be briefly told. In a few minutes, Peter 
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was brought up into the apartment, and all efforts to restore life 
were found to be useless, the vital spark was extinct, for the 
wretched man having fallen backwards, his neck was dislocated 
by the shock he had received. 

By this time the city watch had arrived. John Lj'^on and 
Sir Simon de Bete, whilst they deeply regretted the fatal issue 
of the quarrel, and knew they were innocent of the intentional 
death of their adversary; yet, at the same time, feared that 
with such persons to deal with as Stephen and Gilbert Matthew, 
the consequences of the present affray might be fatal to them- 
selves. John Lyon, therefore,, who had been the unhappy 
instrument of this sad catastrophe, now whispered in the ear of 
Sir Simon that he would endeavour to slip out, and either take 
sanctuary in the church of St. Nicholas hard by, or seek shelter 
with a friend, who, he knew, could conceal him for the present ; 
and Sir Simon, who, with all his importance, thought, "the 
better part of valour was discretion," resolved to follow his 
example, and to steal away as fast as he could, and trust his 
future and entire acquittal in this affair both to his own 
innocence, and to his character and consequence in the city. 

The body soon afterwards was removed into an adjoining 
chamber, where a barber surgeon, who was called in, thought 
he might as well exercise a little practice in pretending to 
recover life, which, as he knew the man was really dead, could 
do no harm to him, and might put a crown into his own pocket. 
Whilst this was doing, John Lyon quietly slipt out of the house 
just as the watch was bustling into it, and got clear off into the 
street. But when Sir Simon de B^te made an attempt to follow 
his example, his unwieldy bulk prevented any very active effort 
to seize upon a lucky opportunity; so that before he could 
reach the threshold, he was espied by Gilbert, who had returned 
to the kitchen, seized by the collar, and dragged .back into the 
apartment, whilst the new deacon loudly accused him of being 
one of the murderers of his kinsman. 

*.* I a murderer of your kinsman ! I,'* cried Sir Simon, who, 
between the fear of his present situation, and the indignation 
he felt that all respect towards himself should be laid aside, 
presented in his own person the most ludicrous combination of 
fear and importance. " I am as innocent as a babe unborn," 
continued he ; "for the love of mercy let me go; I say, let me 
go, or you shall know to your cost who and what I am." 

"We know that already," said Gilbert, "for you are both 
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accessory, ay and principal too, in the murder of my kinsman ; 
you are my prisoner, and on my accusation. "Which of these 
men is the watch for the city 1 " 

"That am I,** said Timothy Vanderblast, a glassblower of 
Ghent, who now stept forward ; " tliat am I ; what may be 
your pleasure?" 

" That you take in charge the prisoner, and receive my brief 
deposition, upon which your authority will rest for his 
imprisonment this night." •* 

Timothy Vanderblast, who knew perfectly well Sir Simon de 
Eete, and had sometimes been accustomed to appear before him 
in his oflScial capacity in the town-hall, and who there looked 
up to him as little less than the Earl of Flanders himself in rank 
and dignity, seemed now absolutely petrified at the words which 
met his ear ; and turning towards Gilbert Matthew, he asked 
him, " What he wished him to do 1 " 

" Do your duty," replied Gilbert, " and apprehend the prisoner 
on my charge of murder." 

**Whatl" said the city watch, "apprehend the worshipful 
Sir Simon de Bete ! the burgomaster of our ward ! The saints 
forbid. I have not been in my office so many years, and know 
no better than that, either.*' 

*' It is your duty, as the watch," replied Gilbert,^" to apprehend 
all persons charged with crime." 

" Is it tlie law 1 " inquired the host. 

" It is'the law," answered Gilbert. 

"No doubt, no doubt," said Timothy, "for rogues and 
conflicted malefactors ; but not law, I think, to meddle with 
magistrates upon. I thank you, Master Gilbert, for teaching 
me my calling." 

"Fellow!" exclaimed Gilbert, "do your duty, or the Earl 
shall hear what sort of an officer he has." 

" Fellow, indeed ! " said Vanderblast, who felt encouraged in 
his proceeding by the nods, winks, and approving jogs of the 
elbow which he received from time to time from Sir Simon, who 
stood near him; "no more a fellow than yourself, Master 
Matthew, but as sober and as honest a man as any one of his 
calling in Ghent; and not a man to be dictated to by you, 
Master Gilbert ; nor to be blown up by such a puff as you would 
send through his good name. The Earl of Flanders, forsooth ! 
The EarVs officer, I would have you to know, knows how to 
respect persons as well as the Earl himself." 
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" You are a fool," said Gilbert ; " but I insist, and I call upon 
every one here present to bear witness that I insist, upon your 
receiving my deposition." 

" And mine," said Stephen, " or you shall be whipped out of 
your oflSce for showing favour in despite of justice." 

" God forbid ! " answered Vanderblast, " but that favour and 
justice should be properly represented in my person, both being 
things pertaining to the law — the one being special with the 
judges, and the other with the hangman : and 'tis most fitting 
justice should always come by favour, as all other of God's 
graces do. I will, therefore, take all your dispositions, for the 
sake of justice, which may be condemned therein." 

Timothy Vanderblast being accordingly seated in the high- 
backed chair, which had originally occasioned the dispute so 
tragically terminated, proceeded in the business in an official 
manner, according to his notion of that term. " And now. Sir 
Simon," said Timothy, **be so good as to tell your own story." 

" What," cried Gilbert, " hear the prisoner first ! He is the 
accused person — let me speak." 

"Peace!" said Vanderblast; ''peace! I know what belongs 
to a judge — respect of persons. Eespect of persons is a part of 
the law. Sir Simon, being your better, shall speak first, prisoner 
or no prisoner : and while he disposes his own cause, do you 
please, Master Gilbert, to walk into the other chamber, for the law 
sunders the witnesses for the sake of its jurisprudence ; therefore 
the accused and the accuser must be held apart, and the accused 
shall speak first, if it were only for the love of justice ; as 'tis 
hard to bear down a falling man, and most specially if he be a 
knight and a magistrate." 

Gilbert Matthew, who saw the folly of the procedure, and 
that it was in vain to hold debate with ignorance and obstinacy 
combined, now whispered something in the ear of his brother 
Stephen, who immediately departed from the inn, and before 
Timothy Vanderblast could hear out the assertions made by Sir 
Simon of his perfect innocence, in respect of the charge laid 
against him, Stephen returned with the chief constable of the 
city watch, and the guard. 

The affair was now speedily settled ; and notwithstanding all 
the efforts made by Sir Simon to declare his innocence, or to 
procure a cessation of measures till the next morning, when he 
promised to give security for his appearance before his peers in 
the town-hall, he was carried off, and by the order of Gilbert 
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^frtttliow (who, as a new court favourite, had much influence 
with the chief consttihle), Sir Simon was tliat night secured' 
within the prisons of iho Earl of Flanders : so many and so 
various are the tricks hy which fortune humbles the pride of the 
wealthy, and confounds innocence with guilt 



CHAPTER IV. 

Having seen the unfortunate little burpjomaster, Sir Simon 
do Bete, placed within the prisons of the Earl of Flanders, and 
John I.yon secured for the present by his escape from the 
vengeance of Gilbert Matthew and his brothers, we shall now 
leave them for a while, in order to introduce to our reader Anna, 
the only child of John Lyon, with whom it is time he should 
become acquainted. 

Anna was about nineteen years old, and although bom in 
Ghent, had been educated in France, under the care of an aunt, 
who had taken upon herself the maternal functions, when her 
niece was deprived, by the early death of her mother, of that 
care and superintendence which no other person can so well 
bestow upon infancy. 

This worthy relative resided about two leagues from St. Omer, 
where she had brought up her niece in the utmost seclusion ; 
for, except the priest who instructed her in reading and writing, 
and an old minstrel who was allowed to teach her to play upon 
the rebec and the lute, her aunt, their few domestics, a single 
friend, and now and then a peasant of the neighbouring village, 
she had scarcely seen a human being. 

Within the last two years John Lyon, who considered his 
daughter's education (which was very superior for the time) 
must be now complete, desired the solace of her company, and 
therefore recalled her home to Ghent ; and feeling anxious she 
should know something of that world to which she had hitherto 
been such an entire stranger, with all a father's pride John had 
introduced her to many of the families of the chief citizens of 
Ghent, as well as to the court of the Earl of Flanders, and to 
the Earl's mother, Margaret Countess of Artois ; for at the 
period of our narrative, the chief citizens of the Low Countries 
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had access to the courts of their lords as well as the nohility, so 
great was their opulence, and so important that commercial 
character hy which the country was supported. 

Anna was everywhere received with marked respect and 
admiration. The uncommon beauty of her person, her few but 
rare accomplishments, united with the sweetness of her temper 
and the artless simplicity of her manners, procured her so much 
affection and regard, that she became an object of envy and 
jealousy with many of the more nobly bom, but less nobly 
endowed, ladies of the court. Anna was of a light and delicate 
figure, gracefully formed and exactly proportioned. Her hair 
and complexion, like those of the generality of her country- 
women, were of the palest brown and of the fairest hue ; and 
the regular life which she had hitherto led in the country, 
whilst it had confirmed her health, had also given to her 
beautiful countenance that bloom and animation which nothing 
else can so perfectly bestow. Her features were small and 
regular; her eyes, of the deepest blue, expressed the tender 
character of her disposition ;#and whenever she smiled, it showed 
80 pretty a dimple in ^ one of her cheeks, that, if we were 
inclined to be poetical, we should say, it looked as if it had 
been there imprinted by the finger of love to mark her for his 
own. 

Such was the casket in which it had pleased heaven to place 
the rare jewel of her mind. Anna was naturally kind, open- 
hearted, and tender, with a more than ordinary share of timidity, 
which had been fostered by the secluded manner of her education. 
But what might have been deemed an advantage to most females 
in early life, entire seclusion, with her, perhaps, had been pre- 
judicial ; since it had fostered not only her timidity, but an un- 
commonly imaginative turn of mind : and as all persons endowed 
with that finer qu«dity of the soul, are invariably prone to 
romance, or the beau ideal of things, her imagination, uncorrected 
by an intercourse with the world (which is, perhaps, the most 
certain remedy against the charming dreams it creates), had led 
her to expect human life and its events to be modelled after the 
manner in which her vivid conception had presented them to her 
mind ; where romance had thrown around her an existence all 
sunshine, beauty, and innocence. She suspected no one of guile, 
she thought no one capable of treachery, and almost unconscious 
of the motive, she expected to find the world, and all things in 
it, as her fancy delighted to portray them. 

VOL. I. D 
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8uch was Anna at the time she returned to her father's hovuse 
at Ghent The iirst mortification she experienced, which some- 
what interfered with her visionary schemes of happiness, was to 
find the character of her father so different to what she had 
thought it would he. She had imagined to herself all the 
reciprocal tenderness, open confidence, and mutually noble and 
disinterested feelings existing hetween father and daughter. 
How, therefore, was poor Anna mortified, when she found him 
proud of her but as the means to assist his ambitious and daring 
aims, without much tenderness in any other view ; wholly with- 
drawing his confidence from her, mysterious in his mannei's, and 
treating all those fine imaginations of her mind (which to her 
were the life of life) as follies, dreams, and only worthy the 
ridicule of a sensible man. This was a death-blow to the 
ingenuous feelings of Anna. Kindness would have made her 
heart open as the eye of the morning to welcome and reflect the 
first beams of the sun ; but coldness and ridicule awakened the 
timidity of her character, chilled her confidence ; and finding she 
had feelings which could not be understood, the pride of human 
nature, which exists even in the best heart, made her keep locked 
within her own bosom the thoughts that were answered but 
with contempt Anna loved and reverenced John Lyon as her 
father ; but she was too much awed by the sternness and severity 
of his nature to give him her confidence. 

Upon the eventful evening, which has occupied the previous 
chapters, Anna was seated in an apartment of her father's house 
in Ghent, which John Lyon had exclusively appropriated for his 
daughter, and which in our times would be called by a lady her 
boudoir. Her lute and rebec lay upon a table, near which a 
few manuscript volumes, that formed her library, were placed 
within a fine cabinet of Indian manufacture. These volumes 
consisted of the lives of some of the most eminent Catholic 
saints, a book of songs, virelays and roundelays, a few of the 
Italian poets (for Anna was not ignorant of their language), and 
a little illuminated book, which she prized more than all the 
rest, as it contained the songs and poems of a friend who had 
written them out for her, and had caused the work to be thus 
illustrated to enhance the value of the gift. A crucifix, virith a 
missal lying near its base, was seen in a small recess of the 
chamber, and a frame containing a piece of tapestry, upon which 
the taste and industry of the fair Anna was exercised, stood near 
the window. 
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The lovely mistress of the chamber sat in a thoughtful posture, 
with her arm that supported her head resting upon the table, and 
in her hand she held a letter, which she had just been reading 
with attention. 

Anna was attired in a gown of black velvet, embroidered with 
gold, yet simple in its fashion. It had only the tight sleeves as 
low as the wrist, without the encumbrance of those long and 
hanging ones, which sometimes served the ladies for the purpose 
of a pocket, as well as a part of ornamental dress. The gown, 
sitting close to her shape, and terminating just above th^ bosom, 
left the neck bare, whose clear and transparent hue was finely 
contrasted with the deep rich black of the velvet. Her hair, 
parted in front, turned up, and bound together at the back of 
the head (whose form was perfectly seen by this simple fashion), 
was covered by a thin veil of silver tissue, and encircled with a 
fillet or chaplet of pearls. 

Anna again opened and read her letter. She mused, and 
after a time started from her seat, and seemed listening as if to 
catch some sound she anxiously expected to hear. Again she 
sighed, and returned to her seat ; but still restless and uneasy, 
she now paced the chamber, now walked towards the windows, 
and again listened at the door. At length the door of her 
apartment opened, and a tall comely youth, habitated in a green 
riding dress, entered. 

" Henry ! " ejaculated Anna, in a faint voice ; " Henry ! why, 

why do you seek me again, when you know " Her agitation 

was too great to allow her to finish the sentence, and she only 
added the words — " my father ! " 

" I know," replied Henry, " I know all you would urge ; that 
I am to hope nothing from you, without the approval of your 
father ; I ask nothing of you, but to see me. I arrived but an 
hour since in Ghent, when I wrote you that letter from the 
inn, tJiat I might not too much surprise you by my presence. 
Jaques delivered it with all the caution necessary. You have 
granted me this interview ; hear me, then, I beseech you." 

" I fear," said Anna mournfully, ** I fear I have already heard 
too much ; leave me, Henry, leave me, I conjure you." 

" Never," replied the youth whom she addressed ; " I will 
never leave you, till I have some assurance that two years of 
absence (and of misery they have been to me) have not entirely 
effaced from your remembrance those delightful hours we passed 
together in the woods of St. Omer." 
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'' Oil ! do not name the past," said Anna, interrupting him ; 
" all things are changed now. I then knew nothing of the 
world ; I met you by chance in the forest, when I was but a 
mere girl. My aunt loved you for your learning, and thought^ 
kind and simple as she was, that your society would benefit me ; 
but she knew not how dangerous to future happiness are such 
friendships and such meetings, or you would never have been 
admittt^d, as you were, to us. And now my father " 

** Has recalled you home, Anna, and you refuse to hear me till 
I shtUl have gained his approval ; is it not so 1" 

'' It is, indeed, Henry ; I cannot hide the truth. If you had 
his consent, you know you have mine already ; but you have 
never even sought my father ; you are as unknown to him as 
you are mysterious to me.*' 

** Nor must I see your father for the present," replied the 
lover : ** there are circumstances, which I cannot explain to you, 
that render it necessary, for his sake, for your own, and for mine, 
that I should preserve what you too justly term tiie mystery of 
my character. I am sincere to you ; and I await but time, with 
the occasion, to overcome these circumstances, when I will opexdy 
ask, nay, claim you of your father as my wife.** 

** How am I to believe you," said Anna, " when to me, in whom 
you might surely confide, you refuse to trust the plain and open 
truth. When I was a girl I knew you but as Henry de CasiBel, 
a student of St. Omer's. I was too young, and my aunt too 
simple, to suspect you. I would have told my father the truth, 
but I so much fear him, that when I would speak to bim I. 
cannot find the heart to say your name. And my father too " 

" What of him 1 " hastily inquired the lover, who took alarm 
at the manner in which she pronounced the last words ; for lovers, 
like cowards, are frighted at a shadow. 

" Nay, Henry,'' said Anna, " I may have my mystery as well 
as you may have yours, and you cannot expect a confidence 
from me which you refuse to return. But know this : that 
I have reasons for thinking my father would not grant bis 
consent, even did you ask it, as you one day hope to do. I have 
learnt since we parted what a dreamer imagination is, and I 
now begin to think hope no better than a flatterer, who deceiYes 
us to our ruin." 

" Tell me, I beseech you," said Henry, " tell me what has 
chanced ; do not torture me vnith this suspense ; tell ma all, and 
why you are thus changed 1 " 
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" I am not changed towards you," replied Anna, " but I am 
towards myself. I begin to suspect that this world is not either 
quite so happy, or quite so good, as I once thought it. I have 
no mystery with you, Henry, about myself ; but I must not, 
even to you, betray my fathei^s confidence, however limited to 
me ; although it induces me to think you would have little or 
nothing to hope from him." 

*^ But I will hope, Anna, until I am convinced you no longer 
feel an interest in my fate. Hear me. Circumstances of the 
most imperative nature exist, that for the present render it 
impossible I should be explicit even to you : I will conquer 
them, or I will die in the attempt. Your father's day of pros- 
perity is past ; he is disgraced with the Earl of Flanders : I 
know it is 80 ; he is ruined by the machinations of Gilbert 
Matthew. It may be in my power to serve and to save your 
father, for Gilbert's malice will not stop at its present pass ; and 
the Countess of Artois, who rules her son the Earl witti as much 
despotism as if he were still a boy, is no friend either to your 
father or to yourself." 

" Gracious heaven ! " exclaimed Anna, " why, who are you % 
whence come you % you know all our affairs, and yet it is two 
years since I have seen you, and you are but now arrived in 
Ghent ! What does this mean ? you alarm me.*' 

"Be not alarmed; it means nothing more, my sweet Anna, 
than this, — ^that although I have been compelled to remain at 
St. Omer's till the present time, I have not been unheedful of 
what has passed in Ghent, when it contained my greatest treasure. 
I have had those in this city who have made known to me some 
things, of which even you were ignorant. For think you that a 
miser when he parts from his treasure, though but for a while, 
'would not place a guard over it to give him intelligence when 
danger might hover near it ? No, I have not been careless, nor 
in ignorance, of what concerns you or your father. I heard of 
his disgrace, and hither am I come in the hope to serve him, 
although not openly. And notwithstanding you are so silent, 
Anna, it is not unknown to me, that the Countess of Artois is 
chiefly displeased with John Lyon, and angered with yourself, 
because the world whispers that her son, the Earl of Flanders, 
has more than once thought his coronet an encumbrance, since it 
prevented him from offering his hand to the daughter of a 
burgher of Ghent — a little creature who wins alike the hearts of 
princes and of students." 



88 THE WHITE HOODS. 

Anna blushed and looked down, but did not reply. 

** I have no absolute fears olf the rivalry of the Earl of Flanders," 
added Ileury ; " he could not wed you, Anna, without the 
risk of forfeiting his dominions, and you have too much honour, 
as well as your father, to yield to a lawless suit ; and, indeed, 
the disgrace of your father, I have heard — but we will speak no 
more of this. When shall I see you again, and where t 
Here I dare not stay long. Jaques is amusing your old house- 
keeper ; she thinks me some one from your aunt at St. Omer, 
but 1 must begone before your father's return. When shall I 
see you again 1 " 

"Never," said Anna; "you still refuse to ask me of my 
father, and I will not consent to the disgrace of clandestine 
meetings. I was but a child when we wandered together in 
the woods of St. Omer, but time, that has given me many a 
heart-ache with its lessons of experience, has also taught me 
it is dangerous to trust to our feelings." 

** Nay,*' replied Henry, " it is useless thus to deny me ; I 
shall be near Ghent, and I will see you in spite of youisell 
I have no thought but does you honour ; the time will come 
when I shall both claim and receive you from your father. 
Why then should I be made a needless suflferer 'during the 
intermediate space? Besides, your father's safety, even, may 
require that we should sometimes meet; do not refuse me." 

"My father's safety," said Anna, "can never be insured 
by his daughter's disobedience. Leave me, I beseech you ; he 
will soon return. Your letter took me by surprise — I had not 
time for reflection — I granted hastily this interview, before he 
could return home, but here and now it must end." 

"Then it shall end, indeed," exclaimed Henry, extremely 
hurt by the resolute manner in which Anna dismissed him. 
" I see how it is : you are changed — time, new objects, or 
perhaps the court, has taught you to be indifferent towards me. 
And is this, Anna, the end of all your vows — of all your 
assurances of a mutual and faithful love ) Oh how dififerent are 
your feelings from mine ! I am ready to risk every danger, 
to encounter every difficulty, only to see you, rather than again 
endure the misery, the suspense of absence. And can you so 
easily part from me ? and for an unlimited period ? this is not 
duty, but coldness. But I see how it is, I have flattered myself 
with false hopes, judging of the measure of your love by my 
own." 
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Anna blushed, hesitated, but her imagination now only 
pictured to her the suiferings of absence ; and unable to restrain 
her tears, she wept bitterly, and again assured Henry that he 
judged of her unkindly, as her heart was entirely his own. 
Delighted at receiving these renewed assurances of affection, 
Henry j^ain urged permission sometimes to see her, if but for 
a few minutes, at any place she would appoint. 

Anna, doubtful and wavering between love and duty, now 
listening to the dictates of her reason, and now again giving 
herself up to the power of affection, replied she scarcely knew 
what, and had neither resolution absolutely to denv nor to 
grant his request. 

Whilst this conversation was passing between the lovers, 
Jaques, the varlet of Henry de Cassel, was engaged in amusing 
old Catharine, the housekeeper of John Lyon. Jaques was a 
light French spirit of the brightest order, whose wits had been 
sharpened by poverty and necessity, and refined beyond his 
station by more of education than usually belonged to his class. 
His master had found it absolutely necessary to trust some one 
with the secret of his passion for the beautiful Anna, and 
confiding in the fidelity of his varlet (of whose address he had 
also a high opinion), Jaques became the useful, confidential 
friend of his master, in an affair where a breach of trust might 
have been most fatal to all concerned. Jaques had not been 
thus long the agent of two lovers, without knowing that a 
meeting between them, after a long absence, though it should 
last out the whole evening, would still appear "brief as any 
dream." Old Catharine talked of expecting her master home, 
Jaques feared it, and longed to give the lovers some hint that 
it was time to part ; but not daring to betray his uneasiness to 
Catharine, he was obliged to sit still, internally chewing the 
cud of his own impatience. But as Jaques was one of those 
people, who, notwithstanding a gay spirit, have some share of 
common sense, he plainly foresaw that his agency, now his 
master had arrived in Ghent, would not be suffered to slumber ; 
he therefore judged it as well to make use of the present 
opportunity to form a sort of acquaintance with old Catharine 
for the facility of his future affairs. 

Jaques knew the world very well in his own sphere, and 
no one could be a better judge of the weakest point in the 
heart of a waiting-maid, or of the most vulnerable in that of 
a cook. It is true his experience had hitherto principally 
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lain with the younger part of the sex, but being so great a master 
of the art, he disdained not to show his skill even with the elder. 

'' And so, young man/' said old Catharine to this busy yarlet, 
as, in pursuance of his plan, he officiously assisted her in re- 
newing the kitchen fire, ''you are come from our lady's aunt 
with messages. It is a pity you came when John Lyon was out, 
for your master upstairs seems to have a wondrous long message 
to deliver. Pray, friend, do you know what it is about 1 " 

''No, dame, not exactly," replied Jaques, "although I think 
I could give a shrewd guess ; but you know serving-varlets 
must keep the secrets of their masters, unless, indeed, a young 
man might hope to gain counsel, by telling them to suoh a 
sensible, discreet person as you seem to be." 

"You are a very civil, well-spoken young man," said old 
Catharine, "and seem to have as pretty a notion about what 
belongs to your duty as ever I met with. Pray do me the . 
favour to take a cup of wine; it is bad talking with a dry 
throat, and apt to give the phthisic. I never talk so well 
myself as when I have tasted a cup of mulled wine." 

The housekeeper busied herself accordingly in getting some 
refreshment for Jaques, who proceeded to amuse her with an 
idle tale, and as many lies and compliments as he could string 
together. Whilst old Catharine was thus falling into the snares 
laid for her by the cunning varlet, a knock upon the door 
summoned her to it, and she returned saying, that a person who 
seemed a good deal fluttered and hurried, and did not look like 
a varlet, wanted to give a letter to her young mistress into her 
own hands. 

"Which you, of course, will deliver yourself, dame," said 
Jaques (who had no mind his master should be abruptly dis- 
turbed by the presence of a stranger) ; " you will not let this 
person interrupt your mistress whilst she is receiving the 
message from her aunt; such a thing your good sense and 
discretion will not admit." 

" Certainly not,*' replied old Catharine ; " and so I will. insist 
upon the letter being given up to me." 

"And as my legs are rather younger than yours," said Jaques, 
" I will save you the trouble, dame, of carrying it up to your 
mistress, and in the mean time you had better mull another cup 
of wine, and think what reward it would be proper for such a 
sensible, discreet person as yourself to expect for the trouble we 
have given you this evening." 



THE WHITE HOODS. 41 

The last hint eflfectually upset whatever small portion of 
common sense old Catherine might retain ; it was all lost in 
the speculation of an unlooked-for gratuity; and having 
obtained the letter from the stranger, Jaques bounded up to 
his master, gave in the paper for mistress Anna, and conjured 
Henry de Gassel to lose no time, but to leave the house 
immediately. Henry promised to depart in a few minutes; 
Jaques returned to taste the other cup with the housekeeper ; 
and no sooner was he gone than Anna opened the letter. She 
read the contents in the utmost agitation, and exclaimed, 
" Holy Mary ! what can this mean 1 My father writes to bid 
me throw on my mantle, and conceal myself as well^as I can ; 
to ask no questions, but to follow the bearer of this letter, who 
will bring me directly to him, as he must see me on an affair 
of import, but cannot come to me himself. What can this 
mean f " 

Henry de Cassel was alarmed at such an extraordinary 
message ; but Anna, fearing she knew not what, hastened to obey 
her father's commands, slipt on her mantle, drew the hood over 
her face, bade a hasty adieu to Henry, and followed the stranger 
as she was directed. 



CHAPTER V. 



Wb must now return to John Lyon, who, as we before noticed, 
had managed to steal out of the inn without interruption, after 
the fatal fray; and by so doing had escaped the immediate 
wrath of Gilbert Matthew, and a share of that imprisonment 
which had fallen to the lot of the good-natured and important 
little burgomaster. Sir Simon de B^te. 

Under cover of the evening, which every moment darkened 
more and more each surrounding object, John Lyon pursued his 
way without observation through many of the intricate windings 
of the city. Crossing several canals^ he at length diverged 
towards an ancient Gothic house, which, surrounded by a small 
garden, was so watered with canals on either side that swept 
nearly round it, that it seemed peculiarly sequestered, notwith- 
standing its situation within the walls of a commercial town. 

John crossed a little drawbridge leading towards the entrance 
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of the mansion, and knocked, but not loudly, upon a hnge pair 
of folding gates, which opened into an inner court. The knock 
was answered by an ancient domestic, who, with much apparent 
caution, let fall the bars of a wicket within the great gateJs, and 
admitted John Lyon, who was well known to the varlet thus 
acting as porter. Whilst this passed, both John Lyon and the 
domestic observed a profound silence, except when the former 
just mentioned his name in a low voice ; nor did either party 
break this silence till the wicket was again secured. It was 
then John ventured to ask in an earnest manner, ^ If Peter da 
Bois could be seen ] " 

" Ay," said the domestic, " and he has expected you for more 
than an hour ; it is well you are here, or he would, I doubt not, 
have sallied out to meet you. But stay, come round the back 
way ; some persons are with him now ; and perhaps," added the 
varlet, in a lower voice, " you might wish to see him first in 
private." 

" It is absolutely necessary that I should do so," answered 
John Lyon, " and I nxiist see hhn instantly." 

" I will manage it," replied his conductor, with a most in- 
telligent look, ** He will understand that you are here. Step 
into this room ; I will leave you the lamp ; here you may abide 
his coming." 

So saying, the varlet threw open a door, and ushered John 
Lyon into a room panelled with oak, so dark from age, that the 
lamp, which spread its long beams through the apartment, failed 
to dissipate the gloom, and nothing could be distinctly seen 
except a glittering towards the extremity of the chamber, which 
seemed to be a reflected light from some polished substances, as 
they caught the streaming rays of the lamp. 

When the domestic retired, and closed the door, John Lyon, 
as he looked round upon the dismal aspect of the place, could 
not help fancying it was but an emblem of his own fate, an 
emblem of that dungeon to which he knew all the energies of 
the Matthews would now be exerted to consign him. Whilst 
he busied himself in these melancholy thoughts — pondering on 
the best means to secure his acquittal, or his escape, the door 
opened, and a young man entered the room, whose features bore 
a strong resemblance to those of John Lyon, but the character 
of the countenance had more of boldness, had a quicker glance 
of the eye, and more energy of expression. There was, too, a 
tinctaie of samsm which showed iteelf in the play of the mouth, 
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and an undefined something in the whole countenance, calculated 
to raise fear in a timid mind. 

" You are here, then, at last," said the young man ; " I have 
anxiously expected you ; but are you alone ? — Have you failed 1 
I had hoped you would have brought *' 

** Do not speak of that now," replied John Lyon ; ** I have 
other and more important business." 

" Other business you may have, uncle," said the' young man, 
" but more important you cannot have. But you look strangely 
moved, and there is much disorder about you. Your mantle is 
rent, and your cheek is bloody ; what has happened 1 " 

" Murder ! " answered John Lyon, and he struck his hand 
upon his forehead with the most hurried action as he uttered 
the word. 

" Thank God for it," said the nephew ; " then there is a hope 
that we must begin to act as well as to threaten ; but tell me 
what murder? Whose blood has been the hansel of your steell 
Oh, may it soon run in such a deluge through this miserable city, 
that our canals may need no other element but the life-blood 
that has issued from the carcases that float upon the surface ! 
Whom have you struck with that good hand ] " 

" No one, Peter du Bois," said his uncle. 

" No one ! Did you not speak but now of bloodshed 1 " 

" I did," answered John Lyon ; " and my life is at this 
moment in the utmost peril of the law ; you must conceal me 
till I can either And a means of escape or some way to settle 
this matter ; I " 

" Escape ! " exclaimed Peter du Bois, " escape ! you leave us, 
uncle, and at such a time ! at such a crisis ! no, never ; it would 
be the ruin of our plans. Philip Von Artaveld is not yet won 
over to join the enterprise, and if you fail us before it is ripe, 
all goes to ruin. No, I would rather throw open my gates to 
give you up to the law, than shelter you only till you could 
abandon our cause." 

" You are hot and rash, nephew," said John Lyon. " Hear 
me tell my tale, and then judge for me ; you shall know all." 

Peter du Bois betrayed considerable impatience, but the 
request was obviously too reasonable to bear denial ; he listened, 
therefore, with much effort, till John Lyon had completed the 
narration of the^events of the evening, and their fatal termination 
in the death of Peter Matthew. When he had concluded, his 
nephew seemed greatly vexed and embarrassed, but did not 
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express one sympathizing feeling for the present danger which 
threatened his uncle from such an offence to the law. Dn Bois 
paced the room impatiently, and at length threw himself into a 
chair, when he spoke in such a manner that it would he difficult 
to say if his discourse was principally addressed to his uncle or 
to himself. 

'' This is, indeed, most unfortunate," said Peter. ** At a time 
when we needed the most active stir, you dare not show your 
head abroad. Philip Yon Artaveld must be won ; and that old 
fool, too, that Sir Simon, we wanted him, for he has gold — 
stores of lusty ingots. I would we could melt his fat sides into 
broad pieces — and he is a prisoner) Gold we must have; we 
are not yet ripe for action ; and to move before all our engines 
are ready would but break our machinery piecemeal. What can 
be done 1 We must delay our measures yet." 

Here Peter du Bois paused, stood with his head reclined, and 
his hand pressed upon his forehead, and then starting in a 
moment, as if at once awakened from his reverie by a shock of 
electric force, he suddenly exclaimed, " I have it, I have it; this 
very fray of yours, though it delay our purpose in the onset, 
shall yet bat strengthen our cause — ^it shall help to stir up the 
sluggish citizens. Hear me, uncle : you must be free, you must 
be safe, happen what may ; for the pUots will not rise without 
their old Deacon to head them. And as for this Sir Simon, 
this golden calf, who has just wisdom enough to know that his 
worship lies in the value of his metal, let him rest in the Earl's 
prisons, if he be there ; not an effort must be made, not a thing 
attempted to release him. I will make his detention a firebrand 
to light up the embers of wrath in those formal old citizens of 
Ghent, by beating it into their brains, that to detain one of 
their iDurgomasters in prison is a breach of their francluses, 
since no magistrate can be committed but by the warrant of his 
fellows. They will be apt enough to stir at this ; they shall go 
so far that they shall quarrel with the Earl, and so for their own 
safety join with us, from the very fear of what they have already 
done. But for you, uncle, I repeat it, you must be free — safe, 
too, by the EarFs pardon ; this will lull him into security, he 
will have no suspicion ; for all depends upon our first measures, 
that they may find the Earl unprepared. You and Lewis do 
Male were good friends once ; you must be so again." 

"It is impossible," said John Lyon; "you know too well 
the cause that first estranged me from the Earl's affections. 
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And Gilbert Matthew but seized an opportunity, so favourable 
to his purposes, to work the ruin that has fallen upon me." 

'*I know it all," replied Peter; "and you would repair that 
ruin from the fragments of the great wreck of the Earl's tyrannic 
government — it shall be so, but we must lull him into security ; 
and the very cause which bred that estrangement in his regard 
to, you, must now, in some measure at least, restore it." 

" What mean you," said John Lyon, with considerable agita- 
tion ; " it cannot be. You know my mind ; to what then do 
you point r' 

" To your daughter," answered Dn Bois, calmly. 

" My daughter ! " exclaimed John Lyon, as his eye flashed 
with an angry glance upon his nephew. " My daughter's fame 
stands fair and unpolluted as her own innocent nature, and it 
shall never suflfer dishonour for me, or for our cause." 

"It shall not, unde, whilst I wear a sword," replied Peter; 
" but yet, methinks, in a cause like ours, some temporizing, some 
expediency, were no dishonour." 

" Hear me, nephew," said John Lyon, in a firm and authorita- 
tive tone. " No man in Ghent has been so deeply injured by 
the Earl as I have. I am sworn to revenge my own wrongs ; I 
am devoted to the public cause. To restore our violated rights, 
our broken franchises, I will peril my life,' all I have, to aid you ; 
but my child shall not share the general ruin, if ruin should fall 
upon us." 

" You cannot save her, whether it does or not," replied Peter ; 
" think you if our plots are discovered, if our enterprise fails, 
that when our heads blacken in the sun, whilst they stand 
to feed the birds of the air, perched on these old city walls; 
thinkest thou that any man would then dare to step forward to 
protect thy pretty Anna, the daughter of a rebel, from the power 
of the Earl 1 her safetv rests with our success." 

" It does, indeed," said John Lyon, mournfully. " What is 
it you would have me dol Yet speak not of my daughter; 
I cannot again place her within the gaze of a prince, whose 
lawless passion may be fatal to her." 

" You were not always thus prudent, uncle," said Peter, with 
a sarcastic smile : " there was a time when the love of Lewis de 
Male, the merry, widowed Earl of Flanders, seemed no such fatal 
passion in your eyes, when it chose for its object the daughter 
of Lewis's favourite, a simple burgher of Ghent : my pretty cousin 
Anna was then allowed to amuse the leisure of a prince." 
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John Lyon received this sarcastic speech of his nephew with 
a look of stem resentment. ** What," he exclaimed, "to me! 
is it to me you speak thus insolently ) But you are safe, for 
I am in your power, and thus you abuse it. Hear me, then, 
and learn more than I have yet imparted to you or any one. 
To crush at once this bold suspicion of my honour, I will tell 
you more than you have dared even to think. I knew of the 
EarPs suit to my daughter : I encouraged it : I gave it growth 
and opportunity : but not, as you would insinuate, to make 
her the wanton of a priuce. The Earl would have married 
Anna, but " 

** Oh, would that he had manied her," exclaimed Peter du 
Bois ; " all Flanders would have perhaps rebelled. France would 
have shaken off her disgraced vassal Earl, and the rule of Ghent, 
long ere this, had been modelled after our own wilL But how 
came the Earl to lose the honour of becoming son-in-law to the 
Deacon of his Pilots 1 " 

Again John Lyon frowned resentfully at the sarcastic insolence 
of his nephew, as he replied, "The Countess of Artois, his 
despotic mother, discovered the affair, and I suspect by the 
means of Gilbert Matthew. She acted her usual part, ruled the 
prince by her authority, made her factions threaten him with a 
breach with France, and declared she would disinherit him as 
her heir in Artois if he persisted. Thus was he wrought upon 
to change his purpose, and from an honourable, he became a 
lawless suitor to my daughter. Induced, therefore, by my own 
feelings to preserve her innocence, and urged by the entreaties of 
my child, I withdrew her from the court, and have since kept 
her almost a prisoner within my own house in Ghent. Anna 
never loved the Earl, even when I hoped to place a coronet upon 
her brows ; but fear for my life prevented her rejecting his suit, 
whilst it was honourable." 

"And fear for your life must now make her obtain your 
pardon from the Earl : she must ask it of him," said Du Bois ; 
" and this will give you present safety, and afford us time for 
action. Send for your daughter on the instant." 

" No," replied John Lyon, " I have solemnly sworn to redress 
my own wrongs by the fall of Lewis de Male, to revenge 
the affront he cast upon my honour, in his lawless pursuit of 
my child; and I will neither owe my life to his mercy, nor 
shall Anna do an act so disgraceful to us both." 

" If such are your resolves," said Du Bois, " then hear mine. 
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I will not shelter you, to bring upon us all the fury of Gilbert 
Matthew's vengeance, till we are ready to meet it ; nor will I 
tamely yield my own neck to the headsman or to the hangman ; 
I will make one desperate effort. In our present circumstances 
it is most likely to fail ; but at least we shall die bravely, sword 
in hand ; and when we are gone, Anna is left unprotected to the 
mercy of the gay Earl, who will spare a pretty wench, though 
the daughter of a rebel, for the sake of her blue eyes and lily 
cheeks." 

Du Bois followed up this speech with th^ most artful argu- 
ments, to induce his uncle to allow Anna to solicit the Earl for 
his pardon, and to appear for a time to countenance Lewis's 
lawless suit. John Lyon, whilst his nephew thus addressed 
him, paced, the room in a state of the greatest agitation, till, 
overpowered by arguments he could neither find resolution nor 
courage to resist, he complied with the proposal, and wrote the 
letter before mentioned to summon his daughter's attendance, 
which Peter du Bois forwarded immediately by one of his own 
people. 

The reader is already aware that, upon receiving the letter, 
Anna hastened to obey her father's commands. She followed 
the messenger with a palpitating heart, her anxious mind 
tortured by a thousand vague apprehensions for her father's 
safety, yet without knowing what she had to fear ; for John 
Lyon had never, even indirectly, communicated to his daughter 
the desperate schemes in which he had for some time been 
engaged, and with men as desperate. Still Anna was not 
ignorant of the enmity which subsisted between her father 
and the Matthews, and that the loss of his lucrative station, 
as deacon of the pilots, had been brought about by their 
intrigues. She had also remarked her father's silent and 
abstracted manner when with herself, his frequent absence 
from home at extraordinary hours, sometimes during half the 
night ; that his nephew Peter du Bois was often closeted with 
him ; and that now and then some strange and ruffian-looking 
fellow came and went as a messenger between them. Anna 
had once or twice ventured to notice these circumstances to 
her father ; but the severe manner in which he chid her for 
observing in him what he would gladly conceal — the mystery of 
his character — had effectually silenced all further inquiries. 

It may well be supposed that her mind now reverted to these 
things, aud that she could not help connecting them with the 
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present summons she had received. But, ohedient to his diiec- 
tioui^y she forbore to make any inquiry of her guide, who 
conducted her hy many windings and by-streets in silence, 
to the house of Peter du Bois ; of which, in addition to what 
has been already said, it may be noticed, that it was an ancient 
and solitary mansion, which had for many years stood neglected 
and empty for want of repair, hut which Peter, since the 
commencement of his desperate plans, had thought proper to ' 
occupy, for the purpose of carrying on his schemes remote from 
public observation. The house, too, afforded many chances of 
security in case of a pursuit, since there was in it more than one 
secret passage and chamber ; for it had been huilt at a time when 
Flanders was disturbed by civil strife, and was thus constructed 
for the security of personal property. 

When Anna followed the guide into the inner court, and 
heard the falling of the heavy iron hars to secure the door after 
their entrance, an involuntary shudder came over her whole 
frame ; she could not help thinking that the door had heen closed 
upon her with an evil portent, and that she was now within the 
vortex of some dreadful current, whose force she should he 
unable to resist. Her fears, perhaps, were not the less, hecause 
they had no defined cause ; for her imagination, at all times 
vivid, raised up at this moment a thousand terrible images to 
connect them with her own or her father's fate. 

On being conducted to the chamber before noticed, Anna 
gave a faint shriek as she entered, for the first object that 
met her view was her father, sitting in a chair by the tahle ; 
the lamp stood on it, the light streamed full upon his face, 
and showed it pale, haggard, and marked with blood, his 
dress soiled and disordered, and his mantle, that had been 
rent in the fray, hanging tattered upon his shoulders, whilst 
Peter du Bois looked flushed with angry passions, which seemed 
to have been excited by the vehemence of his discourse. 

Anna, pale, trembling, and almost sinking with apprehension, 
rushed towards John Lyon, and exclaimed, " Holy. Virgin ! 
what has happened ! Oh, are you hurt, my father ? my dear 
father ! " Unable to add another word, she burst into tears, and 
sunk into his arms. It was some time before Anna was suffi- 
ciently composed to know that her father was really not 
materially hurt, and that the blood upon his cheek was solely 
occasioned by the skin having been torn in a fray. 

Peter du Bois resolved to strike whilst the iron was hot : he 
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witnessed the tender feelings and the agitation of Anna ; he saw 
this was the proper moment to work upon her mtad, and 
to induce her to consent to solicit the Earl for her father's life. 
Peter therefore conjured his cousin to compose herself, and to 
hear the tale he had to tell, as her father's safety, his very life, 
would depend upon herself. Anna needed no other motive to 
overcome her feelings, and assuring him she was composed, 
promised attention ; but her pale cheek and her trembling hands, 
as she tixed her anxious eyes upon the speaker, seemed to 
contradict the iirst assertion. 

Peter du Bois then related the whole circumstance of the fray 
with the Matthews, and its fatal consequence, and added, that 
as there could be no doubt Sir Simon de Bete was taken and 
secured, the Matthews would never rest till John Lyon should 
be also a prisoner ; and that she must herself be aware nothing 
short of his life would satisfy the malice and the vengeance of 
GUbert. 

Anna, whose sense was as lively as her imagination, needed 
to hear no more. In a moment she saw all the real danger 
which threatened her father, and guessed in what manner she 
was to be employed to avert it. Shocked and overcome by the 
dreadful prospect of her father's death, or her own ruin, in the 
agony of her feelings she clasped her hands together with fearful 
energy, looked up, and exclaimed, " Oh, heaven save and protect 
me from this most dreadful trial! — yet my father, my poor 
father ! " 

At this instant the door of the chamber burst open, and the 
domestic who acted as porter rushed in and hastily said, " Save 
yourselves ! the city watch and a strong guard are without the 
gates ; they demand to search the house for John Lyon, who is 
accused of murder, and supposed to have taken shelter here." 

The confusion and distress of all present at the moment, upon 
hearing this intelligence, may be readily conceived. Anna 
started up, and clasping Peter du Bois by the arm, she said, 
distractedly, " Oh^ save him ! save him ! Is there no way to 
save himi I will do all you wish — I will do anything, only 
save my father ! " 

" I can, I will save him," replied Du Bois ; " follow me on the 
instant, but as you value your father's life, be silent. I must 
take you where you will find some things that may surprise and 
shock a woman. Beware then. Utter but one word, one cry, 
and your father's body, ere to-morrow morning, will hang upon 
VOL. I. n 
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the provost's tree, to feed the ravens. Follow in silence — not a 
moment is to be lost. Here, fellow/' he added, turning to the 
domestic, " take up the lamp, and lead the way ; you know 
what to do. John Lyon, support your daughter ; let her draw 
her mantle about her head; we must to tlie council-chamber." 

" Must my daughter go there 1 " said John. " I will follow 
you. Let her abide here : the officers of justice will not harm 
her." 

" What ! " exclaimed Du Bois, " leave lier to ruin us all ! 
No ; if they find the young bird, tliey will know well enough 
the old one lies near the bush. Happen what may, she must 
descend with us. Have no fears, my pretty cousin, only be 
silent. Your father's life, your own, is at stake; for I must 
take you where there are those whose poignards follow the 
slightest cause of suspicion. And mark me, whatever you may 
see or hear, it must find its grave in your bosom : remember 
your father's life." 

" Say no more, say no more," cried Anna, eagerly: "I will 
follow as patient as the victim to the altar, only save him ; but 
oh, let us hasten, I heard a noise; they strike upon the 
gates." 

" They do indeed," said Du Bois ; " hasten, or we are lost." 
So saying, he speedily led the way down a flight of dark stone 
stairs into a lower and ruinous apartment. Partly filled with 
billets of wood, straw, and empty casks, it seemed as if this 
place was only used as a receptacle for rubbish. 

" Be quick," said Peter to the servant; ** remove that pile of 
wood, and fail not to replace it the moment we have descended ; 
then leave open the door of this chamber, that there may be no 
appearance of concealment; and do you hasten back, and 
conduct the officers into every place in the house and garden. 
If they ask for me, say I am not yet returned from Bruges. So, 
now descend; give me the lamp. Your hand, my cousin; I 
will lead you down." 

Whilst Peter had been speaking, the servant had removed 
the wood, and raised a trap-door it had concealed; this door 
opened upon what now appeared a dark pit or gulf below ; but 
when Du Bois held up the lamp as he descended a few steps, 
the trembling Anna saw that they had a flight of winding stairs 
to descend. She gave her hand to Peter, and summoning all 
her fortitude to her aid, followed . in silence. John Lyon re- 
mained a moment behind them, and closed the trap-door after 
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him. She heard the servant replace the wood upon it above, 
and then his retiring footsteps died away in silence. 

" Stalpert is a churl," said Du Bois, softly, " but he is tried, 
cunning, and faithful ; he will manage well enough with the 
officers ; yet follow me, we are nearly descended." Anna afgain 
gave him her hand, for she had quitted her hold for a moment 
to look back at her father. Du Bois at length led her through 
a narrow passage, which was terminated by a door. Here he 
stopped a moment ; he raised the lamp, so as to let its light fall 
upon the countenance of Anna. 

"You are very pale, my pretty cousin," he said, looking 
steadfastly upon her ; " draw your mantle closer ; now, now is 
your moment of trial ; take your father's arm ; enter by yonder 
door when I shall bid you ; but remember that a word of fear — 
but one word of distrust, doubt, or even of curiosity, may cost 
you life. Stay here for a few minutes ; I must go in first to 
prepare- " 

"No, Du Bois," said John Lyon, "let her not enter that 
chamber. I will go with you : let us leave my child here." 

" I dare not do it,*' replied Peter ; " should it be known that 
I brought any one so near them, and conceal it too, that person 
would not be suffered to leave this place alive ; she must pass in 
with you, but I will prepare them, never fear." 

So saying, Du Bois gave the lamp to his uncle, passed on to 
the extremity of the passage, and opened the door ; he entered, 
and instantly closed it. Anna heard a confused murmur of 
voices from within the chamber ; but after Peter's entrance 
the murmur decreased, and at length there was a total silence. 
John Lyon, during this interval, seemed wholly abstracted ; he 
looked upon his daughter with a countenance in which a calm, 
fixed, and serious purpoi^e appeared depicted, but he spoke not. 
At length his nephew returned, and made a sign to them with 
his hand, to follow him into the adjoining chamber. 



CHAPTER VI. 



During the late scene, Anna perceived that her father was 
engaged in some mysterious, and, she feared, dreadful enterprise, 
of which she had hitherto been kept in ignorance. She now 
thought that it might be quite as dangerous to him, perhaps, as 
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the consequence of the late fray, which ha(i involved him in a 
charge of murder. She summoned, therefore, all her resolution 
to her aid. Her own innocence p^ve her some d^ree of 
courage; and, conscious tliat a desire to save her father, if 
possible, from the perils that surrounded him, must be an 
acceptable motive in the eye of heaven, she dett^rmiiied to 
observe whatever might pass, to obey the injunctions laid upon 
her, neither to betray fear nor curiosity, and by so doing, to 
obtain if possible a more complete knowledge of these dark 
proceedings, with the hope that she might ultimately prove of 
service to her parent. 

It was fortunate for Anna that she had possessed this 
interval of time, which, by a few minutes' reflection, enabled her 
to form these resolutions before she followed Peter du Bois into 
the chamber of midnight council ; otherwise her courage might 
have forsaken her, in the feelings of astonishment and dismay 
that filled her whole heart, upon the first view of the inmates of 
the chamber. 

The apartment she now entered was a low vaulted room, 
built entirely of stone, with walls of massive thickness ; the 
door was of iron, with bars and chains to secure it, for the place 
had once been used to conceal both persons and treasure, during 
the dangers of a civil war. A long oak table stood in the midst, 
surrounded by a bench and some old chairs. From the centre 
of the groined arch of the ceiling hung an iron lamp, which 
flamed high, and threw a red glare upon everything around. 

When Peter du Bois entered with John Lyon and hi« 
daughter, the most profound silence reigned amongst the inmates 
of this subterranean chamber, for no one dared speak whilst the 
officers of justice were known to be searching the house above, 
lest the least sound should betray this place of refuge and 
security. Anna cast a hurried and terrified glance around, and 
as if overpowered by the fearful objects that met her eyes, she 
closed them for a moment, and sunk her head upon the arm of 
her father. 

At the head of the oak table, there sat a man whose aspect 
was stamped with the image of his mind ; he looked fit for 
rapine or for murder. A meagre figure, dressed in black, sat 
next to him, whose bones seemed starting through a dry and 
shrivelled skin, the living representative of poverty and famine. 
Others there were of bold, hardy, and ferocious countenances. 
Two or three, even in this abyss of concealment, sat muffled in 
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cloaks, as if fearful of the glance of their very companions. 
Some, by the wretched and negligent state of their apparel, 
looked beggared in fortune ; but all were armed with more than 
one weapon, which, since the late alarm, communicated by Du 
Bois, many had unsheathed, as if prepared for defence. Upon 
the table lay several papers ; and amongst the party was seen a 
monk, who, it appeared, by the inkhom and pens that stood 
before him, acted the part of secretary to the council. 

" Good heaven ! " thought Anna, as she once more raised her 
head, and stole another fearful glance around her, "Can my 
father be the associate of wretches like these ? a monk too ! 
Oh, can religion mingle itself with men who look like midnight 
assassins." 

In the stem aspect of each of the men assembled round the 
table, a deep and attentive anxiety was depicted — ^no one spoke 
— ^no one moved; their very respiration seemed as much as 
possible subdued ; but silence added yet a greater horror to the 
scene, since it left but leisure for the imagination to fill up the 
void, with that voice which is never stronger than when it 
speaks to the mind in moments of fear. John Lyon and his 
daughter still kept their station by the door, and Peter du Bois 
was near them, now looking upon the assembly, and now at 
Anna, with a mixture of doubt and apprehension. Anna 
thought he might fear that she had forgotten his injunctions, 
and in order to re-assure him, she stood as erect and firm as her 
trembling frame would allow her. 

This profound silence continued for more than half-an-hour, 
during which, even in this dark recess, the sounds and noise of 
persons passing above, as in tumult, could be distinctly heard. 
At length they gradually died away, and all again was stillness, 
yet no one spoke : all was hushed and calm ; but to the terrified 
imagination of Anna, it seemed only like that deep, dead 
stillness, which sometimes precedes the coming storm, and is at 
length broken by the low and distant thunder, gathering force 
as it rolls nearer and nearer, till it bursts at once with all its 
accumulated fury. And so was it now; for no sooner had a 
shrill whistle from above met the ears of the assembly below (as 
the signal from the trusty Stalpert that the officers had departed, 
and all was safe), than instantly they burst out into tumultuous 
exclamations of anger and resentment against Peter du Bois. 

"How is this?" said the ruffian who occupied the head of 
the table ; " is this your accursed policy, to bring a woman 
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amonjifst us, to carry all our heads to the provost-marshal by 
one slip of her tongue 1 You have betrayed us, Du Bois ! " 

Peter advanced to speak, when John Lyon, in a manner 
peculiarly authoritative, stepped forward, and thus addressed the 
assembly : ** No, my friends, Du Bois has not betrayed you ; 
nor are you in any danger from the presence of this simple 
maiden. Du Bois, I conclude, has told you all my peril ; I was 
pursued. Had tlie officers of justice found my daughter, the 
child of your persecuted leader, in this house, be sure of it, the 
discovery of you all would have followed as the certain 
consequence ; to satisfy their suspicion, that I lurked near her, 
they would have left a strong guard in this place. There was 
no way but to bring her to this chamber. To save you, and 
not to betray you, slie is here ; and now the signal is given, she 
shall retire, and intrude no longer." 

" The fiends of hell shall hold her first," exclaimed the man 
who had before spoken, " ere she goes from this place to tell 
what she has seen in it. No, no, John Lyon, we will trust yoUy 
but no prating wench, though she be your daughter." 

" Friends," replied John Lyon, willing to conciliate the 
murmuring assembly, " friends, I will answer for my daughter's 
silence with my own life. I solemnly pledge you my word, 
that she knows nothing of your councils, nor of mine; take 
heed, then, that you do not betray them yourselves — let the 
maiden pass." 

" She shall not pass," said the ruffian : " by all the saints of 
heaven, or devils in hell, I swear she shall not go hence to 
betray us. You have brought her here, and here she shall 
remain, till we are in action and secure.*' 

" No, no, she shall not pass," exclaimed a young man of the 
council ; " we will have no woman to spoil our work, with a 
curious eye and a busy tongue ; you pass not out, young mis- 
tress, except through my dagger's point." And with the^e 
words he placed himself between Anna and the door, and so 
violently seized her by the arm, that her mantle fell back in 
the struggle, and exhibited her pale, affrighted, but beautiful 
countenance, to the assembly. "She is a feir wench, this 
daughter of thine, John," continued the young man, who had 
placed himself as guard over the door ; " and if she is to be a 
prisoner in this chamber, I will even take the ward of her 
myself." 

" Wretch ! " exclaimed John Lyon, as he suddenly removed 
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Anna from her detainer's grasp, " unhand my child, — she is no 
mate for you ; and either give her present liberty, or I renounce 
you and your cause for ever : be the peril on your own head." 

The young man, to whom this speech was addressed, answered 
it by a scornful laugh, "Why, what canst thou do, John Lyon?" 
he said ; " desert us if thou wilt, ay, go raise the town, and yell 
of treason and traitors in the very ears of Lewis himself — he 
will but grant thee a precedency in hanging, if we but thrust 
thee out of these doors. I say it, and I swear it, thy girl is as 
pretty a wench as ever man need have to console him in such 
a dungeon as this cursed damp vault ; she shall abide in it, and 
in my keeping." 

At these words, John Lyon lost his temper, and endeavoured 
to assail with violence the insolent conspirator; he was pre- 
vented by the interference of Peter du Bois. The confusion 
now became general : Anna faintly implored for pity and mercy, 
and promised silence; Du Bois tried to pacify his uncle; all 
spoke, and no one listened, till the aged wretch, who looked 
like the image of Death just started from the grave, arose from 
his seat, stretched forth his bony hand, and exclaimed, in a 
voice whose shrill tones startled the ear upon which they grated, 
" Hear me ! hear me ! " The assembly looked towards him. 
" Hear me ! " repeated the living spectre. " Let John Lyon give 
in a thousand pieces of gold; let him add to it that circle of 
pearls that binds the maiden's locks, and what golden trinkets 
may be about her; make her swear upon the cross, the most 
blessed cross, to be secret, and let her go hence. Gold, pearls, 
and oaths made on sacred things, are of more security than her 
father's promises ; and we shall be rid of the charge of keeping 
and maintaining a damsel, who looks too frightened to tell 
tales." 

"Oh, take all I have," said Anna; "take, take the pearls, 
the gold, anything, so you but let me go." 

"Open the door," exclaimed John Lyon; **give us passage, 
or by the living God I swear, that the first man who opposes, 
shall taste the temper of this steel ; " he drew forth a dagger as 
he spoke : " my daughter shall give nothing ; my word is 
pledged for her silence ; who dares doubt it? do you, Amoul le 
Clerc, or you. La Nuitee 1 " 

The conspirators looked for a moment at each other, as if 
overawed by the authoritative tone and manner of their leader. 
John Lyon now stood near the door, supporting his almost 
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fainting child upon one arm, and holding in the other his 
hrandishcd dagger : no one had a mind to he the first person to 
try its temper; and John was known to he of a determined 
purpose. There was a momentary silence. The monk now 
advanced — **John Lyon,'* lie said, "hear me; I would speak 
with you and yonder maiden apart from the rest; my holy 
calling may command some respect. *' 

** Thy holy calling ! " said the young man, Amoul le Clerc, 
" ay, who would douht it ? thou art to lead stray souls to thy 
Master's house, and most of them will find their way through 
a road fiery enough, if they follow thee. But no women and 
priests caballing together; so, master secretary of the cowl and 
petticoat, stand back, and let all the assembly hear what you 
have to say." 

The monk darted an angry glance upon Amoul le Clerc, hut 
did not reply to him. "I know something of this maiden/' 
he said; *' I have often seen ker at the mass ; she is devout and 
fervent in her prayers ; I know how to secure her silence ; there 
shall be no need of threats. Here, damsel," he continued, turn- 
ing to Anna, " swear upon this cross (and your own father^s life 
be the bond of your fidelity), swear, that what you have this night 
seen or heard within this cljamber, shall never pass your lips to 
mortal creature ; swear by the Blessed Virgin ; kiss the cross." 

" Swear ! swear ! " repeated Du Bois eagerly to Anna, in a 
low voice ; " swear a dozen oaths if necessary, and we are safe, 
at the price of a little breath." 

Anna involuntarily shuddered at the idea, that she was thus 
to become sworn to keep secret the meetings of such a band of 
lawless rufl&ans ; but overcome with fear, and scarcely capable 
of utterance, she cast a timid look upon her father — that look 
sufl&ced. " Yes," she thought, " if I am free, I may yet save 
him ; " and eagerly kissing the cross that was extended t6 her, 
she repeated almost unconsciously the oath enjoined her by the 
monk, word for word, as he dictated. 

John Lyon and his daughter were then allowed to withdraw. 
Peter du Bois conducted them back to the chamber, bade 
Stalpert make such preparations as he could to accommodate 
them for the night, and hastened back to the council, which, he 
said, he must again attend ere they broke up, and make John 
Lyon's final peace with the assembly. 

Xo sooner was he gone than Anna threw herself before her 
father's feet, clasped his knees and sobbed aloud, and then 
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raising her eyes towards him, with outstretched hands, she 
conjured him, in the tenderest and most emphatic manner, to 
quit the dangerous, the dreadful society of those profligate and 
wretched men. 

** Anna," said her father, " I cannot speak of them to you : 
rememher your oath. They are not what you think Iheni. 
Although not fitting for the company of women, they are noble 
spirits, who would wager life for liberty and honour." 

" Eather say for rapine and plunder," replied Anna. " Oh, 
my father, can honour dwell with men who would, even but 
now, turn upon (what I shudder to think you call yourself) their 
leader. Of what worth can liberty be to those who would use 
it but to curse and brawl amongst themselves 1 Oh, my father, 
1 would peril my life if it could aid you. Let us leave all we 
have — ^let us fly together from this miserable city. I can work 
for you ; nay, I am not too proud, I could beg for you, so we 
were innocent. These hands shall labour for your daily bread, 
so you were safe in soul and body. Leave, then, this fatal 
place ; we will fly, this instant ; let me, let me save you." 

" You can, you shall save me," said John Lyon, who appeared 
greatly moved by his daughter's affectionate and impassioned 
address. " But flight would be madness ; the vengeance of 
Gilbert Matthew will leave no place of safety for' me ; I should 
be discovered, imprisoned, and led to death. For this night, 
perhaps, I am secure, by the officers having already searched the 
house ; but beyond this night, so help me heaven, I have no 
hope for one hour's safety, unless " 

" What ! my father," exclaim|d Anna ; " speak, oh speak ! 
do not torture me with this suspense." 

John advanced towards his daughter, took her hand, and 
essayed to speak, but suddenly casting it from him, he paced 
the room in considerable agitation, whilst his downcast looks 
had in them an expression of shame; he felt abashed, even 
before his own child, at the thoughts of what he was about to 
propose to her. At length he made an effort to overcome these 
last struggles of better feeling, and with a look of despair 
strongly imprinted upon every feature, he asked Anna " if she 
would do one act to save him from death 1 " 

** One act ! " said Anna, " oh, a thousand ! name it, but name 
it, and if it be only at the peril of my life — you gave me life, 
and it shall be spent to save you. I fear nothing. From God 
I received my spirit, and to him I will commit it." 
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" My child," replied John Lyon, " there is but one way, and 
that I cannot name to you ; you will think it dishonour, yet it 

will not be such — not actual dishonour — only In fine, 

the Earl of Flanders might by your means consent — that is, at 
your solicitation, he might be induced to grant me a free pardon, 
if " 

" If I would yield to his lawless pursuit," added Anna. "No, 
my father ; I can die with you, but never, never will I do an 
act that may save your body from peril to lose your immortal 
soul. You shall not give your child to guilt." 

** I will not — I mean it not," eagerly answered John Lyon ; 
" it is only this, Anna, I would ask of you, that you would 
solicit the Earl for me — that you would not vehemently reject 
his professions of affection — in short, that you would patiently 
listen to what Lewis may urge in behalf of his suit ; for, I fear, 
on no other terms would he grant the pardon." 

"What!" said Anna, "you would have me temporize 1 appear 
to encourage a disgraceful passion, which my very soul abhors. 
Oh, my fattier, is it not written in the Book of Life, that man 
shall do no ill that good may come of it? How then can I 
practise such deceit? How can I hold out hopes that I may 
become infamous, without the danger of falling into the very 
snare my own guile would spread for another. No — ^tlus I 
cannot do. But I will seek the Earl — I will boldly throw 
myself at his feet. For your sake, I would humble myself to 
the dust before him. I will beg his mercy for my father, and 
promise him the prayers, the blessing of a poor girl, as the only 
honest guerdon she can give in return for a father's life." 

"That would be useless," said John Lyon. "I know the 
Earl ; you shall not solicit him only to meet a denial. Farewell, 
Anna — all is over — it is needless to seek further concealment. 
Farewell for ever. When you shall hear the castle bell toll the 
death-note for your father's execution, you may be sorry — ^you 
may lament, perhaps, that you had wanted but a little patience 
to hear a tale every court gallant repeats to a fair maid, and no 
harm done. It is but so. Farewell." 

"Stay, stay. Oh, whither do you go, my father?" cried 
Anna, distractedly. 

" To yield myself to justice," replied John. " This, perhaps, 
may save me from the wheel; an axe is a sharp, but a less 
painful death." 

" Stay — do not go," exclaimed Anna ; " the wheel 1 the axe ! 
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Oh, go not — ^go not ; " and her voice sounded loud and shrill from 
the agony she felt, as she rushed forward and hung upon her 
father's mantle. " No," she continued, " I will not spill your 
blood, I will not be the murderer of my father. I will do all you 
wish — yes, I will kneel to the Earl, and bid him kill me — in 
pity kill me. I will hear all his love, and save you, save you." 

John Lyon folded his daughter in his arms, whilst a tear of 
parental affection bedewed his cheek ; and so contradictory are 
the feelings and wishes of the human mind, that at this moment^ 
he almost repented the arts, and the terrific arguments, he had 
used to wring from her a compliance to adopt measures for his 
safety, which her own ingenuous character abhorred. 

The voice of nature spoke loudly within his bosom, but that 
bosom was too cold, too selfish, to yield implicitly to its dictates. 
John had succeeded in his efforts to work on the mind of Anna, 
and he now endeavoured to console himself, and to quiet his 
own conscience, with the hope that no ultimate ruin would fall 
upon his daughter. " For after all,*' thought he, ** it is but to 
amuse the Earl with a few hopes for the present — my life will 
be preserved till we are ripe for action, and then will I take such 
a revenge on Lewis de Male, that he shall no longer rule in Ghent 
or Flanders — but his life — I will endeavour to spare his life 
when that hour comes, if he now grants mine." 

Such were the reflections of John Lyon, as he slowly paced 
the room, for Anna, exhausted by the late scenes she had 
witnessed, and distracted with the contest of violent and con- 
flicting feelings, had sunk into a chair, where she sat like a 
statue of monumental sorrow — so still, so mute, so motionless 
was her whole aspect and demeanour. The contest was past — 
she had resolved to comply, and a deep feeling of melancholy, 
which accompanied the settled purpose of her mind, had now 
succeeded to the violence of her former emotions. 

Peter du Bois at length returned, and Anna, who could not 
bear to converse upon the purpose she was the next day to 
put in practice, was glad to retire to a chamber in the hope to 
obtain some rest. She took leave of her father and of her 
cousin for the night, received the blessing of the former, and, 
retiring, left them to their secret counsels. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

When Anna retired to the chamber that had been allotted to 
her in the house of Peter du Bois, she threw herself upon her 
knees, and fervently prayed to heaven to grant her that support 
and protection so necessary for her in this most painful time 
of trouble and distress. The fervour of devotion, whilst it 
animated her trust in Providence, and elevated her feelings 
beyond the anxieties of this world, gave her courage to under^ 
take, and patience to endure, the difficulties with which her 
situation was surrounded. She arose from her devotions in a 
calmer and a firmer frame of mind than she had yet experienced 
since the 'events of the day ; and before she retired to her bed^ 
she determined to consider in what manner it would be most 
advisable to execute her plan of soliciting from the Earl of 
Flanders a pardon for her father. 

She knew well how vehemently Lewis de Male had expressed 
his affection for her, that, but for state reasons, he would have 
married her; and when this became incompatible with the 
prince, he had still pressed his suit as the lover. She also 
knew that her father's having discountenanced these lawless 
addresses was the primary cause of the ruin that had fallen 
upon him, and that Gilbert Matthew had only seized upon a 
favourable opportunity to complete the work. Gilbert was the 
determined * enemy both of her father and of herself, since he, 
too, was a rejected suitor ; and she had cause to believe that he 
had so far poisoned the mind of the haughty Countess of Artois, 
as to make her think that Anna fostered the passion of her son, 
in the hope to use the influence love might give her over his 
feelings, and induce him to marry her. This was a suspicion 
false as it was painful. Anna, therefore, was aware that how- 
ever innocently she might now renew her acquaint-ance with 
the Earl, merely to solicit her father's pardon, such an act on 
her part would be liable to the most cruel misconstruction, 
should it become known to the Countess of Artois, and that 
Gilbert would rejoice in such an opportunity to blacken her 
fame and to work her ruin. 

The Earl of Flanders, she endeavoured to persuade herself, 
was the person she had the least to fear in the court, for 
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although a prince, who, like most princes of his time, indulged 
in the profligacy of unlawful pleasures, yet she knew there was 
in his character a considerable share of chivalrous feeling. Still 
she was certain the Earl deeply resented her father's interference 
in this unhappy business; and she could neither flatter nor 
deceive her own mind with the expectation that Lewis would 
grant a pardon on any consideration, unless he was allowed to 
hope for some ultimate success in her affections. 

These were melancholy and terrible reflections, for she now 
remembered that she had heard that the Earl was become 
more profligate in his manners, and it was evident, by all that 
had happened, that no lingering feeling of pity for herself had 
cheqked Lewis's desire to injure her father. 

Yet her father's life, his very life, was at stake ; and Anna, 
too, hoped that should she succeed in obtaining this pardon, 
she might be able to withdraw him from an intercourse with 
those wretches, in whose association she was convinced there 
must be danger, guilt, and ruin. This last thought operated 
strongly upon her mind, and she resolved, cost what it would 
to her own feelings, that she would attempt all to save him 
from such a vortex of wickedness ; for, however ignorant Anna 
might be of the world, she had both seen and heard enough 
this night to be convinced the desperate men thus assembled 
could be only concerned in some evil plans against their 
country, and its existing government. 

Her mind distracted by these rieflections, prevented her 
desire to seek immediate repose, and walking towards the 
window of her apartment, she threw open the casement, in 
the hope to revive her sinking spirits. It was now past 
midnight. The moon rode high in the heavens, keeping on 
her tranquil course amidst thousands of glittering fires; and 
the milky way shone like a veil of brightest silver upon the 
deep blue ether. All was hushed and still, and the lofty 
spires of the churches and convents in Ghent looked, as they 
were illumined by the radiant light that streamed upon them, 
like marble of the whitest hue. 

Anna (whose mind was finely sensible to the poetic and 
religious feelings which a view of nature is so capable of 
inspiring) felt at this moment all their effects ; her heart 
responded to the harmony without, for it was innocent; no 
guilty act, no base passions, had in her breast blunted that 
lively sensibility towards God and his created works, which is 
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too often destroyed in the bosom where worldly and degenerate 
feelings rule. 

Anna soon retired from the window, closed the casement, 
and prepared to take some rest ; yet as she slowly took off her 
apparel, and unbraided her tresses, her mind continued to 
dwell upon the subject nearest to her heart, and more than 
once di(l she think upon Henry de Cassel. What would be 
liis opinion of her should he find that she had sought the Earlf 
These thoughts she endeavoured to dismiss as busy intruders, 
that were likely to interfere with what she deemed to be her 
duty. 

Still anxious to serve her father, and yet to preserve as 
much as possible the native sincerity of her character, an idea 
struck her that slie hoped would prove favourable to the 
virtuous feelings with which she should solicit her father's 
parvlon. "Yes," said Anna, "I will solicit the Earl as he 
passes into the cathedral to attend the mass; that will be a 
proper time to beg a father's life ; for however profligate Lewis 
may be, the sanctity of the place, the office in which he is about 
to engage, they may, they must inspire him with some pure, 
some holy feelings. He cannot, he would not dare allow his 
own guilty passion to obtrude itself in such a place. It is at 
the cathedral, then, I will meet him. Yet I must be cautious ; 
the Countess of Artois often accompanies her son to mass, and 
should she or Gilbert Matthew recognize me, it may ruin alL 
What must I do then?" 

Anna mused for a moment, and stood motionless, holding s 
long braid of her fair hair in her hand, whilst the total 
abstraction of her mind had interrupted the occupation of the 
toilet. ** Yes, there is one way : I will muffle myself in my 
mantle, and cast a veil about my head ; I will mingle with the 
crowd of mendicants who surround the church door to receive 
an alms of the Earl as he enters ; and when he stretches out 
his hand to give me an alms, I will then put into it a paper 
that shall move him to grant my father's life. It shall be so ; I 
will write the paper before I rest." 

Anna again threw on a part of the apparel which she had 
taken off, sat down, and prepared for her task. She wrote 
slowly, for, thouj:;h well educated for her time, she was little 
accustomed to the art of composition, so that at the best she 
was but an indifferent writer. She indited two or three papers, 
which she successively tore up, but at length she wrote a short 
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petition to the Earl, in which she asserted, with truth, that her 
father had not intentionally occasioned the death of Gilhert 
Matthew's kinsman. She begged the Earl, therefore, to grant 
him a free pardon, with all the energy filial piety could dictate, 
and with all the eloquence of Christian feeling. 

Satisfied in some degree with her own plans and intentions, 
Anna retired to her bed, and, notwithstanding the anxious 
state of her mind, exhausted by the hurry and troubles of the 
day, soon found those tranquil slumbers which are the peculiar 
blessing of health and innocence — "that peace which passeth 
all understanding, and which the world can neither give nor 
take away." 



CHAPTEE VIII. 



When Anna arose the next morning, she prepared with a 
beating heart to put her plan in execution; and having only 
communicated it in part to her father, lest he should oppose 
a project of whose success she entertained the most flattering 
hope, she bade him farewell, concealed her person as well as 
she was able, by drawing her mantle of black silk close about 
her, threw a white veil over her head, and set out on her way 
to St. Bavon, in order that she might place herself at the door 
of the cathedral, to be near the Earl as he passed in to the mass. 
It would be needless to say with how much anxiety, with how 
many hopes and fears, the interval (between her taking her 
station at the door and the arrival of the Earl) was filled up. 

At length she heard the sounds of minstrelsy; and the 
movement of the crowd, which the public attendance of Lewis 
at the mass never failed to collect, assured her that he was 
actually coming towards the church. Anna now drew as near 
as possible to the space which was kept free by his attendants 
for his entrance, and exerted all her efforts to avoid being 
forced back by the mendicants, who were eager to catch the 
eye of the Earl, in order to solicit an alms. Some of these 
people were real objects of charity, and others only used poverty 
as an excuse for idleness and vice. The most bold and 
importunate held in their hands a small brass box, with a slit 
in the lid, in order to drop into it whatever eleemosynary 
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donations they might receive. And their nsoal method of 
calling upon the charity of a passenger, was by shaking and 
rattling their boxes as he passed along, sometimes accompanying 
the action with a blessing, or a demand on his purse ; or at 
others, without a hint being given, save by the action itself — a 
practice still in use amongst Flemish mendicants even of the 
present time. 

The music drew nearer and nearer ; and the minstrels that 
preceded the Earl, with many of his household, passed directly 
into the cathedi-al, where the former continued playing their 
sprightly airs, within the walls of the sacred edifice itself. 

The Earl approached; and Anna was grieved to observe 
that his mother, Margaret, Countess of Artois, was leaning 
upon his arm, and on the same side of the pathway where she 
had taken her station. Gilbert Matthew too, she remarked, 
followed in the rear ; and near him walked a person who wore 
a hood, and not the chaperon, so put on as to shade the face 
from observation. Who this man was, she could not see ; but 
the proximity of his station to Gilbert in the proce.'^sion, in- 
duced her to believe he must be one of his seven brothers ; fo? 
the family of the Matthetirs kept much together, both in public 
and in private. Sir Roger d'Auterme, the high baiUff of 
Ghent, was also in the retinue, with his nephew, Oliver, and 
John de Faucille. 

Whilst Anna cast her eyes upon the Earl, as he slowly 
advanced, a flattering hope stole into her bosom thnt she should 
succeed in the object of her petition, for the countenance of the 
Lord Lewis of Flanders wore an expression calculated to inspire 
hope in a suppliant, since the dignity of the prince was blended 
with an air of kindness and affability. Perhaps too, Anna's 
anxious hopes to find him all she wished, assisted the favourable 
view in which he now appeared to her. 

His step was unaffected, though slow and majestic, and he 
returned the greetings of the crowd with manly courtesy : whilst 
his tall and noble figure (attired in a suit of blue velvet, em- 
broidered with gold, decorated with jewels, and surmounted by 
a rich mantle lined with ermine) attracted the admiration of all 
beholders. 

The Countess leaned upon the arm of her son ; her features 
were of the same handsome contour, and, from their regularity, 
retained some claims to beauty; yet there was a repelling, a 
haughty character, in her aspect, that destroyed the favourable 
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effect the courtesy of her manners would otherwise have pro- 
duced. She condescended to return the respectful greetings of 
the people, but in doing so the expression of her countenance 
showed she felt it to be a condescension, and neither the sight 
of age, poverty, sickness, nor innocence, could unbend her brow, 
or create one kindly look of sympathy or feeling. Her alms 
she bestowed as a thing she did not value herself, nor heeded 
the benefit they might afford to others. She coldly scattered 
them around her, indiscriminately, from the almonier that hung 
suspended from her girdle, as children would throw away a 
handful of pebbles, about which they care nothing. Her full and 
intelligent eyes glanced everywhere around, but fixed nowhere 
with any expression of interest. Her attire was magnificent ; it 
shone with jewels and embroidery; her hanging sleeves fell 
almost to the ground, whilst the train of the crimson velvet 
mantle was supported by a young page. Her forehead, smooth 
and white, was bound by a circle or coronet of jewels, placed 
above a coverchief of the finest silver tissue. 

As the Earl advanced along the space that was cleared for 
him by the chamberlains and marshals, he every now and then 
stopped, whilst, with more grace and good-nature than was ex- 
hibited by his mother, he dispensed an alms to some aged or 
suffering mendicant, a custom usual with princes when they 
passed on to attend the public mass. 

"He is} drawing near,'* thought Anna; "oh if I could but 
catch his eye ! I will cry largesse — and then I will slip the 
paper into his hand as he gives me an alms. But he sees me 
not ; oh that I could but catch his eye ! I will venture to step 
beyond the line ; if it is but a little, he must see me." 

She did so; and the quick glance of the Earl was instantly 
arrested, and turned upon her alone. Her dress, although plain, 
and even homely, was not that of a mendicant ; and notwith- 
standing her mantle wrapped close about her, and the veil that 
covered her face, there was a grace in the figure of Anna, which, 
like that found in those models of beauty, the statues of anti- 
quity, showed itself, however covered it might be with drapery. 
The arm too, which she extended (as she held the paper, ready 
to be presented, in her hand), was finely turned, and delicately 
white. These observations in a moment attracted an eye like 
that of Lewis de Male, critically nice in beauty. His curiosity 
was excited ; there was something altogether extraordinary in 
the circumstance. 

VOL. I. F 
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"This/' said the Earl, as he turned and addressed Gilbert 
Matthew, who was now near him, ''this is the strangest^ and 
I will warrant the fairest, beggar that ever yet asked an alms. 
She may, too, be the most unfortunate of all mendicants, perhaps 
a distressed gentlewoman ; I will give her gold." 

"Or, perhaps," replied Gilbert, "she may be some artful 
wanton, who displays her white hand, and a decent mantle, to 
excite curiosity, and a new kind of sympathy, since rags, the 
proper habiliments of alms-takers, are now too common to nuse 
much pity." 

'* Be she what she may," said the Earl, " she shall not extend 
that pretty arm to me in vain ; nay, I will speak to her." 

As Lewis advanced a few paces to do so, the gold piece of 
coin, designed for Anna, glittered in his hand, and at tiie yery 
moment he was about to speak to her, an aged woman, of a 
wretched and haggard countenance (in which an expression of 
frenzy seemed to contend with that of malice for pre-eminence)^ 
who was habited with nothing remarkable, save & white hood 
about her heiid, rushed before Anna, and rudely thrust her back, 
as she exclaimed aloud to Lewis de Male, " To me, to me — ^the 
gold to me, not to yon muffled trickster ! " 

Anna, alarmed, shrunk back in the crowd, and the Earl, inr 
censed and disappointed at the probability of losing sight of her 
in the press, pushed back the hag with some violence, as he 
exclaimed — ** Hence, thou cursed white hood! how darest thou 
to interfere 1 " 

" Curse not the white hood, curse it not, proud Earl," replied 
the aged woman, -with the utmost audacity ; " take heed, Lewis, 
take heed — no man, be he prince or beggar, shall ban me unre- 
quited : hark thee, thy curse shall fall upon thyself ; and mark 
my words," she continued, as she stretched forth her dry and 
shrivelled arm, bent it, and pointed with her finger to her head; 
" the white hood thou hast this day cursed shall cover thine own 
head with confusion. Eemember it is I who say it — farewell." 

" My son,*' said the Countess of Artois to the Earl, in a low 
and agitated voice, ** my son, give her the gold. It is Ursula j 
give her gold." 

** Give her gold ! " replied the Earl ; "the wretched old crone 
— I will give her nothing but the cucking-stool or the stocks ; 
her tricks prevail not with me." 

" Stop her then," cried a young man of Lewis's train ; " stop 
her ; she has publicly insulted our prince." 
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" She is some madwoman/* observed Gilbert Matthew. " Better 
let her pass ; she is not worth notice." 

" It is Ursula," again repeated the Countess of Artois. " I 
would, my son, that you had given her the gold; her curses 
never fall in vain— she is most powerful — she is a sorceress." 

" Say rather a cheat, mother," replied the Earl. " Notwith- 
standing the edict, Ghent still harbours many such hags and 
witches. A curse upon her tongue, she has afErighted away 
that poor girL I would have relieved her but for the old white 
hood*s brawling, and now I do not see her in the crowd. Did 
you mark which way she went, Gilbert 1 " 

" No, my lord,'* answered the new deacon of the pilots; ** I 
only saw her shrink back when the old woman thrust herself 
before you : the girl seemed frightened,' and perhaps is gone." 

"It is most likely," answered the Earl. **Let us forward to 
the mass." 

Whilst this brief conversation passed, the woman with the 
white hood had retired sulkily from the press. As she went on, 
no one dared to stop her. Indeed all made way for her, as they 
would for a being whose will no one cared to cross, since, in fact, 
she was looked upon by the multitude as a creature possessed of 
powers and knowledge more than human. Anna also had 
retired ; for when she heard the hag denounce her as a * muffled 
trickster! she felt so alarmed lest a discovery should be the 
consequence, that abandoning her purpose of presenting the 
letter to the Earl at the chureh door, she immediately shrunk 
back, and endeavoured to make her way thr9Ugh the crowd; 
but her escape could not be so easily accomplished as that of 
Ursula, since no one feared Anna, therefore no one made way 
for her; and in struggling to free herself from the press, her 
veil caught, and was pulled off her head. She regained it as 
speedily as possible, and replaced it, but not till many eyes had 
thus obtained an opportunity of gazing on her, and of calling up 
a crimson flood into her cheeks. 

After this accident, Anna felt still more eager to escape ; she 
again struggled to pass the crowd, and just as she was on the 
point of succeeding, some one came softly behind her, laid a 
hand gently upon her shoulder, and whispered in her ear, " Take 
no notice of me — do not look round for the world, but go into 
the cathedral — pass to the Lady Chapel — stay there till I come. 
I will help you." The astonishment of Anna was only equalled 
by her agitation, for she knew too well the slightest accents of 
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the voice of Henry do Cassel, to be deceived in thinldng these 
■words had been uttered by him. 

Anna's spirits were now so much weakened by a succeasion of 
alarms, that the least thing filled her with nervous apprehension, 
even Henry's sudden presence made her tremble, yet she obeyed 
him, and forbore to look back ; but she could not help fancying, 
by the movement of the crowd about her, that they made way 
for him readily enough, although they had not stirred an inch 
to accommodate herself. She now waited a short time, almost 
without moving from the spot where Henry had thus mysteri- 
ously addressed her. At length, i)erceiving the mob dispersing 
in all directions, she ventured to steal into the cathedral, by 
a side door of one of the aisles, and made her way into the 
Lady ChapeL 

The Lady Chapel was a small lateral building dedicated to 
the Virgin Mary, decorated with a profusion of the finest Grothic 
carvings, paintings, and devices ; and the altar was literally 
covered with the rich offerings of devotees to her shrine. Anna 
devoutly kneeled before the image of the Holy Virgin, that 
stood, in sculptured pomp and jewelled splendour, within a 
niche above the altar, and, aft^r repeating an Ave Maria, she 
sunk upon a cushion, anxiously to await the arrival of Henry ; 
but how ho could possibly assist her, or how he should even 
guess his assistance could be wanting, seemed to her inexplicable 
mysteries. 

She was not, however, long kept in suspense, for Henry soon 
appeared, and closing the door of the little chapel with some 
caution as he entered, he greeted her with the warmest burst of 
impassioned feeling — ^indeed, he seemed not to think for what 
purpose he came thither, and to forget all in the remembrance 
that he was near her. 

Anna at length fixed her eyes imploringly upon him, and 
conjured him to lose no time in affording her the promised 
assistance ; "for you seem," added she, " to know something of 
what now presses so much on my mind.*' 

" I have heard much, indeed, Anna," replied Henry, " since 
I saw you last night; for on my return to the hotel of the Moon, 
I there learnt the fatal effects of the fray with the Matthews, 
and that your father's life was in the utmost peril I knew joxL 
to-day, in spite of your mantle and veil ; for remember, Anna, 
how often you have worn that simple dress in the woods of St. 
Omer. I observed, too, a paper in your hand; and saw that 
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you wished to present it to the Earl of Flanders. I could easily 
then guess upon what subject you would solicit him, when I 
knew that justice was arrayed against your father's life." 

" And where, then, were youT'' inquired Anna. " I saw you 
not. But, Holy Virgin ! how changed, Henry, is your attire ! 
Are you, too, of the court 1 " 

" I have been there to-day," replied Henry, "and followed in 
my lord's train to the cathedral. But come, let us speak of your 
business, that is more important — and I dare not stay. Tell me, 
would you wish to solicit the Earl for your father's pardon — to 
free him from the consequences of this charge of murder 1 " 

" It is the first wish of my soul to obtain his pardon," said 
Anna ; " but I was disappointed in my plan ; and should the 
Countess of Artois or Gilbert Matthew discover me within the 
palace, before I could see the Earl, they would ruin my chance 
of success, and drive me thence with scorn." 

" They shall do neither," answered Henry. ** I can and will 
serve you. You shall see the Earl in safety to yourself. But," 
he added, with considerable emotion, " but I know too well the 
Earl's former disgraceful passion for you, not to fear this inter- 
view. Anna! your virtue I can trust, but not your experience. 
You know nothing of the arts of men when they abandon 
principle for profligacy. You — young, innocent, and beautiful, 
trusting others, as you are youraelf worthy to be trusted — I 
tremble when I think into what dangers, what deceptions, nay, 
what temptations, you may fall. Lewis de Male is vehement in 
all his feelings : I fear the sight of you will awake his slumber- 
ing passion ; but I conjure you, let not even your father's safety 
induce you to listen to his vows of love." 

" I will not," said Anna, " I will not encourage them." 

** You must not hear them," replied Henry ; "for should you 
but listen to his protestations, he may hope hereafter' to win you 
on his own terms ; and should he do so, be sure of it, ruin and 
misery must overwhelm both you and me. The vengeance of 
Lewis would be fearful, as his power is absolute. Take no 
token from him, promise him nothing, or at least nothing but 
gratitude, in requital for your father's life. Eemember my 
words. May God prosper you ! " 

Anna was so overcome by the subject of this address, which 
kept pace with her own fears, that she could only faintly answer, 
" she would be prudent;" for the scene of the previous night 
(that had so acted upon her feelings as to determine her at all 
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events to obtain her father's pardon, in the hope to win him 
from his associates) she was sworn to keep secret. 

Honry then drew a ring from his finger, placed it npon one 
of hers, and directed her to proceed to the Earl's palace of 
Andrighien as soon as the mass should he over. ^* Go/' said he, 
" to the garden entrance towards the south ; the warder of that 
entrance is well known to me, indeed he is in some measure 
indebted to mo. Show him that ring, he will know it for mine, 
and bid him conduct you whci'e you may obtain a private 
audience of the Earl. Go thither one hour after the mass ; do 
simply what I tell you, but hold no discourse with the warder. 
Show him but the ring ; and in the mean time I will endeavour 
to apprise him of your coming, and instruct him what to do. 
Farewell, my beloved Anna! I must leave you. Bemember 
my counsel — one hour after mass. Adieu ! I shall see you 
again when you least exj^)ect me." 

Anna promised to observe all his directions, bade him farewell, 
and resumed her station in the Lady Chapel, thinking it better 
to continue there till the mass was over, as she should be less 
observed in her way to Andrighien, when the crowd had entirely 
dispersed. 



CHAPTER IX. 




When the great bell of St. Bavon struck the hour that was to 
be the signal of Anna's departure for the palace of Andrighien, 
she started from her seat, quitted the Lady Chapel, and set out 
upon her way, avoiding as much as possible the most public 
streets in her passage through Ghent, and at length passed the 
city gates without meeting any interruption. 

The new and beautiful palace of Andrighien, which Lewis de 
Male had erected at an immense cost, stood about one mile 
distant from the walls of Ghent, in the midst of a fertile, though 
flat country, and surrounded by delightful pleasure-grounds 
and gardens. It was here the Earl had chiefly resided since 
the death of his wife, and it was here that he was frequently 
visited by his mother the Countess of Artois, whose superior 
abilities for state matters and state intrigues, induced her to keep 
a wary eye upon her less politic son, over whom she still retained 
a power and an authority Lewis had vainly endeavoured to shake 
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ofif ; for the wisdom of her counsels, and the decision of her 
conduct, had really been of the utmost service to him in moments 
of emergency. His mother was also Countess of Artois in her 
own right, with the privilege to bestow that county upon 
whomsoever she pleased at her death. She had considerable 
influence at the court of France, and could command the Duke 
of Burgundy in almost any matter connected with her son's 
interest or her own, since, by her means, the Duke had espoused 
the only child of Lewis de Male by his deceased Countess, a 
girl of fourteen years of age. 

The Earl himself had been married, for reasons of state policy, 
when very young, so that he had become a widower, and his 
only child a wife, when he was but thirty-six years old. 

Anna implicitly obeyed the directions of Henry de Cassel, and 
bent her steps towards the south entrance of the palace garden, 
where a tower which flanked a part of the boundary walls was 
inhabited by the warder. Anna, upon showing him the ring, 
obtained instant admittance, and requesting him to afford her 
the means of a private interview with the EarL Whilst she 
made this request she blushed, ashamed to express her desire for. 
an interview liable to the most cruel misconstruction. 

Yet at the sight of the ring, the warder addressed her with 
the most marked respect, and said that the Earl usually walked in 
the garden about noon, and if she would place herself in a little 
Gothic pleasure-house which stood near the tower, he doubted not 
she would have an opportunity of seeing him alone. 

"But," said Anna, in a hesitating manner, "may not the 
Countess come with him, or Gilbert Matthew 1 or " 

" No," replied the warder, '*not this morning, for neither the 
Countess nor Gilbert are yet returned from the city, and I saw 
my lord in the garden but now, alone, after parting with 
his kinsman, Sir "Walter d*Anghien ; besides,*' continued the 
warder, ** when the Lord Lewis passes my post, I will tell him 
that a fair lady awaits to see him in the pleasure-house, and at 
such a hearing he will not delay to go to it." 

Anna again blushed, but forbore to make any farther inquiry, 
for she remembered the injunctions of Henry, to avoid discours- 
ing with the warder ; and beyond what seemed necessary to be 
said, the man himself appeared to be as little disposed to com- 
municate with her. She followed him, therefore, in silence to 
the pleasure-house, where the Earl delighted to pass his private 
hours, and where he occasionally cultivated talents which, but 



72 THE WHITE HDODS. 

for his profligate manners, would have reflected honour upon his 
country. 

The pleasure-house was admirably adapted as a place for 
study, for it stood sequestered, surrounded by trees, and a small 
stream ran near it, whose low murmurs were calculated to soothe 
and compose the mind. In the apartment where Anna was 
conducted, she observed several manuscripts, and writing 
materials, with loose parchments and papers, that lay scattered 
upon a table in the centre of the room. 

A blue velvet mantle, lined with ermine, was carelessly lying 
upon a chair: it seemed by this circumstance that the Earl 
had already been in the room, and, most probably, for the day 
was sultry, had cast off the mantle of state in which he appeared 
at the mass. Anna paused to think in what manner she should 
address him, and as her mind was thus engaged, she drew from 
her bosom the paper she had intended to present that morning, 
and re-perused the contents; thinking perhaps she had better 
give it to the Earl at once, and thus spare herself the pain of 
first breaking the subject to him by words. 

Whilst Anna was thus absorbed in thought, holding the paper 
with her eyes fixed upon it, the door opened, and Lewis de Male 
suddenly stood before her. Abashed, affrighted, and surprised, 
Anna lost her presence of mind, and letting fall the 'paper, she 
clasped her hands together, and cast a wild and disordered glance 
upon the Earl ; still too much agitated to speak, she sank upon 
her knees before him, and could only, in a supplicating manner, 
look up in his face. 

" Anna ! " said Lewis. " Rise, fairest Anna, and tell me, I 
beseech you, what chance has brought hither the daughter of 
John Lyon ! " 

** She is here to implore you that she may still be a daughter," 
replied Anna, trembling as she spoke, ** and not the orphan of a 
beloved father. Oh, my lord, if ever you hope to enjoy peace 
on earth, or happiness in heaven, read over this paper." (She 
took it from the ground and ofiFered it to Lewis.) " I — I wrote 
it, but I am now too much agitated to plead, as I would do, my 
own cause ; read, then — read the paper." 

There was such an energy in the manner in which Anna urged 
her request, such an agonized anxiety depicted in her counten- 
ance, that Lewis could not refuse her ; he took the paper from 
her hand in silence, and immediately read it with attention. 

" Is this really so 1 " said he. " Was John Lyon, then, but 
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the involuntary agent of this man's death? I was told 
otherwise." 

" Oh, it was false ! most false ! whoever told you so/' replied 
Anna. " My father is innocent. You can, my lord — oh, you 
will — you will save his life." 

" And how, Anna," answered the Earl, " how can I save a 
man who has injured me in the tenderest point ; who has with- 
drawn from my court, and secreted f;rom my view, the treasure, 
the joy, of my life — yourself, Anna 1 '* 

" My lord," said the trembling girl, as she blushed deeply, 
" do not, I conjure you, blame my father. In what he did, it 
was to comply with my request ! and oh ! forgive me when I 
say . that in justice you cannot blame him ; he but disobeyed 
your commands as an earthly prince, to observe those of the 
King of Heaven." 

** And what," said the Earl, " what am I now to hope, if I 
grant this pardon?" 

"Eor the prayers," answered Anna, **of her you will have 
saved from the sorrows of the fatherless — prayers that never 
knocked at Heaven's gate in vain — ^the gratitude, the heartfelt 
gratitude, of one who will daily bless your name ; and as she 
begs Heaven's choicest gifts to fall upon your head, will think of 
her prince as the guardian and the father of his people." 

"And will return the obligation," replied Lewis, "by shunning 
the presence of that prince who adores her, even as she would 
shun the society of the lowest and most worthless vassal of his 
dominions. No, Anna, your father has deceived me once, but 
he shall never do so more. If my passion is hateful to you, you 
have to thank him for its birth. It was your father who tirst 
brought you to me ; it was your father who fanned the infant 
flame with hope ; he did so to gratify a vain ambition, and now 
he must suffer, or you must abide its consequence." 

" Is there no other way 1 " said Anna, greatly distressed. 
Sinking again upon her knees, she caught his hand, and with a 
mixture of boldness and tender feeling in her manner, spoke to 
him, not with that distance she would observe to the prince, but 
as calling upon the pity of a fellow-creature : " Oh my lord, say 
not thus ! do not violate the filial piety of a daughter, by 
making a thing so holy the instrument of guilt, lest it fall with 
bitter retribution on your own head ; you are yourself a father ; 
think but upon that, and nature, who never pleads in vain, will 
speak to your heart, and teU you, that however human frailty 
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may err in seeking the good of a child, the error shonld be 
looked upon with mercy." 

** Yoiir father has deserved to die," said the Earl, " for he has 
deceived me : yet for your sake, Anna, I would do much ; I 
would liave done all that man can do for woman's love; I 
would have married you, but for that curse which binds princes 
to wed for state occasions." 

" My lord," replied Anna, modestly, " such a marriage would 
have been beyond my desires or my degree. The circle of high- 
born honour would be as unseemly upon the brows of a poor 
burgher's daughter, as to call her wife would be beneath the 
dignity of a prince. I could never have been your equal, my 
lord, how then could I have been chosen to become your wife! 
I should but have disgraced the mantle of state by my homely 
bearing." • 

" You would have honoured it by your beauty and your 
worth," replied the Earl ; ** but that cannot be. Hear me, 
Anna; as a prince, as a judge, your father's life is in my absolute 
power. You are also in my power, for did I need a pretext td 
detain you, the law of Ghent would give it me — ^I could find 
it, by holding you as the near kindred of a man so charged, and 
so suspected. But know, I will not stoop to force; it is that 
heart, that mind, I value in you — ^it is there I woiild gain an 
interest, and by your own free will. "Without your heart to 
accompany the gift, you, Anna, would be of little worth to 
Lewis." 

" And of still less with it," replied Anna, " when that heart 
became corrupted. Oh, do not, my prince, so far debase your 
noble nature, to use the power you hold but as God's steward 
here on earth, to abuse a simple maiden. Here," added Anna, 
and she went towards the table, and took up a blank paper that 
lay upon it; "here, my lord, do an act of mercy — ^write but 
your gracious pardon for my father, and every word shall find 
its register in heaven to bless you." 

The Earl hesitated — ^he walked towards the table, and laid 
his hand upon the paper : whilst Anna, exulting in the hopes 
which this action gave her, her cheeks flushed, her hands pressed 
together in all the breathless anxiety of suspended expectation, 
stood mute and motionless. The Earl looked upon her, and, 
struck by the matchless beauty of her countenance (now ani- 
mated by every feeling of her soul, through the anxious circum- 
stances of her fate), he could not resist the moment of temptation. 
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He ceased, therefore, to make the effort, and his better purpose 
entirely forsook him. 

" No, Anna," he exclaimed, " no, on one condition only will I 
grant the pardon. It is, that you will see me — that you will hear 
me — that I may hope to gain by my devoted love some place in 
your affections. Do this — give me but the slightest hope, and 
your father lives. And that you really do so, accept some token 
of my love. Here,'* added the Earl, as he drew a magnificent 
chain of massive gold (the same manufactured by the master of the 
goldsmiths) from his neck, " wear this, my Anna ; it was designed 
as a gift to a dear kinsman. Sir Walter d*Anghien, but no one 
can be so dear to Lewis as yourself. Wear it, and let me hope." 

Anna, who stood like one pursued to the verge of a precipice, 
who fears alike to go forward or to draw back, dreaded to incense 
the Earl by a violent opposition to his wishes, and yet she could 
not so far dissemble as to give her assent to the proposal To 
accept the token would be to encourage Lewis's hopes ; she 
endeavoured, therefore, and in her case it was a pardonable sub- 
terfuge, to waive the proposal altogether. **My lord," she said, 
" I dare not wear the token : think how fatal to me might be 
the consequence, should the Countess of Artois view your gift 
upon my neck. She would know again a thing so precious, and 
that it must have come from you." 

Even the Earl appeared for a "moment embarrassed by this 
objection, for he really feared his mother : " She need not know 
it," replied he ; " you may say the chain was the gift of the old 
rich Baroness, who loved you so well, and quitted our court to 
end her days as a nun." 

" No, my lord," replied Anna, " I cannot so dissimulate. I 
cannot take the token ; for if I did the world would know it to 
be yours." 

" Nay, but you shall," said the Earl ; " I will fear no mother, 
either for you or for myself. I will act frieely, in spite of the 
Countess of Artois. Mark me, Anna, I will not now urge you 
to speak all I could wish to hear. Only be silent, and I will 
fancy your very silence favourable to my hopes. Wear that 
token, and as long as it hangs about your neck, I will continue 
to hope for the future ; it shall be the sign of a compact between 
us ; and I will grant the pardon." 

**No, my lord, no," eagerly cried Anna, "I cannot; I will not 
even silently assent to my own shame ; never will I do so ; keep 
your gift and leave me innocent." 
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" Ay, and fatherless," replied the artful Lewis. *' Adieu, 
Anna ! our conference is ended. The provost-marshal is already 
in possession of the warrant to authorize your father's death the 
moment he is taken. Gilbert ^latthew procured it last night, 
ere search was made for him." 

The Earl turned to depart. Anna rushed between him and 
the door, and seizing him by his vest, as her countenance changed 
to ashy whiteness, she exclaimed, in a voice of agony, " Stay ! 
yet stay ! grant me the pardon, and I will wear the token." 
Lewis eagerly assisted her to rise, pressed her in his embrace, 
and threw the chain of gold about her neck. ** But oh ! " she 
added, as she looked upon it, ** how gladly would I exchange 
these golden links, for chains of iron, in the deepest dungeon, 
so I might save my father, and yet " 

" Peace, Anna, peace," cried the Earl, " do not make me once 
more revoke my mercy; remember our compact; ay, it is a 
compact. Here," he continued, as he hastily wrote the paper, 
**here is your father's pardon: but remember! once remove 
that chain from your neck by your own act, refuse to see me, or 
to give me hope, and look to Heaven as your only father ; for I 
swear, by all that I believe on earth, by all that I may hope or 
dread hereafter, from that moment he shall die ; I leave you now 
to think upon it. Farewell." 

The Earl departed, exulting in his success ; for Lewis, not- 
withstanding his superior talents and sense, believed in a super- 
stition common to his country and his time, which held, that so 
long as such a token should be worn with the consent of the 
wearer, it would act as a spell or charm to bind the beloved 
object to the giver of the pledge. 

Anna carefully deposited the pardon within her bosom, and 
hastened to depart from the pleasure-house. As she quitted the 
little pathway, which wound amidst the trees that surrounded 
this sequestered spot, she heard a rustling amongst their leaves, 
and turning a hasty glance in that direction, she espied, in part, 
the figure of a man, who seemed to be lurking near. Alarmed 
at the circumstance, and wishing to avoid observation, she now 
quickened her pace, hastened towards the tower by which she 
had entered, and departed with all speed, and once more found 
herself safe in the road to Ghent. 

And now that her object was achieved, now that she no 
longer [felt apprehension for her father's life, the difficulties of 
her own situation, the involuntary, and yet acquiescing, part 
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she had taken in the Earl's proposal, weighed heavily upon 
her, and at length, after many efforts, she brought her mind to 
the pious resolution, to endeavour to hanish for a time all fears 
upon her own account ; if possible, to forget herself, in the efforts 
she determined to make to withdraw her father from his des- 
perate associates. 

Anna entered within the city gates without interruption, and 
eager to convey to John Lyon the news of her successful 
mission, she determined now to take the direct way, and not to 
lengthen her walk circuitously for the purposes of concealment. 
She turned down a handsome street, therefore, near the walls of 
the city, where a few houses, belonging to some of the wealthy 
merchants, or more opulent burghers of Ghent, had small en- 
closed gardens in front of them. 

But scarcely had she entered the street, when her ears were 
assailed with loud and tumultuous shouts, and she soon perceived 
that a large body of men were passing up this very street in the 
order of a procession, accompanied by a multitude, or rather mob, 
composed of the lower order of the people, and all the idle boys 
of the place. Greatly alarmed, and fearing lest any unfortun- 
ate accident might occasion her loss of the pardon, she for a 
moment stood still, irresolute how to act. 

In this emergency, she heard a citizen, who was looking on, 
say to his companion near him, " There they go ; it is the de- 
putation. They are going to Andrighien, to demand from the 
Earl Sir Simon de B6te ; for Lewis has secured in his prison 
of Ecclo one of the burgomasters of Ghent, an act which even 
his authority cannot lawfully accomplish, without a warrant 
from the city magistrates to commit their fellow-officer. It 
is a breach of their franchises that may cost the Earl a world 
of trouble, if he does not give Sir Simon liberty upon their 
demand.*' 

This at once explained to Anna the nature of the procession, 
and accounted for the tumultuous manner of the mob, which 
now advanced nearer and nearer, till Anna found herself almost 
surrounded by the crowd, and forced against the gate of one of 
those small gardens in front of the houses before noticed. Her 
fears made her bold, and she no longer hesitated to pass within 
the gate to seek temporary shelter ; and, indeed, she needed it, 
for her mantle, which she had carefully wrapped about her on 
leaving the palace, had been so violently pulled back by the 
sudden rush of the people, that the clasp gave way and was 
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broken, and the dress she wore beneath, with the splendid chain 
of gold upon her neck, could not but be visible to alL 

She retreated, therefore, into the little garden, and observing 
a lady standing in that part of it nearest to the house, as if 
looking on to witness the bustle in the street, Anna had no doubt 
this lady was the mistress of the house, and immediately ad- 
vanced towards her, to ask a temporary shelter, and to explain 
the cause of her intrusion. 

The lady she addressed was a young woman of extraordinary 
beauty. Her figure was of the middling stature, and finely 
formed. Her eyes and hair were of a dark colour, the former 
brilliant and expressive. Her complexion, though brown, 
was exquisitely clear and transparent ; and her mouth, of the 
liveliest carnation, might have rivalled in grace and symmetry 
that of the finest antique statue. Her air was so noble, and 
her dress so rich, that had Anna seen her at Andrighien, she 
would have taken the fair stranger for a woman of the highest 
birth. 

Whilst the stranger looked at Anna with such fixed attention 
as made the bashful girl tremble, a shade of anger seemed to 
steal over her dark and beautiful brow. When she spoke, 
which she did fluently and well, her accent proclaimed her to 
be a foreigner. She replied, to Anna's excuse for her intrusion, 
with a slight assurance that she was welcome to remain where 
she was till the crowd had passed; and she added, with a 
sarcastic sneer, that curled her lip as she spoke, ** You should 
also adjust your mantle before you depart ; for I suppose you 
would not willingly walk through the public streets tricked out 
with such a chain as that about your neck, that every one may 
know you have assumed the golden shackles of a prince, to grace 
a burgher's daughter." 

Anna, surprised, shocked, and embarrassed by this speech, 
neither knew how to reply to it, nor what to think. She stood, 
with a countenance alternately changing from red to white, 
absolutely mute with astonishment. 

She was not superstitious ; that is, not for the age in which 
she lived, when superstition was a part of religious fedth. A 
belief, however, in the agency of familiar spirits, in charms and 
spells, with a dark and presumptuous inquiry into futurity, 
which was likewise characteristic of the age, were things wholly 
disregarded by Anna. She did not, therefore, suppose the 
stranger was indebted to any such means for her extraordinary 
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knowledge of the circumstances connected with the chain, and 
felt but the more alarmed. 

She was too innocent to frame falsehoods, and even in 
excuses was but awkward. She knew not how to answer, but 
still she felt the stranger had no right to inquire into her 
aflfairs. She, therefore, said nothing in reply, but hastily 
readjusted her mantle, with an air of confusion and embarrass- 
ment. Still the stranger seemed to fix her thoughts upon the 
chain. 

**I know it well," said she ; " it is of no common workman- 
ship. But I will not inquire. I have no right to ask it of 
you. But come, I will fasten your mantle — your hand trembles 
so, you can scarcely do it yourself. Stay a little — there, 
closer, draw it closer, to hide those golden links. Why, ay, 
maiden, that will do ; and now they are as much concealed 
from sight, beneath thy garment, as one day will be the sorrow, 
the deep pangs of remorse, within thy bosom, which now is 
thus adorned. Take care — the gifts of princes to young 
maids are but like the nets of the fowler, surely set and baited, 
that tempt poor birds to come within them, but they never 
depart thence till their plumage is rifled, and their life is 
gone." The stranger paused a moment, and looking sternly 
upon Anna, added, in an angry tone, **So may it be with 
you ; for why should I wish it otherwise ; and you will not 
escape if Lewis de Male spreads the snare. So now begone — 
the crowd is dispersed — leave my presence ; you have tarried 
here too long." 

There was such a tone of displeasure, such an air of command 
in the stranger, when she pronounced these last words, that 
Anna, not knowing what to think, and greatly alarmed, needed 
no other intimation to be gone. She bowed her head to the 
ungentle lady, and walking away as fast as her agitated limbs 
would bear her, regained the street, and in a short time she had 
the happiness of clasping her father's neck, as she sobbed with 
joy, and gave the pardon into his hands. 
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CHAPTER X. 

We must now leave Anna to rejoice, as she did sincerely, in 
having procured the pardon for her father, and to make her 
repeated, but fruitless, attempts to withdraw hinn from his 
dangerous associates, whilst we say something about the lady 
in whose garden she had taken a temporary shelter, and from 
whoso presence she was so ungraciously dismissed. 

The reader will have divined that the foreign lady who so 
readily recognized the gold chain worn by Anna, was no other 
than Bianca, the mistress of Von Artaveld, from whom it had 
been recovered by the termagant wife of Sir Simon in the 
manner narrated in a previous chapter. 

Bianca had before seen Anna in public, and knew who she 
was, although Anna had never before observed her. Thus 
the remarks which the Italian addressed to her, however 
mysterious they might seem to Anna, were easily accounted 
for ; since Lewis's admiration of the daughter of the late 
deacon of the pilots, and her subsequent retreat from the 
court, had furnished forth a plentifid harvest, to be reaped 
and gathered in alike by courtiers and gossips, who, each 
viewing the subject agreeably to his own fancy or disposition, 
gave birth to the usual variety of reports, which having circu- 
lated their due round, died away, and were forgotten, as fresh 
subjects of scandal and novelty occurred. 

All these reports were remembered by Bianca, but the sight 
of that particular chain upon Anna's neck aroused in her bosom 
feelings that induced her, as soon as Anna had departed, to 
resolve upon an immediate visit to no less a person than Ursula, 
the reputed sorceress, who so boldly solicited an alms, and 
cursed the Earl of Flanders at the church-door. 

At the period of our narrative a belief in sorcery, witchcraft^ 
and astrology, was so universally diifused and encouraged 
throughout Europe, that, notwithstanding the severe laws 
enacted against persons dealing in such arte, there was neither 
country, city, nor town, but possessed some one who had the 
reputation of being endowed with such supernatural powers; 
and the study of magic was considered as much a science as 
that of mathematics in the present day. Although the regular 
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professors of the black art sometimes suffered the severest 
penalties of the law, for their real or supposed offences, yet 
they were more frequently winked at, and allowed to go on 
their course, by those whose duty it was to suppress them. 
For this conniving toleration the professors were, no doubt, in- 
debted to the supposed services they might occasionally render 
to the tolerators themselves, by withdrawing the veil from 
futurity; and sometimes to the convenience they afforded of 
doing an ill turn to an enemy, without the danger of detection, 
or even of suspicion as to the original instigators of a dark and 
secure mode of revenge. The chronicles of the olden time 
exhibit many articles of this description, and particularly in 
Flanders, where no plot was carried on, no bad design put in 
execution, without the advice, and even co-operation, of some 
celebrated witch or magician.* 

It may readily be supposed that a trade which inspired a 
mingled feeling of fear and reverence, productive of profit, and, 
by the mystery of its character, afforded an excellent screen to 
falsehood and fraud, could never be wanting either in disciples 
or professors, in fools to believe, and rogues to teach. 

It is by no means improbable that many of these wretched 
traffickers in the black art, commenced with deluding others, 
and ended with deluding; themselves; and, from a constant 
excitement of the imagination, brought upon themselves a 
degree of madness, till they at length believed they were 
actually endowed with the powers they assumed. By con- 
stantly dwelling upon one idea, of* their own preternatural 
endowments, of spells, invocations, and diabolical assistance, 
they at last became as wicked in their own nature as tlie very 
devils, whom they fancied were obedient to their control. 

Having said thus much upon the general practice and belief 
in witchcraft as it existed at the period of this narrative, the 
reader must now be introduced to one of its professors, who, 

• Froissart relates a curious story of an enchanter, who promised the 
Duke of Anjou that he would, by the power of his art, cause the castle of 
an enemy to surrender to him. "lean," said the sorcerer, "make the 
air so thick over the sea, that those in the castle shall think it a large 
bridge, on which ten men may march in front ; and when they see this 
bridge, they will be so frightened they will surrender themselves to you, 
lest, if you attack them, they be taken by storm." The Duke of Aiijou, 
astonished at what he heard, called his knights, to whom he related what 
the enchanter had just told him. They were very much surprised, but 
peemed willing to give him faith for it. See Johnes's Froissart, vol. vi. 
page 41. 
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like many of the trilxj to which she belonged, was tinctured 
both with malice and with frenzy. She considered herself a 
being of the elements, and though a dweller upon earth, claimed 
attinity with the spirits of the deep and the powers of the air. 
Ursula was an Italian by birth, and now resided in a small 
house of one of the obscure streets in Ghent, near the market- 
])lace, where, to her ordinary functions as an interpreter of the 
stai-s, she added some skill in the knowledge of herbs, medicinal 
compounds, and, though last, not least, of poisons ; a knowledge 
for which many of her country were so celebrated, that it is said 
they could administer a dose that would produce death at a 
certain and specific distance of time from the hour it was taken, 
either more or less lingering, agreeably to the wish of the 
destroyer — a property particularly assigned to that poison 
bearing the name of aqaa-tofana. 

It was to this woman's habitation Bianca now bent her steps, 
after the interview she had just had with the innocent and 
unoffending Anna. The apartment into which Bianca entered, 
was entirely suited to the profession of its occupant, and 
presented a combination of such objects as were calculated to 
impose awe upon the vulgar, and to awaken terror in the weak 
or timid mind. Bianca was of neither, and she entered the 
cabin of her ancient countrywoman with a firm step, and a 
haughty, though disturbed, mien. 

Yet the scene which she beheld was* really calculated to raise 
at least disgust, if not alarm, in a female bosom less occupied 
than Bianca's with its own tumultuous feelings. The room in 
which Ursula held her accustomed orgies, although spacious 
enough, received its light from a single casement, which was some- 
what obscured by wreaths of yew and cypress, partly suspended 
before it ; the chamber, therefore, at mid-day, partook of the 
gloom of night, so that notwithstanding everything could be 
seen within it, nothing was distinctly visible ; there was an 
obscurity in which the imagination would parcel out shapes and 
things agreeably to the mood of horror with which the hag might 
be desirous to inspire her followers. 

Over the old oak chimney sat an owl, who, familiar with its 
mistress, would stoop its head towards her, as it roosted above, 
with its large eyes glittering even through the darkness. By 
the side of this chimney hung a collection of bones, whilst a 
variety of skulls, a string of human hearts completely withered, 
with other strange combinations of fearful preparation, were 
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hung around the apartment, to raise the awe and wonder of such 
unhappy or shallow- witted persons as sought the witch within 
her unhallowed cell. 

There was also a heterogeneous mixture, an unnatural alli- 
ance, of living creatures. The wolf-dog lay extended upon 
the hearth, and snarled and showed his white fangs, as ho 
raised his shaggy head to survey the stranger, ready to fly at 
her throat, should Ursula hut give the sign. A rat, trained 
to be fearless of a large and fierce black cat, with which it 
was familiar, crept about the apartment; an ape gambolled 
and gibbered around, while a raven flapped her wings in anger, 
and seemed desirous to break her chain to avenge herseK on the 
intruder. 

At the time Bianca entered the apartment, it appeared that 
Ursula had been engaged in some of her mystic rites, since 
the charmed circle was formed in the centre of the room. 
This consisted of a red line marked upon the floor, with nothing 
placed upon it but a small glass case, in which were several 
living adders, that made a hissing noise as they twisted and 
crawled about within their narrow prison. In the very centre 
of the circle was seen an ancient stone coiB&n, most probably the 
spoil of some church, ruined and pillaged during the former dis- 
turbances of Ghent, when many graves of the mitred abbots and 
opulent clergy were opened, in order to plunder their moulder- 
ing remains of the golden ornaments or jewels that had been 
placed about their vestments at the time of interment. A single 
torch burnt by the side of this coiB&n, and upon it was placed a 
white hood, and a bough of the yew tree. 

The ancient priestess of this desecrated spot, with a wild and 
malicious expression in her countenance, stood, at the moment 
Bianca entered, with a book in one hand, and in the other a rod 
or wand, the usual appendage of her trade. This wand was 
twined about with the skin of a serpent, and finished at the top 
by the horn of a ram. Her gown was of black woollen, and from 
her girdle hung a pouch. It also exhibited, stuck within the 
belt, a knife, that, for form and size, would have suited as an 
instrument in the sacrifices of old. Her hair, thin and grey, 
hung in loose disorder down her back ; and her dark and swarthy 
countenance, lean and withered, possessed a character that seemed 
not of this earth, but of the lower world of guilt and terror. 

When Bianca entered this chamber of destiny and death, the 
hag fixed her eye upon her with a look of fierce delight, as she 

G 2 
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said, in a voice shrill and discordant, ** You are welcome, daughter, 
at the hour of a fearful rite." 

" And fearlessly is my mind prepared to meet it," replied 
T5ianca. " Is your charm accepted ? or must I await your 
leisure ] " 

" The charm is accepted," said the witch ; " but the white 
hood must rest on the coffin of the dt'ad till the torch is burnt 
out ; then all is finished. What would you with me 1 " 

** I come," answered Bianca sternly, " not to reproach you, for 
well do I know that were vain. You would heed my railing as 
heeds the rock the chafing of the ocean that boats against its 
base. No ; I come not to reproach you, wretched woman ! but 
to tell you that I fear you not, and, therefore, I will speak." 

" Your words are dark, Bianca," said the hag ; " speak plainly, 
for the mother of the mystic spell, the sovereign of spirits and 
of elements, wastes not her moments in an idle bandy of words 
with a mortal creature." 

** You have broken faith with me," replied Bianca, as her brow 
darkened, and angry feelings seemed to swell within her bosom. 
** You promised me revenge, a deep and ample revenge, for all 
my wrongs. You promised me that ruin and misery should fall 
upon the cause, and that a deadly hatred should succeed* to the 
love which the Earl Lewis entertained for the daughter of John 
Lyon ; but you have broken faith.*' 

** It is false ! " said Ursula ; *' it is most false ! Had the fiend 
who serves mo so accused me, I would have held him bound in 
double torments. Your revenge, and my desire for universal 
misery, thrives, prospers, and soon will fall upon all the wretched 
children of sin and clay who inhabit this detested city. The 
father and the daughter shall both become my victims." 

" It 'cannot be," replied Bianca. " The Earl is once more in 
pursuit of Anna — that detested woman, for whose sake Lewis 
discarded me. I saw her but this day, and upon her neck she 
wore one of those love-tokens the Earl is wont to bind about his 
favourites — a chain of gold. I know it to have been his. May 
the worst plagues that ever gnawed the heart of woman go with 
it ! Lewis loves Anna — seeks her ; she has accepted him ; it is 
plain, it must be so ; and all my dear-bought ho2)es of vengeance 
are no more. I shall live to see her succeed to that place in his 
afi'ections, which was once held by the credulous, and now the 
discarded, Bianca." 

The hag replied to this complaint with a ghastly smile, 
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and said, "Patience, daughter, patience — the work is not yet 
done." 

" Patience ! " exclaimed Bianca, with fury in her looks, as she 
turned towards the aged sorceress. ** Is it you, Ursula, you, who 
dare speak of patience] and to me/ To you I owe my ruin. I 
was a girl when you came to our convent to teach your art of 
medicine. And what did you, but foster the discontents of the 
poor novice, who longed to look upon that world from which she 
was shut out ] You promised her golden dreams of pride and 
happiness ; talked to her of her beauty, that might raise her to 
rank and honour ; you persuaded her to steal from her convent, 
and with you.** 

" And was not the golden dream of pride fulfilled 1 " replied 
Ursula. Bianca heeded not her interruption, but continued her 
complaint. 

" And what did you then ? Fearful of detection, you brought 
me from my native country, dazzled my young mind with visions 
of pleasure, placed me within the vortex of temptation, and gave 
me up a prey to vice and folly ; you, Ursula, you did this ; you 
sold me to the Earl of Flanders." 

" I could not have done it," replied Ursula, " had not your 
own will helped to seal our compact." 

** Ay, there it is," said Bianca ; " I loved Lewis; I gave him 
all I had to give — heart, faith, fame, and affection, all were his ; 
for his sake I bore the insults of men, and the wrath of heaven ; 
but while he loved me, I could bear it ; and he — he abandoned 
me — discarded me, for the sake of another, for the love of Anna ! 
And now think you, wretched woman, that I who hate, loathe 
you as the foul author of all my misery ; think you, that I would 
bear with you but to gratify my revenge 1 JN'o ; I would have 
spjirned your hellish arts ; I would have plunged my dagger in 
your bosom, and sent you howling, unshriven, and without re- 
morse, to him whose services you do on earth. / would have 
done this, but that I know your mind, dark as the grave, and 
whose delight is murder, can look on an evil work, and, for its 
own sake, act it. For this I spare you, for this I use you, and 
for this I stoop to ally myself with such a thing, a loathsome 
thing, as you are." 

** Have you done," said the hag, " or will you ban me farther 1 
I heed not your word.«=j, for you have been my victim. Yet you 
owe me something, look at your attire ; that silk might robe a 
countess. — Who gave it you, but your present paramour; and 
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wlio made you known to him, to Von Artaveld, when the Earl 
discarded you 1 — it wiis Ursula. Von Artaveld loves and pro- 
tects you, else had you rotted in tlie very streets of Ghent, like 
a fallen and worthless weed, torn from its hed and cast abroad, 
that every man who passes by might trample beneath his foot" 

"It is true," replied Bianca; "but no thanks to thee; but 
for the generous Von Artaveld, I must have perished, or have 
become the most abandoned of my sex. Philip saved me from 
want ; he lias been to me kind in affection ; and could I but 
have brought him innocence for my dower, he would have married 
me. I cannot love Von Artaveld as I did my princely seducer, 
but I can serve him and honour him ; he has my gratitude. 
Nay, laugh not, wretched creature, it is true ; but gratitude is a 
virtue that such a breast as thine can never know." 

" I laugh to hear you speak of any virtue," said Ursula ; " yon, 
who thirst for blood and misery. Leave this vain prating ; and 
if you will have your desires satisfied, till your heart shall have 
taken its fill of vengeance, till your body shall be steeped in 
the red tide of human life, hear me, and mark my words, for you 
must help the work of your own will." 

** Speak, then," said Bianca ; " I will not flinch to hear or to 
act. Give me but an ample vengeance for all my wrongs, and 
I will pardon your part in my ruin, I will bid you draw your 
knife, which never yet was vainly drawn by you, and plunge it 
into my heart ; for revenge once satisfied, life and I have no 
concernment with each other. I shall have no farther work to 
do on earth." 

" This is the proper spirit for my purpose," replied Ursula, 
exultingly. "Hear me, then. There is in this city a set of 
miscreants, who, desperate in their own fortunes and their 
hopes, would upset the present state of rule, would embroil their 
f fellow-citizens in blood and outrage, to shape their own course, 
and raise their ambitious hopes upon the spoils of the general 
wreck. They have formed such a plot as shall consign to ruin, 
misery, and death, thousands of living souls. I have already 
paced the ground where their slaughtered bodies shall blacken, 
whilst they feed the ravens and the worm. I have trampled on 
the earth that lies ready to receive them ; and, in the foresight 
of that coming time, I have already thought that I could snuff 
the smell of blood around me." 

" And what have I to do with this*?" inquired Bianca. **In 
what new mischief am I required to act *? " 
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"This plot," said Ursula, "if it goes on, wiU do your work of 
vengeance fully and completely, upon John Lyon, his accursed 
daughter, and Lewis the betrayer. Will that pleasure you]" 

" Not the death of Lewis,'* replied Bianca, mournfully ; " I 
would not harm his life ; for although he has misused and 
abandoned me, I could not see him dead. Yet I would have 
him suffer in. soul as I have suffered ; I would have him behold 
the new object of his love a mangled and disfigured corpse at 
his feet ; I would pluck him from his high place, and then 
leave him to obscurity and sorrow, a ruined fortune, and a 
worthless fame." 

" Thy vengeance is good, proud woman,'* said Ursula ; " it is 
such as fiends devise, and triumph to enact. It spares the life 
for a time, to wring the soul with agony like the executioner 
who tears limb by limb upon the rack, before he gives the blow 
of grace and death. Your purpose shall be satisfied. Now hear 
what part you have to play in this great work. The men of 
whom I spoke want some leader, whose name, whose talents, 
whose authority may influence the better class of citizens to join 
in their deep plans. Philip Von Artaveld is the man upon 
whom all eyes are turned ; his very name is a spell, for his 
father, Jacob Yon Artaveld, ruled like a king in Ghent, raised 
the opulence of the city, confirmed its franchises, and by his 
wisdom and his courage made Flanders so honoured, respected, 
feared, that even the pi'oud monarch Edward the Third of 
England sought his alliance and his friendship." 

" And the ungrateful citizens of Ghent," replied Bianca, 
" requited Jacob for his pains as you would have had them ; for, 
in a moment of tumult and discontent, they murdered him ; and 
this cruel circumstance has made Philip, his son, wary how he 
deals with them, and hitherto he has shunned a public station." 

"Ay," said Ursula, "but Philip has a high, proud, and daring 
spirit, and could he but once be taught to hope that he might 
rise to the height his father had ascended to serve his country, 
he would not be backward to join in such a cause. I know the 
intention of these conspirators ; they will endeavour to win him 
over to their plans. Do you in the interval work upon his mind 
with aU your arts, lead him to expect the crown of success to his 
ambition, fan the embers of that hidden fire that lurks within his 
breast, into a living and sudden flame, and all will prove success- 
ful. Yon Artaveld once gained, thousands of our citizens will 
follow Ids example, and rise at once, for Lewis is little loved." 
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" I will, I will do so," exclaimed Bianca ; " I will use every 
meana, every argument that may ])revail; and I know hia temper. 
IIo is Kudden and iiery, even as he is generous and brave; we 
will succoed or perish." 

"In the mean time," said Ursula, ** I shall be busy with 
these men. From various causes, all seek me, but most of aU 
from fear ; lest, wanting my connivance, my sanction of their 
scheme, it should fail them ; for I am dreaded and fawned upon 
by the base herd, even as worldly princes are; and like the 
great ones of the earth, I can use them and cast them off at 
pleasure." 

** And what are now your plans?" inquired Bianca. 

" You shall know all in time," said Ursula ; " for I sbaU need 
you. I have a device that shall stir up these men to madness ; 
and the curse that the Earl dared to vent on me shall fall upon 
his own head in awful retribution. Now begone, follow my 
instructions ; be but patient, and the storm, though it gathers 
slowly, shall burst fearfully. Leave me for the present, for I 
have that to do which craves my utmost care ; go then, and may 
the fiend of discord be with your steps, and prosper your design. 
Look ! " exclaimed Ursula, exultingly. " He hears me I he 
awaits mo ! the torch expires — the charm is complete — the 
White Hood, the White Hood, shall do his work and mine." 



CHAPTER XT. 



The course of our narrative now obliges us to speak of the 
affairs of Ghent, and of those plots that had been so secretly 
and so artfully carried on by Peter du Bois, John Lyon, Amoul 
le Clerc, and other malcontents, who all, actuated by private 
views and passions, hoped to satisfy their revenge, to aid their 
ambition, or to raise their fortunes upon the subversion of the 
existing state of government. 

A venerable chronicler of the time affords a most copious 
detail of these affairs. Here, however, it is only necessary that 
such a general view of the subject should be given, that the 
reader may be able to comprehend the steps by which those 
important results were brought about that must hereafter be 
mentioned in these pages. 
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For some time the conspirators carried on their meetings in 
the utmost privacy, and with the greatest caution ; but as their 
party strengthened they became Jess circumspect, and often 
openly assembled at the houses of each other, since a general 
discontent now prevailed, even amongst the more respectable 
and opulent class of the citizens. The Earl was impolitic, and, 
without himself designing to injure his **good town of Ghent," 
he allowed too much power to his officers and deputies, who 
abused it beyond what could have happened had Lewis de Male 
taken that active part in securing the public welfare which his 
station required of him. 

The deputation that had been sent from Ghent, to demand 
the freedom of its citizen, had proved unsuccessful, and his 
detention was a breach of a most important franchise, which the 
citizens had always considered the security of their general and 
individual liberty ; for the Earl, instead of taking the affair into 
his own hands, contented himself with referring the deputation 
to his high bailiff of Ghent, Eoger d'Auterme. The bailiff was, 
therefore, solicited to give freedom to the citizen ; but he only 
answered, " If my prisoner were ten times as rich as the one I 
have in ward, I would never set him out of prison without an 
order from the Earl. I have powers to arrest, but none to set 
free." 

This answer, which in fact spoke but the truth, was busily 
circulated through Ghent with an evil intention by the con- 
spirators, so that many of the chief citizens began to murmur, 
and to say it was a breach of their privileges that ought not to 
be suffered ; and that if this act should be allowed to pass, ** all 
the franchises of Ghent, which were so noble, would be lost." 

Another incident also occurred at this time to forward the 
views of the malcontents, and to stir up strife in the city, Ghent 
and Bruges had long contended in jealous rivalry. 

To form such a canal as would afford Bruges the advantage 
which the river Lis conferred upon Ghent, had long been the 
aim of its inhabitants. All were anxious for it ; all would 
have contributed towards the necessary sums for executing the 
work with promptitude and effect, could they have but once 
secured the sanction of the Earl for such an undertaking, in 
order that it might be carried on undisturbed by the jealous 
vigilance of the men of Ghent. 

But the citizens of Ghent were a fierce and a warlike body ; 
Lewis feared them; for too well did he remember the latter 
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times, wliPTi Jacoh Von Artaveld had nsiirped the authority of 
the lawful i)rinco in Flanders. He remained, therefore, un- 
decided, till the people of lJriij:jes, by various intrigues, at length 
obtained from him the sanction necessary to carry on their work. 
The whole affair had been conducted with the utmost secresy 
and caution ; still va^^ue rei>ort8 of it were whispered abroad, 
and made another subject of complaint by the malcontents, who 
aimed at nothing more earnestly than so to embroil the town of 
(Jhent with the Earl and the people of Bruges, that a general 
insurrection of the citizens might be the consequence. 

Another ^reat cause of dissatisfaction arose from the power 
of (lilbert Matthew and his brothers, who, it was openly said, 
sold at their own price all the offices and places in the state, and 
filled their pockets with bribes, ere they would allow any suit 
to find its way to the Earl. 

The tax that had been laid upon the pilots and foreign 
merchants was found so grievous, that many of the latter talked 
of giving uj) their commerce with Ghent — a thing which 
threatened ruin to that city ; so that it was now publicly said 
their franchises would be worth nothing, unless some one stood 
boldly forwartl in their support. Thus did the discontents of 
the people gradually spread through the city, to the great joy of 
the more artful insurgents, whose least wish was to see. these 
grievances corrected, lest peace, instead of rebellion, should 
ensue. 

The Earl, who sometimes visited Bruges and Lille, was art- 
fully kept in ignorance of much that had become a subject of 
complaint, and although he heard that a disaffected party actually 
existed in Ghent, yet he was deceived as to its number and 
extent, and was made to think that it could be at any time easily 
put down, should there arise a serious cause to sanction the 
exertion of his own power. It appears, from the train of events 
which occurred, that the Earl was really the most aggiieved 
person, although he cannot escape the charge of negligence in 
the first instance, nor did he resort to any violent measures, till 
compelled to do so by the conduct of the people of Ghent. 

Such was the state of things at that period. We now resume 
the thread of our narrative. The leaders of the malcontents 
weie anxious to obtain all the support they could from persons 
of the more opulent classes, as the greater part of their avowed 
followers consisted of the most worthless of the people. Peter 
du Bois, whose sagacity and cunning enabled him to look beyond 
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the present time, felt anxious to attach to his interest some 
citizen, who might act as a chief in the rehellion, whose influence 
was powerful with his compeers, and upon whom Du Bois might 
throw the odium of any measures that might hereafter fail. 

Guided by this artful policy, he resolved to make a hold 
attempt to engage Philip Von Artaveld in the cause. He knew, 
by means of his agent Ursula, that Philip's mind had been 
worked upon by Bianca, and that it needed but some sudden 
and striking circumstance to make the thoughtless but bold Von 
Artaveld declare himself of the insurgent party. " I must win 
him at once," said Du Bois to Ursula ; "he must not be allowed 
time for a deliberate reflection ; and if you execute your plan 
adroitly, he will become ours without the possibility of recanta- 
tion." Ursula assured Du Bois that she was prepared, and 
waited but the proper hour to act with effect, when not only 
Von Artaveld, but thousands of the disaffected, would rise in 
open rebellion. 

The malcontents had arranged that everything necessary 
should be ready, to enable them to declare publicly their purpose 
at the approaching festival of archery. This was yearly held in 
the neighbourhood of Ghent, since no city in Europe was more 
famed for the skill of its archers, either in the cross or long bow ; 
and it had long been foreseen that the occasion of the festival 
would give the malcontents a fair opportunity for uniting them- 
selves into armed bands. 

Actuated by the motives before named, Peter du Bois, on the 
morning of the festival, waited upon Philip Von Artaveld, in 
order to make that last and bold attempt, so long meditated. 
Philip entered the room where Du Bois awaited him, examining 
a long bow which he held in his hand, and gaily singing a stanza 
of an old Flemish ballad, not unlike our own ballads in celebra- 
tion of the archery of * Merry Sherwood.' 

** The bowman bent his bow so strong, 
And aimed him at the clout ; 
Swift flew the arrow, straight and long, 
"While all the people shout. 

** The clout is struck, the prize is won. 
So true the shaft was sent ; 
Oh ! well has your good bowman done, 
Ye merry men of Ghent ! " 

Philip Von Artaveld, who carolled this old air with as light 
a heart as ever beat within the bosom of thoughtless youth, was 
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a tall and comely person. His countenance, fiank and open, 
expressive of a <{iiy and animated temper, still possessed the 
stamp of superior intellect. The forehead was high, and the 
hrow projectinj^ : and the eyes would fiasli fire whenever his 
feelings were aroused by any high-minded purpose or discourse. 
Phili[) greeted Peter du Bois as one young man greets another 
with whom he is on a familiar footing, without ceremony or 
observance, and ])roceeded to speak on the topic of the day, the 
festival of archery. 

" We shall have brave sport,*' said Von Artaveld. " The 
knights of St. Sebastian against the knights of St George; 
Ghent against all Flanders ; not a man of them but has practised, 
and brought down his bird." 

" Tliere is other and more worthy game," replied Du Bois, 
" for men like you and me. Yon Artaveld. Before you repair to 
the Held, I would seriously spi^ak with you." 

** What, to-day]" said Philip. " In sooth, I was never less 
in the mood for anything but the flight of a grey goose wing. 
Only look abroad, Du Boiis! See what weather we have; not a 
breath of air stirs to swerve an arrow from its aiuL And see 
wliat a quiver I have, of the right tnie kind. The shafts all of 
ash, fine, smooth, and tajwr ; the heads pointed to a hair ; and 
every feather plucked the second of a choice grey goose pinion. 
Of all fletchers, give me Hans Van Eche; he is the man to 
make you an arrow to hit the clout at four hundred yards. I 
have," continued the gay Philip, as he showed Du Bois his bow 
with an air of uncommon interest and satisfaction, " I have, too, 
as fine a long bow as even an English archer coidd desire : ay, 
and a cross bow besides, fit for a Genoese count. The prizes to- 
day are a gold medallion, a flagon of silver chased at Antwerp, 
with an arrow of the like material, headed with gold. And if 
an eye like a hawk, and a hand dexterous and steady, can win 
a prize to give to thee, Bianca, Von Artaveld will this day 
gam it. 

" I doubt not your skill," replied Bianca, " to win any prize 
you think worth the attempt, were it of the highest order." 

** You are a little flatterer," said Von Artaveld, as he smiled, 
and looked pleased, upon Bianca ; " but I will do my best. Are 
you for the sports, Peter du Bois, or do you mean to sit there 
all this goodly day, looking like a man under penance, when 
there are young gallants, strong bows, an open field, and fair 
eyes to witness the contest and the prize ] " 
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"I am for the field," replied Du Bois; "but not for such 
sports as yours, Philip. But I pray you give 'me but a short 
audience ere you depart: I have matter of moment for 
your ear." 

"No doubt," said Von Artaveld, "some of your crazy schemes 
to root out old grievances, in order to bring in new ones ; but I 
will hear you. Bianca, how does this jerkin look ? It is made 
after the true fashion of a knight of St. Sebastian — a bright 
green cloth, close, and trim, and the quiver hung right athwart 
the back, that scholars may think upon a Cupid when they see 
it. The cap smart, swaggering, and debonair; the bracer well 
set, and every tassel as it should be. Are the 1 " 

"I conjure you, Philip," said Peter, **give up this vain mood, 
and hear me : let us talk like men." 

''Why, so we do," replied Von Artaveld, "when we speak 
of those braveries that chiefly delight women. Your archer is 
nothing, unless he is set in full trim to catch' a bright eye, and 
to win a soft heart. This bow is well bent," he continued, again 
examining it, " and the string of double-twisted silk, and the 
nock in every arrow bound over with the same." And then 
Von Artaveld raised his bow, drew the string close up to his 
ear, and let it smartly loose, as he sang again — 

The clout is struck, the prize is won, etc. 

" Bianca, fairest ! " he added, " you will be in the field, and 
my bow shall make you the mistress of the revels, for I am 
determined to win a prize." 

" Ay, and a great one it shall be," answered Bianca. " Philip, 
I conjure you to be serious, and hear Du Bois ; time presses, 
and you must soon be gone. You know what I have already 
urged ; hear Du Bois, then, I beseech you." 

" I will, Bianca, I will," replied Von Artaveld, " so Peter will 
but leave that abominable, snarling, doleful look of his, and 
speak 'like a gentle squire of dames, and not with that croaking 
tone, like some grieved monk who solicits my lord abbot to eat 
butter during lent, lest oil should turn upon his stomach." 

" Nay, but hear him seriously," said Bianca ; " you know not 
of how much importance may be this one hour." 

"I will hear him, then, with perfect gravity," replied Von 
Artaveld, " to pleasure you, sweet ! and rather than such a sad 
brow should appear on the face of my Bianca, I would be serious 
as death." 
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** Ay, it is of doAth I woultl speak," said Du Bois — " the death 
of our lihorty. This day is to seal the ruin of our ancient 
fr:in(',his(!.<4. You know what is already done ; and in order to 
proviMit tho possibility of the citizens guarding their own rights, 
this festival is to be the hmt of our archery ; for henceforth no 
niiiu is to bo allowed to carry arms without a license from the 
court. It is shrewdly suspecteil that we are indebted to Gilbert 
Matthew for the su^>^estion of this measure." 

At those words Von Arttiveld started as from a dream : all 
levity iu a moment forsook his countenance, and he seemed 
another creature ; for his follies were those of temper, they had 
no connexion with his understanding. His mind, on the contrary, 
improved by education and a habit of thinking for himself 
(which he really possessed, notwithstanding his light mood), 
proniiseil a character far beyond the ordinary race of men, and 
one that emulated the energies of his celebrated father. 

** This would be indeed the death of liberty," answered Yon 
Artaveld ; *' and it is such a shameless innovation of our dearest 
rights as citizens, tliat every man, ay, every boy, in Ghent, who 
can but dmw a bow-string, will let fly an arrow, with a curse 
for its impetus, at the head of Gilbert Matthew, rather than 
yield to such dishonour. What I are we slaves 1 are we beasts) 
that we must liave our claws cut, lest they should tear our 
masters, who worry, misuse, oppress us — and all in very wanton- 
ness. I will ^oiii you." 

** Nay, now you are overhasty," said Du Bois. " Hear first 
what I would say, and then choose your own course ; we, the 
aggrieved citizens of Ghent, at this moment want a leader — one 
whose name shall rouse all hearts to follow him ; and your name, 
Philip, is Von Artaveld ! Your father's spirit shall once more 
breathe in you. It shall wake the slumbering energies of this 
oppressed city — it shall stir up our very children to resistance, 
so you will but bear our banner, and call upon all men to save 
their sinking country." 

" I will," exclaimed Von Artaveld, with enthusiasm; ** I will 
swear to do it. Ghent, my birth-place, the nurse of my father's 
honour, and the sad witness of his murder — Ghent shall find 
that his son lives to revenge his death. What would you more, 
Du Bois] You look as if still dissatisfied. Gall me to a 
purpose of energy — ^to one of noble bearing — the public good 
our aim, with no dark passions and selfish views to debase 
it ; call me to this, and say, if Philip would not freely sacrifice 
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his life in the cause, that he is unworthy the name of Yon 
Aitaveld." 

"You will add yet a greater glory to that name," replied 
Peter, ** and I am satisfied. I have heard men say, that when 
an infant you were carried to the church of St. Peter's in Ghent 
to be baptized; that there the good Queen Philippa, consort of 
Edward of England, stood sponsor to you at the font ; and in 
compliment to her you received the name by which you are called 
a Christian. I have heard, too, that whilst the royal matron 
held you in her arms, you cried as you looked up at the priest ; 
but when Sir Walter Woodland, to soothe you after a soldier'a 
fashion, held up the handle of his bright sword, you caught at 
it and laughed, and King Edward swore * hy God's teeth, the hay 
would piwe a lusty soldier.^ You shall fulfil the royal prophecy 
— you shall be our leader. The craft of a chief may soon be 
learned, if you will but listen to my advice — to my counsel.'* 

" I need it not," said Philip, impatiently. " I see the whole 
plan — it is to hold ourselves in arms till we have obtained a 
redress of our grievances, and a restoration of our franchises. 
And if this is denied us, to resist even to the death. To remove 
from our lord, the Earl of Flanders, all his base favourites, and 
give him, with a set of new counsellors, a lesson how to behave 
towards his citizens in time to come." 

" Nay, this is not all," replied Du Bois ; " you must learn 
how to govern the base multitude you will lead on to the work. 
No levity, no follies — all should be stern and ruthless. The 
mob must be ruled by fear ; can you be cruel and proud 1 for 
you will have to deal with those who, like beasts of burden, 
must be driven with the goad. To render docile the senseless 
herd, you must be their master as well as their leader ; often 
renowned for cruelty, but never suspected of weakness — such 
weakness as men call mercy. It is thus our Flemish swine must 
be ruled ; and the life of a man should be no more valued than 
the swallow, or the lark that we slay for the spit." 

" By my troth," answered Philip, ** should I need a tutor, 
you, Peter, will prove one of a most ready eloquence, to teach 
me the law of ruling. However, all shall go well ; I will teach 
the rascal mob to follow at my heels, as dogs attend their 
master, or I will whip, hang, and slay to my heart's content. 
Oh that I had but thy countenance, Peter du Bois, to begin 
this trade with 1 it would save a hangman's fees, and kill the 
varlets with the poison of a most villainous aspect. Come, shall 
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wo forwani to the field : I know thy friends, Peter, will be 
there. I am prepared. Ghent shall have her freedom, or I will 
find a grave. Farewell, Bianca; you will be a witness of our 
sports. Stay, Peter, I had forgot my new green mantle ; it is 
curiously cut of the last French fashion, and faUs gracefully as I 
loose a shaft." 

And thus, in a strange and mixed mood of extreme levity of 
manner, yet serious purpose of action, Von Artaveld set off with 
I)u Bois to join the archers. Bianca, who, since her interview 
with Ursula, had daily worked on his mind to induce him to 
become* a rebel, now hastened to inform the sorceress of her 
success, and Ursula resolved that the brand thus lighted should 
not be suffered to expire. 



CHAPTEE XIL 



When Philip Yon Artaveld and Peter du Bois left the house 
they found the whole town in commotion, and all the people 
eagerly prcv^^sing forward, with that hilarity of spirit which 
public exhibitions of this kind seldom fail to excite. 

The place appointed for the trial of skill in the cross and 
long bow, was a large plain near Ghent, which commanded a 
full view of the city, surrounded by its massive walls, and 
rising above them in clustered towers and spires. The rivers 
Scheldt and Lis rolled silently on, reflecting in their clear surface 
the passing cloud, or here and there disturbed by the stately 
march of some vessel of burthen, or by the light ripple of the 
feathering oar, as the boats passed busily along, freighted with 
the gallant concourse of the young and the gay. 

The usual tumult of a great commercial city seemed this day 
to have sunk into repose, as the gates of Ghent appeared to 
have poured out her inhabitants in one torrent towards the plain. 
All the companies of the different trades, headed by their 
masters and deacons, walked in procession ; and Gilbert Matthew 
and his brothers (who, at an early hour, had stationed themselves 
in different parts to observe what was going forward) saw with 
dismay that nearly all these men were armed — a thing the more 
extraordinary on account of their being chiefly mechanics, who 
were seldom known to accustom themselves to the use of any 
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weapon. Gilbert immediately sent intelligence of this circum- 
stance to Lewis de Male, and begged him to abstain from the 
sports, lest these symptoms should augur danger to his person ; 
for as Gilbert depended entirely upon the Earl for the continu- 
ance of his own prosperity, he was cautious to keep all danger 
as far as possible from the person of the prince. 

A mound of earth, upon which was elevated a sort of platform 
of wood, stood in the centre of the plain, and upon this platform 
a shaft was also elevated, by some skilfully adjusted scaffolding, 
to a height equal to that of the steeple of the cathedral. Upon 
the very top of this shaft was affixed a bird, carved in wood, 
to transfix which was to gain the chief prize of the day. The 
mound was also covered with various other shafts ; these were 
lower in height than that already mentioned, but each had a 
wooden bird fixed at the top, and each was to confer some prize 
upon the archer who struck it. 

On the opposite side of the plain, near the spot where the 
archers took their stand, appeared three pavilions, or tents, of 
crimson silk, embroidered and fringed with gold, bearing on 
their fronts the arms of Flanders (a sable lion langue d'or) 
richly worked upon a ground of blue and silver. Within the 
centre pavilion were placed, under a canopy, the chief prizes of 
the day — a gold medallion, a silver flagon, and an arrow of 
the same metal. The tent was left open in front, that these 
prizes should be seen by the people. The other two pavilions 
contained the minor prizes, such as small medallions, bows and 
arrows, etc. All these tents were appropriated to the use of 
the Earl of Flanders, his principal attendants, and his court ; 
but on this day, in consequence of the information received 
from Gilbert Matthew, neither the Earl nor his chief courtiers 
appeared, a circumstance that added to the universal discontent 
of the aggrieved party ; since, ripe to take offence from every 
occurrence, they construed it into a mistrust of their good 
faith, and an indifference shown towards their skill in arms and 
their amusements. 

Near the tents spacious galleries had been constructed. 
These were gaily decorated with tapestry of the finest work ; 
for the looms of Flanders, at the period of our narrative, were 
unrivalled in the beauty and excellence of their manufacture. 
Below the galleries, the heralds, the minstrels, and the trum- 
peters took their stand. At intervals, between the occupation 
of the sports, the minstrels played lively airs — whilst the 

H 
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trumpets alono annoiincctl tho appearance of a new candidate for 
the prize, and blew tho shout of triumph whenever his aim was 
crowned with success. 

The galleries were filled with ladies, dressed in all the costly 
anil gorgeous attire the wives and daughters of the wealthy 
citizens of Ghent 'were so fond of displaying. Jewels and gold 
hung as thickly about thoir heads, their arms, and necks, as 
icicles hang sparkling about the boughs on a frosty morning. On 
the back rows of the galleries were seated those citizens who, by 
age, or inaptitude to martial sports, were rendered unfit to share 
actively in the amusements of the day. Thejse citizens were now 
present merely as spectators : and whilst they looked upon the 
gay throng assembled around, many an eye of pride did they cast 
upon the banner of their city, which, formed of silk, and em- 
broidered entirely with gold and pearls, hung streaming in the 
air above their heads. 

With the conspirators, this hour was marked as one of fearful 
import. 1'hey had been indefatigable in the arrangement of 
tlieir plans. Day and night had the leaders toiled in their 
exertions : and a general understanding, a general agreement, 
had taken place, that upon this day they would strike the blow ; 
upon this day they would rouse all hearts, and animate all 
feelings, to procure the redress of their grievances, and the sub- 
version of the present state of things : so that many who had 
hitherto continued neuter, or only -wavering between submission 
or insurrection, should, in spite of themselves, be forced to take 
an active part. 

Such was the concerted plot, yet it was farther arranged, that, 
if possible, no blood was on this day to be shed ; a contest was 
not to take place by way of arms, till intimidation had failed of 
success, or till the more wealthy burghers had so mixed them- 
selves up with the acts of the malcontents, that they should be 
driven on to desperate measures for their own security. These 
plans had been digested and agreed to by all the chief insurgents, 
and the more willingly, as it was thought prudent not violently 
to shock, at the first onset, the feelings of the more moderate 
and merciful of their party. 

John Lyon, Peter du Bois, Amoul le Clerc, La Nuit^e, and 
other leaders, had directed their several parties to come into 
the field in armed companies, by hundreds and fifties together. 
All tho mechanics of the different trades, who had any share in 
the general discontent, were also privatoiy directed to come 
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armed, some on pretence of the field sports, but far the greater 
number as men who resolved to adhere to their old franchises, 
and to wear arms whenever they thought proper to do so, for 
their own defence. 

These orders were punctually obeyed ; and Gilbert Matthew 
and his brothers, notwithstanding they knew of discontented 
parties in the city, had no idea of their number and extent, until 
they appeared at once publicly, and with a gravity and reso- 
lution imprinted on the countenance of each, sufficient to alarm 
the deacon and his friends. The brothers looked on one another 
with dismay ; yet, conscious that, if any evil were particularly 
aimed against themselves, flight would now be vain, as the fiehl 
was covered on all sides with these people, they resolved to 
dissemble all suspicion, and to act with the frankness of men 
who rely on the good faith of their neighbours, hoping that 
neither the Earl nor the court would venture unprepared into a 
scene that threatened so much danger. The dark and angry 
appearance that surrounded them might indeed be compared 
to a mass of black and heavy thunder-clouds, which, although 
not a drop of rain falls, nor a sound is heard to whisper around 
to disturb the air, yet threatens every moment a violent con- 
vulsion. 

Such was the state of things when the young men forming the 
two chosen bands of archers, called, by way of distinction, the 
Knights of St. George and of ^t. Sebastian, entered the plain, in 
order to form into a regular line on either side of the pavilions. 
The Knights of St. George (so called, originally, after the tutelary 
saint of England, as a compliment to Edward the Third during 
the time he visited Ghent) were gaily attired in bright scarlet 
cloth, each man wearing a plume of white feathers in his archer's 
cap, and having around his neck a gold chain and medallion ; 
upon the latter the - battle of the saint with the dragon 
was represented in high relief. Their quivers, gaily covered 
with embroidered silk, hung upon their shoulders; and each 
bore a long or a cross bow (according to his skill in either weapon) 
in his hand. The herald of the band walked before them, dis- 
playing their embroidered banner, and followed by minstrels and 
trumpets, that made all the plain ring with their loud harmony. 

The Knights of St. Sebastian were attired in green, and also 
wore a medallion, with their saint represented upon it, transfixed 
with arrows. This band was headed by Philip Von Artaveld, 
whose high and martial spirit, and excellence in arms, had 
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rendered him exceedingly popular with all the young men of 
Ghent. 

It may well be supposed that the appearance of two such 
companies of archers, all picked and chosen for their skill and 
agility, the very flower of the youth of the city, was calculated 
to produce a feeling of universal interest, as they marched 
forward, their looks animated with the fervour of hope and 
emulation, and their steps measured to the sounds of music. 

Yet, on the present occasion, such an universal chill, such a 
sense of suppressed expectation, filled the bosoms of all present 
at the formidable appearance of the armed bodies, headed by the 
conspirators, that the sports seemed to be scarcely a matter of 
interest; and the shouts of universal greeting, which at any 
other period would have shook the vault of heaven, as these 
gallant bands appeared, now burst but partially forth, and soon 
died away in low murmurs. " It is well it should be so," said 
Peter Du Bois to Von Artaveld, who noticed this want of the 
usual acclamations. '^ Since this is to be the last festival of 
archery, since our sports are to be put down, till it pleases the 
court to give us leave again to draw a bow, we ought not to 
expect rejoicing and acclamations over our expiring honour; and 
this day is marked for the death of our archery.'* 

" It shall be first marked with my own death," replied Von 
Artaveld, in a whisper, to Du Bois ; " I can bear much as a 
citizen, rather than disturb public tranquillity, but there is a 
point beyond which no man ought to use forbearance. We will 
never tamely witness the death of our franchises, one by one, till we 
have lost them all, and are reduced to slaves. But come — our men 
prepare for the sports ; if this is to be the last of them, at least 
we will show, that if they allow us not the bird for the bolt, we 
know how to aim surely, and at better marks, if they provoke us." 

The young men now severally stood forward to display their 
skill in archery. They principally consisted of the Ejiights of 
St. George and St. Sebastian, but others, not belonging to either 
party, were allowed to mingle with the sports, and to loose a 
shaft, although few availed themselves of the indulgence, as all 
the most skilled had enrolled themselves in one or other of these 
celebrated bands ; and it was rarely seen that any youth had 
the hardihood to venture rivalry with such practised bowmen. 
So excellent, indeed, was their skill, that scarcely was there an 
archer of St. George or St. Sebastian, but struck a bird on the 
lower shafts, for the highest was yet unat tempted ; and though 
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all would have rejoiced to strike it, and thus to gain the chief 
prize, yet the fear of failure deterred many from the attempt, so 
that the contest seemed reserved for a few of the most experi- 
enced on either side. 

To strike the bird fixed on the highest shaft was an honour 
that conferred upon the successful candidate the rank of master 
of the festival; and he was treated with a deference due to a 
victor during the rest of the day. He headed the procession on 
its return to Ghent, and offered up public thanks for his success 
at the high altar of St. Bavon, attended by all the archers of the 
different companies, before he proceeded to the town-hall, to 
receive the prize, which was publicly conferred upon him, 
accompanied with the most interesting ceremonies. These were 
circumstances of honour sufficient to raise emulation in every 
youthful breast, and had greatly contributed towards that eager 
desire for excellence in archery, which so much distinguished 
. the young men of Ghent. 

Peter du Bois now took his station to try for the first prize, 
and the trumpet sounded as he prepared to shoot. Peter slowly 
and deliberately aimed at the mark before him, held the arrow 
some time in his hand when drawn to the head, and let it hang 
upon the bow-string before it made its swift flight through the 
air. The shaft failed of striking the bird, yet it passed within 
a quarter of a yard's breadth of the mark. No trumpet sounded, 
for Peter was unsuccessful. 

** Come,*' said Von Artaveld, " now give place to me. I will 
teach you better, Peter.*' 

" Stay, Philip Von Artaveld," exclaimed a citizen, who acted 
as marshal of the bowmen, ** stay, you must not loose a shaft 
yet, your superiors are come into the field. Here is Sir Walter 
d'Anghien and two or three others of the court ; they are this 
moment arrived, and would try their fortunes. Let them shoot 
first." 

** They shall not, by St. Sebastian, whose badge I wear ; they 
shall not," cried the youth, with much warmth. " They are late 
comers ; and better would it be had they not come at all, since 
their lord, the Earl of- Flanders, disdains us and our sports. He 
does not visit the field, and why should any of his court step in, 
and think to carry off the prize from us who are citizens, and 
despised by them] It is my turn to loose an arrow, and, by all 
the saints of heaven, if any one dares to interrupt my right, the 
shaft shall have other aim than yonder bird." 
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So snyinj;, Von Artavold lost not a moment to make good his 
claim ; he instantly stepped forward, stood firmly and uprightly, 
raised the how, fixed the shaft, and then drew the bow-string 
quite np to his ear, and the arrow to its head, looked for a 
moment steadfastly at the mark, and smartly letting slip the shaft, 
it whizzed throii<];h the air, struck the bird, and remained fixed 
in the mark ! The trumpet instantly sounded, and loud and re- 
iterated shouts from the Knights of St Sebastian proclaimed the 
triumph of their party. 

Sir Walter d'Anghien, who was both the nephew and the 
ward of the Earl of Flanders, now advanced, desirous to take 
some share in the sports, and to loose a shaft. But murmurs 
arose on every side as he approached, not from any personal 
enmity towards himself, for he was yet scarcely known to the 
people of Ghent, but the circumstance of his belonging to the 
court, and his near kindred to the Earl, at this moment rendered 
him obnoxious to the people ; who, glad of an opportunity to 
show how much they resented the supposed affront Lewis de 
Male had put upon them, by absenting himself from the sports, 
now were unanimous in treating with contempt one of the Earl's 
family and court. 

The leaders of the disaffected bands observed this with secret 
exultation, and they hailed the murmurs of disrespect vented 
against Sir Walter d'Anghien as the proper signal to begin their 
intended disturbance. Peter du Bois hastened to join John 
Lyon, and whispered to him, " Now, now, let us forward to the 
work — all is ready — our men will join the cry. Remember the 
charge we are to make against the court ; — Sir Walter is here — 
let us begin by turning the tide of wrath against him." 

" Forward then," answered John Lyon ; " all is indeed pre- 
pared, for after what we have already done, we must drive it on 
to extremities. Peace, however sealed, would spare neither your 
head nor mine, Peter ; we have done too much for that already.'* 

" On, then," said Du Bois ; and turning to his own band, he 
continued, " Follow me, my masters, for you all know I lead you 
on that you may find justice." Without further parley, he 
snatched up a bugle that hung at his breast, blew thrice a shrill 
blast, which was echoed and answered in like manner by the 
bugles of all the captains and leaders of the insurgents. This 
was the signal, and in a few minutes all their bands rushed 
forward. ** Seize them, seize Sir Walter d'Anghien and the 
Matthews," exclaimed Du Bois ; " they come, my fellow-citizens, 
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deputed by the Earl of Flanders, to put down your ancient 
sports — to proclaim that henceforth no man of Ghent shall carry 
arms, even for his own defence, save by a license from the court. 
Will you suffer this ] Will you thus tamely yield franchise after 
franchise, till your liberties are lost for ever ] " 

** Never, never!" shouted a thousand voices at once; **we 
will have our franchises — we will be righted." " Down with 
the Matthews; no innovations." " Restore our citizen ; we will 
have him from the Earl's prison." " We will have our rights." 
" We will avenge our wrongs." These and a thousand other 
tumultuous shouts burst from all sides at once. 

The leaders of the insurgents each addressed various companies 
of the citizens, in different parts of the field, stirring up their 
minds to violence and rebellion. Sir Walter d'Anghien, his 
companions, and the Matthews, were suddenly assaulted by Du 
Bois's band ; and seeing how vain would be all opposition against 
such numbers, they could do nothing but submit in silence. 

In the mean time, John Lyon, Amoul le Clerc, and others, 
hastened from place to place in the field, using every argument 
to inflame the minds of the people ; and especially setting before 
them, in the woi*st light, the breach of their liberties which had 
been committed by the Earl's detaining in prison one of their 
own citizens, Sir Simon de Bete, an act contrary to law, unless 
sanctioned by their own warrant. The purposed suppression of 
the sports, the impost on the pilots, the tax on the navigation of 
the Scheldt, with every cause of offence, real or supposed, were 
at this moment brought forward to stir up the assembled multi- 
tude to open rebellion. 

The train had been already long prepared, and now that the 
match was laid to it, the fire ran swiftly through the whole line, 
and exploded in a violent and general conflagration ; for such a 
train had been the machinations of the artful Du Bois. The 
citizens shouted for redress, they hailed the leaders of the 
insurgents with heart and soul, some shook them by the hand, 
others greeted them as the deliverers of their country, all were 
unanimous in support of their cause. The mob joined the 
general cry. The different trades rallied round their banners, 
and, as they waved backwards and forwards in the air, declared 
their willingness to die under them, or to regain their rights. 
The mariners and pilots hailed their old deacon, and once more 
declared for John Lyon, vowing they would no longer pay 
imposts to Gilbert Matthew or his brethren. 
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To (lcRcri1)e the universal tumult, 'vvhich at this moment 
prevaih^d throuf^hout an extensive plain where thousands were 
asscm])le(l, would be impossible : it had now risen to such a 
heit^ht tliat every one spoke or shouted, whilst no one listened ; 
and a niinf^lcd uproar of sounds, that resembled a chaos of noise 
of contending spirits broken loose from the depths of perdition, 
alone indicated that the insurrection was universaL 

In vain did the leaders endeavour to procure silence to 
address the people, till Peter du Bois, after shouting till he was 
hoarse, alternately begging and commanding attention, at length 
so far succeeded as to be able to make the citizens and insurgents 
comprehend, that whatever measures they might wish to adopts 
it was a])8olutely necessary they should first begin by the 
election of a chi(^\ who would guide them on with courage and 
wisdom to recover their franchises and establish their liberty. 

Scarcely had he done speaking, when a voice, elevated with 
passion, loud and discordant in its tones, burst fi-om the multi- 
tude, crying, " A chief ! a chief ! ay, your ancient chief. Von 
Artaveld I His spirit lives, moves, still breathes in his son, 
Von Artaveld I Von Artaveld ! " At these words, a woman 
rushed forward; and holding a white hood extended in one 
hand, and a large knife brandished in the other, Ursula stood 
before them. 

Thousands looked upon her sudden presence, and the pro- 
phetic tone in which she pronounced the name of Von Artaveld, 
as an augury of high import — as the voice of destiny proclaiming 
a chief. With the lower orders the presence of Ursula had a 
peculiar influence ; they beheld her with fear, but such a fear as 
carried with it the most absolute belief in her supernatural 
powers, and entire submission to her authority. The leaders of 
the insurgents, who before suspected, and now witnessed, what a 
I)owerful etiect her presence would produce to assist their cause, 
encouraged the impression she made upon the multitude, and 
assuming an air of the most absolute attention, appeared ready 
to obey her behests. 

Ursula, at this moment, had placed herself upon the platform, 
near the pavilions that had been raised for the archers, from 
which they had aimed at the mark. Philip Von Artaveld was 
still upon the spot. Ursula now stood in a firm and raised 
attitude ; her hair streaming in the wind ; her looks wild, 
disordered, and enthusiastic; whilst her eye gazed upwards, 
fixed on the vacant space, as if contemplating something beyond 
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the vision of mere mortal creatures. She raised her arm, 
extended the white hood, and, in a voice of deep intonation, 
assumed her prophetic strain. " To thee, to thee, Von Artaveld, 
thy father's spirit descends; he calls thee to follow his foot- 
steps ; . he calls thee to deliver thy country. And be *7i^5," 
she said, as she placed the white hood upon the head of Von 
Artaveld, " be tliis the ensign of your cause. The white hood 
that was cursed, shall curse the prince who scorned it. Let not 
a man of you grasp a dagger, or draw a sword, till a white 
hood covers his brow. For it is Ursula, the prophetess — 
Ursula, who can ope the book of fate; it is she who now 
unfolds that dark and terrible volume, to tell you that the white 
hood shall prevail — the white hood shall be the restorer of your 
liberties. Ye men of Ghent, then, lift up your voice with one 
accord, and let your cry be Von Artaveld ! The White Hoods 
for liberty ! the White Hoods for Ghent I " 

The multitude in an instant caught the spirit of enthusiasm 
which her wild eloquence difiPased around, and " The White 
Hoods for Von Artaveld ! " " The White Hoods for liberty 1 " 
" The White Hoods for Ghent ! " was shouted, echoed, and 
repeated from mouth to mouth, and band to band. 

Whilst Ursula addressed the crowd, and whilst their thun- 
*dering exclamations still rent the air in reiterated clamour, 
several persons prepared for the occasion came forward, and, 
as in a moment, a thousand white hoods vi^ere distributed 
amongst the parties of the chief insurgents, and others of the 
discontented citizens, who now openly joined them. And this 
their sudden distribution was devoutly attributed by the vulgar 
to a miracle, wrought by the supernatural power of Ursula. 

When the tumult had in some measure subsided from its first 
loud burst, the Knights of St. Sebastian, delighted that in the 
election of a chief the choice had fallen upon their own captain, 
Philip Von Artaveld, now hailed him as their leader in the 
public cause, and with unfeigned joy promised to support him 
at all times and through all dangers. Philip essayed to speak, 
but it was some time before he could obtain a hearing ; for the 
murmurs and acclamations of the multitude still continued, 
whilst the bands of the insurgents, like the restless billows of 
the ocean, moved backward and forward with unceasing agita- 
tion, as the enthusiasm of party spirit rose or fell. 

Philip, at length, succeeded in obtaining attention, and 
having previously called to his side the Lord de Harzelle, who 
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hold a lii<^h ofHco in Ghent, and John de Faucille, a prudent 
and weiilthy citizen, lie thus addressed the people : '* Citizens, 
you have this day chosen me as your chief, from the honour 
and affection in which you hold the memory of my father, who 
devoted himself to the ^ood of your city, raised your opulence, 
and coniirmed your franchises. You expect much from me, 
my fellow-citizens, who have neither his judgment, nor his 
experience, to steer the puhlic bark through a sea so tempestuous 
as that of these stormy times. My father saved you all feom 
sinking in a like peril, and you requited the debt by murdering 
him I What then will be my security, should I accept the rule 
you now offer nie 1 If my father's fate is to be mine, it will be 
but a miserable recompense." 

"No, no, you are safe — you are secure — ^your father was 
allied with England. He gave our revenues to King Edward ; 
but you are safe. Your father was murdered by a party, by a 
traitor." Those expressions burst forth from several who stood 
near Von Artaveld. He resumed his address : — 

" I do accept the election. You have named me to be your 
chief — I accept it, not from private motives, nor any desire of 
personal advancement, but from the love I bear my native city, 
and from a wish that the opulence and liberties my father 
secured to her with so much labour, and sealed with his death, 
should not be lost for the want of a chief who will maintain 
your franchises. But I demand a council to act with me." 

" You shall have a council," said Peter du Bois ; " a council 
composed of the leaders of our people, and the principal citizens, 
and you shall propose our first measure." 

**Let it be one of reason, justice, and moderation," replied 
Von Artaveld ; " let it " 

" Who talks of moderation ? " exclaimed Ursula, as she once 
more stepped forward on the platform. " Is it you. Von Artaveld! 
when these eyes of mine, but yesterday, beheld the most 
accursed sight they ever looked upon — a thing that threatens 
the total ruin of your city. For but yesterday did I behold the 
people of Bruges toiling at that work which is to turn the course 
of the river Lis from your good town of Ghent, to ruin all your 
commerce." 

This intelligence, that the canal at Bruges was actually begun, 
spread like wildfire, and once more roused the people to 
madness. They would have instant redress ; they would march 
in a body towards Bruges, and the first act of the White Hoods 
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should be to destroy the work, even though in so doing they 
destroyed the workers. Philip Von Artaveld again addressed 
the multitude. 

"My fellow-citizens." he exclaimed, '*I am chosen by you 
as your chief, and for your advantage I am to act in concert 
with your leaders. 1 am ready to do all that is necessary, and 
all that is daring, to obtain the redress of your grievances ; but 
let me counsel you before you resort to hostile measures, before 
you shed the blood of those who, bom in the same land, are 
ruled by the same prince as yourselves, before you commence a 
bloody war upon your country, I conjure you to hear my 
proposal. Let an honourable deputation, composed of such 
persons as you choose to name, wait upon the Earl; let our 
clerks, learned in the laws, and our citizens, valiant in sup- 
porting them, — let them represent to Lewis de Male all our 
grievances, and demand redress. And, as a pledge of the Earl's 
good faith towards Ghent,- let them solicit him to send back 
with them Sir Simon de B^te, who now lies a prisoner at 
Ecclo." 

" Von Artaveld has "spoken well ; we will have it so ; he shall 
head the deputation. Let the Earl give up our citizen ; we will 
have him out of prison." These and many other exclamations 
again burst from the surrounding crowd. 

" In the mean time, my friends,'' continued Von Artaveld, 
" I, as your chief, command that Sir Walter d'Anghien and his 
companions, against whom we have no charge, be set at liberty. 
Sir Walter has not injured us, nor can he in reason be responsible 
for the conduct of his uncle ; and you have no right to detain 
him as a hostage. Sir Walter, you and your nobie friends are 
free to return to Andrighien. Our knights of St. Sebastian shall 
conduct you thither in safety, if you need an escort. For you, 
Gilbert Matthew, and your brothers, our citizens, in a fitting 
time and place, have much to charge against you all, but you 
must also be liberated. Von Artaveld will suffer no prisoners 
to be made of unarmed men, nor of any but such as may be 
ours in war, if all our efforts to obtain redress shall fail us." 

This proposal was loudly seconded by John de Faucille, the 
lord of Harzelle, and several of the more respectable class of 
citizens. Even the artful leaders of the insurgents could find 
no just pretext to oppose against it. Von Artaveld was accord- 
ingly named as the head of the deputation to wait upon the 
Earl. Peter du Bois and John Lyon, who caught at every 
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opportunity to mortify and embroil the Matthews in difficulties, 
now artfully proposed that, as Gilbert Matthew and his brother 
Stephen were both citizens of Ghent by birth, they should also 
join the deputation. In their present situation Du Bois well 
knew they dared not refuse ; and he proposed the measure 
with a view that, in case an answer should be returned of an 
otlensive nature from the Earl, he might seize the occasion for 
throwing the blame of mismanagement upon Gilbert Matthew 
— a circumstance which, in all probability, would render the 
new deacon alike obnoxious to his master and to the people. 
All was now arranged ; and Philip Von Artaveld, instead of 
returning as victor of the archers into Ghent, set off, at the 
head of the deputation, to wait upon the Earl of Flanders at 
Andrighien. 

In a few hours the plain was completely cleared of [the 
multitude ; but still, here and there, were seen stragglers who 
linjrered near it, anxious for the return of the deputation. 

The shops of armourers, smiths, and fletchers, were literally 
thri)nged with people desirous to provide themselves with 
anu'^, either to join the insurrection, or to guard their own 
property against its violent effects ; and every hotel in Ghent 
was crowded with persons who came to hear the news, or to 
learn what had passed, or to settle what was to be done: 
in short, each man began to talk politics more boldly than 
he had dared to do of late, and each to settle public affairs after 
his own way. 

It may well be supposed that this was a busy time with 
Martha Van Dredgger, and her husband Gerard, the host and 
hostess of the Moon, whose common hall was now filled to 
overflowing, with citizens, mechanics, and artisans of all de- 
scriptions, besides divers of the more important members of the 
White Hoods. " Here ! " cried Gerard, " here ! a flagon of the 
best ale for Peter la Nuit6e, the captain of the worshipful 
company of the glass-men." *' A stool there, for Master Van- 
derblast, banner-l3earer of the same." "Worthy citizens!** 
continued the host, who, like most men of his calling, chimed in 
with the popular feeling, ** worthy citizens ! I drink this cup to 
the success of the White Hoods of Ghent ; fill up to the brim, 
and drink to me the same." 

This example was eagerly followed by the guests, and " Success 
to the White Hoods of Ghent ! " echoed through the apartment, 
as they roared it out with much spirit and good wiU; and Gerard 
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lost no time in chalking up the score of flagons that had washed 
it down their throats. Gerard now determined that the spirits 
of his guests should not expire for want of fuel to keep them 
in a blaze : he bustled everywhere, and set the drawers at full 
work, whilst his particular instructions were reserved for the ear 
of his no less bustling little spouse. " Here, wife ! here, 
Martha !*' said he, " run down to the cellars, and tell the boys 
to broach all the casks of stale beer; the citizens are getting 
warm ; Vanderblast is making them a speech ; they are all so 
hot-headed and dry-mouthed, that bad beer will go down as well 
as the best, and we shall -get cleared of the old stock. And do 
you mix the sour wine with the clary ; they will never find it 
out ; they talk so much about the sweets of liberty, that it 
would be strange, indeed, if it did not sweeten their cups. 
Brisk, brisk, I say ; go and do as I bid you ; I must be stirring 
here. Save us, all the saints 1 how Vanderblast gets on ; he 
talks like a judge in any court, and shouts out speeches like an 
ass braying against rainy weather! Well, these are strange 
times ; every one to his business, and mine is to make the most 
of them." 

Vanderblast, already known to the reader as having acted in 
the capacity of the city watch on the night of the arrest of Sir 
Simon de Bete, was at this moment exerting all the powers of 
his eloquence in laying down the law, and in asserting the 
justice of the cause he had so warmly espoused. 

At length David Oxhead, the butcher, declared, as he gave 
Vanderblast a hearty slap on the back, **By the blessed Saint 
Nicholas ! brother Timothy, you have made as good a speech as 
the Earl himself could have done, had he turned rebel to upset 
his own rule ; and I say that Master Vanderblast shall be voted 
spokesman of the company, for he has a thi'oat like a bull, and 
a heart like an ox." 

" And the brains of a calf," said Gerard, with a chuckle, for 
he loved to pop in a bit of his ovm wit. 

" I thank you, neighbour," replied Vanderblast to Oxhead, 
" I thank you for your good will. You are pleased to say so of 
me ; and I believe that I may have some trick of the schools, 
for I can write my name, or blow a glass bottle, with any man 
in Ghent. And as for the arts, my mother used to say that 
when I was a boy, I sucked them in like mother's milk, so that 
I could count from one to fourscore before I was fourteen years 
old, which made me take my manhood a year before the usual 
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time.* And for the sciences, I was always specially fond of the 
law." 

" Well," said Jeremy Von Stitchen, a jerkin maker of Ghent, 
" I say it, and I don't care who knows it, that Master Vander- 
blast can give reasons for things as well as a priest And as I, 
to l)e a neighbourly man and a good citizen, would not desert 
my fellows, but am willing to join the rebellion in a peaceable 
way, I should like to know reasons for what we are going to 
fight about ; and therefore, as I hear it is to hold up the liberty 
of the franchises of Ghent, be so good. Master Vanderblast, as 
to give us some reasons, out of the arts and sciences, for what a 
franchise may mean." 

" I understand you," replied Vanderblast, with a significant 
wink of much satisfaction ; " you would know what the word 
impute.«i, what it comes from ; or, as we of the school say, the 
chronology of the word franchise 1 " 

**Justly so," answered Von Stitchen, "and most aptly taken." 
Vanderblast looked wise, held up his head, hemmed, and 
with a most provokingly instructive air, thus expounded : " A 
franchise, Master Jeremy Von Stitchen, is a thing specially 
pertaining to the law, and by it upheld for us citizens, for the 
benefit of us and our predec&isors, to the latest generation. It 
is the citizen's good name, his boast, and his extinction. In 
short, a franchise is a franchise, and means a restraint to do 
all things according to law, whereupon we found our grounds of 
rebellion. A franchise allows of seeking for justice in our own 
way. It gives us liberty to put up whom we please, and to put 
down whom we please, when things go wrong in the state; 
and to hang all the nobles who are no better than they should 
be. This is the meaning of the word franchise, and for this 
we will live or die like loyal rebels, and magnanimous conspir- 
ators." 

" That we will," said Oxhead ; " and rather than brook tyrants 
and tyranny, we will turn this city into the slaughter-house of 
justice, and kill and knock down every beast of them all, with- 
out favour or distinction." 

" But what I am most thinking about," said a mariner of 
the Scheldt, **is, how that old woman could make the white 
hoods fly about so fast as they did to-day. Why, they came as 

* When the son of a burgher above twelve years of age could count from 
one to fourscore, he was considered old enough for commerce, and said to 
take his manhood. 



THE WHITE HOODS. Ill 

thick about our ears as sea-gulls drive on shore before stormy 
weather ; the witch raised them as fast, and with as much ease, 
as she would the Old One himself." 

**She raised them with more ease, I take it," said the host, 
" than she could put them down again, so long as they leave us 
a head to wear them upon." 

*' What ! do you talk of wearing a white hood, man," said 
Oxhead to the host, " and your house so specially in favour 
with my lord's great man, Gilbert Matthew % Your ears will 
pay for it." 

** May be not," answered Gerard, " for my ears are always 
open to a customer, and my tongue too. Us of the public 
vocation. Master Oxhead, must live for the public, as we live 
by the public ; and though I wish well to every White Hood 
of you all, I have no ill-will towards my lord or his people, 
for they are good friends to the spigot and flagon ; and a man 
must live by his friends. So I see no harm, in drinking this 
cup, to say. Heaven bless the Earl, and the White Hoods to 
boot." 

This comical mixture of a spirit of loyalty and treason, so 
openly avowed by the simple Gerard, produced more mirth 
than anger, and the whole party resumed their politics, and 
seasoned each discussion with so many flagons drawn from 
the cellars of the host, that it was confidently averred, when 
Martha Van Dredgger next offered up a lighted candle to the 
shrine of her favourite saint, she accompanied the ofPering with 
a petition, that the rebellion of the White Hoods might especially 
prevail, for the good of the Moon. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



Upon the evening after the memorable day, the events of 
which formed the subject of the last chapter, John Lyon and 
his nephew, Peter du Bois, were closeted in earnest conference. 
The latter, the most artful of all the insurgents, had so acted 
upon the weak mind of his relative, that John might be considered 
little more than a tool in his hand. They had both publicly 
avowed that their only motive for insurrection arose from a 
desire to serve the citizens of Ghent, yet it must be already known 
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to tho reader, that a deep resentment against Gilbert Matthew 
chiefly actuated the conduct of John Lyon, and a cunning, 
selfish, and ambitious temper, with the hope to repair a broken 
fortune, stimulated the exertions of Du Bois. A satisfactory 
peace between the Eiirl and his people, was, therefore, the last 
thin;^ to be desired either by the uncle or the nephew, since it 
would not satisfy the resentment of the one, nor improve the 
banknipt estate of the other. 

John Lyon, upon meeting Du Bois, appeared thoughtful and 
moody, and there was something of inditterence in his manner 
that surprised the nephew, for he did not enter warmly into 
what was their usual subject of discussion. " You are but in 
bad spirits tliis evening, uncle," said Peter ; " what has hap- 
pened, may I ask, thus to affect you 1 " 

** To speak truth," replied John Lyon, " I have this day been 
much moved by the earnest remonstrances of my daughter ; she 
fears our plans will end badly, and, timid as she used. to be 
towards me, she has grown as bold in argument almost as our- 
selves. She has had the audacity to urge — in short, she has 
plainly told me, I am nothing better than a traitor to my prince, 
who so lately spared my life, when my own party had not strength 
enough to guard me from the laws. However, at length I suc- 
ceeded in getting rid of her supplications, by sending her to pray 
for me at the vespers of St. Nicholas." 

** And can this move a man engaged in plots like ours 1 " said 
Du Bois, sneeringly. "If such things affect you, unde, you 
should not have gone thus far in matters of deep moment. My 
pretty cousin, Anna, means well ; but she knows nothing of our 
affairs, nor shall she. Women should keep the house, and mind 
their toys and their prayers, and not interfere with things 
beyond their sense ; nor should the cry of a petted girl move the 
spirit of a man who looks to overturn a court. Fie, ^a, out upon 
it — it is unworthy of you. But I have news that will demand 
our utmost vigilance. You must act this night, or all is 
over." 

" What do you mean, Peter?" exclaimed John Lyon. "This 
must be news, indeed." 

" Ay, and such news," replied Du Bois, " as we little thought 
to hear. Could I have foreseen what has chanced, I would 
rather have chosen the devil for a chief than Von Artaveld. 
Would you think it ; he so harangued my Lord of Flanders, 
that Lewis called him a brave spirit, overwhelmed him with 
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commendations, and has promised to take off the tax on tlie 
navigation of the Scheldt; to prevent the canal going on at 
Brugea; and, as a warrant for his good intentions towards Ghent, 
resolved to set Sir Simon de B^te at liberty ; and to-morrow 
the foolish old goldsmith intends to gratify his ridiculous pomp, 
by making a public entry into the city. And what think you 
is the condition stipulated as our part of the perfoimance, in 
requital for these condescensions of my lord 1 " 

" Perhaps to pay some yearly levy, of our own naming," said 
John Lyon. 

** No," replied Du Bois ; " we are required to tear off our 
white hoods ; to lay down our arms ; and that your head and 
mine, as the instigators of revolt, shall be at the mercy of Lewis 
de Male." 

" That is as much as to say," said the uncle, " that they may 
be taken off as soon as Gilbert Matthew bids the provost raise 
the axe, and he will not tarry in the bidding." 

" That will be the end of it," answered Du Bois ; " though 
Von Artaveld protests he has expressly stipulated no danger 
shall fall upon our heads, and that the Earl, having the power 
to do so, will dismiss us with a reprimand." 

" I will not trust to it, however," said John Lyon ; " some- 
thing must instantly be done; we must gain over all our parties, 
and the several trades, to determine upon keeping on their 
white hoods ; they must promise to stand by us and uphold 
our acts, before my ancient friend. Sir Simon de Bete, can be 
known to be set free from prison. If he appears, as the pledge 
of the Earl's good faith, ere the people are secured — are our own, 
all will be lost, indeed." 

" Leave me to deal with Sir Simon," said Du Bois ; " I have 
a trap ready to catch the old fox ; he shall not be at liberty to 
do us mischief. He sends me word, that the Earl has graciously 
communicated his intention of liberating him, and that he could 
wish me to meet him without the walls .of Ghent, that I may 
marshal him to the market-place, where he will surprise the 
citizens with such an address upon his captivity and restoration, 
as they never yet heard. Look, here is Sir Simon's letter ; 
and the old goldsmith writes with as much importance as if 
the world itself had stopped on its wheels since he was confined, 
and could only be set going again when he was once more 
free." 

"His wife, the Lady Judith, I understand," said John Lyon, 

I 
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'* has been most violent in her complaints to our burgomasters, 
in consequence of his detention." 

'' She lias, indeed/' answered Du Bois. The shrew missed 
her husband too much, to be long without him ; she wanted Sir 
Simon for the exercise of her tongue. Doubtless the dame has 
laid up stores of wrath to welcome the good man, who now 
escapes a prison to return to a worse thraldom. 

'Whilst Du Bois made these remarks, in his usual tone of 
sarcastic observation, John Lyon walked slowly towards the 
upi)cr end of the room, and suddenly pausing, he turned about, 
and said to Du Bois, " Nephew, 1 have bethought me of a plan 
which can be executed to save us. Yet we must not trust Von 
Artaveld >nth all our measures. He is young, bravp, and of a 
noble spirit. It is well we have chosen him for our chief, for he 
has an unlimited influence with our more sober citizens; and his 
name acts, like a spell of Ursula's, to rouse and animate our 
peo]ile. But though I grant all this. Von Artaveld is neither 
politic nor secret; ho will do everything in the open light of 
day ; and however bold and useful he might be in the execution 
of our schemes, he would be rash ; we, perhaps, have been rash, 
too, in choosing him so soon. But still we are the leaders of our 
oion bands; we can command tfieni without his concurrence. 
First tell me ichen is it that the Earl of Flanders will send to 
demand the white hoods should be cast off, and that your head 
and mine shall attend upon his mercy and his wilH " 

" I have not positively learnt the time," answered Du Bois. 
**But some say that his bailiff will appear in the square of the 
market-place to-morrow, and there issue the proclamation." 

"Then," said John Lyon, **will I be busy this night. Let 
all our men, each wearing his white hood, and fully armed, be 
assembled at an early hoiu: to-morrow morning. We will then 
march them in a body to the market-place. I have not time to 
communicate my further purpose at present. But, at any rate, 
Sir Simon being at liberty for the present must rest unknown, 
else the citizens may so far rely upon the promises of the Earl, 
that they may patch up a peace with Lewis on easy terms ; this 
shall not be done, and we must force them to do something that 
shall render peace more dangerous than war." 

" Your orders shall be punctually fulfilled," replied Du Bois. 
" Why now, uncle, you are yourself again, and speak and act as 
a man. Arnoul le Clerc shall head our people, and conduct 
them wherever you wiU join them. And as for Sir Simon, I, 
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and a body of my chosen friends, will deal with him before 
sunrise to-morrow, for he leaves his prison to-night. He shall 
make no public speeches, I warrant you. But there is one thing 
essential — we want money, I bestowed our last bag of crowns 
amongst our rascals, upon the morning of the archery. We 
have yet committed no public outrage ; actual hostilities are not 
yet begun, so that we cannot yet help ourselves from the bags of 
others, and our men must have money to secure them ours." 

" This is a hard point," said John Lyon. " I have little left. 
Gilbert Matthew deprived me of my office, and since then, gold, 
land, jewels, all I had, has been spent in forwarding our cause. 
My fortune is almost as broken as your own. Unless we begin 
to act soon, I shall be little better than a beggar." 

"If things, then, are so desperate with you, we must look 
for gold elsewhere," answered Peter ; " for gold must be had, 
and this night too. Let me see ; what can be done 1 We 
cannot ask Von Artaveld, as he must not know of our present 
scheme. But I know one who has the means ; and I will gain 
it, if possible by fair words, and if not — -— " Du Bois stopped 
short, and struck forcibly the haft of his sword. " I will see 
old Bernard Goldthrift, the Antwerp usurer, who joined us, 
because the Earl of Flanders laughed at his threats for bond 
debts, and Gilbert Matthew paid back the principal, and 
purloined the interest for his own benefit. The wretch has 
stores of wealth, yet dies daily in the fear of want, whilst age 
and misery lead him by a protracted torture to that grave which 
soon must hold his wretched body — a mere anatomy that will 
scarcely fatten a worm." 

** You will never get a crown from him," said John Lyon, 
" unless your securities were as substantial as a prince could 
offer." 

" I will try, however,** answered Du Bois ; " and, in the mean 
time, do you prepare everything for to-morrow; I will meet you 
again before I rest, but not here. In my own house, this night, 
we will once again hold a conference with Amoul le Clerc and 
our friends, in our usual council-chamber." 

** I will meet you there at midnight," said John Lyon; "till 
then, farewell." 

With this agreement the uncle and the nephew parted. 

When Du Bois entered the habitation of the wretched usurer, 
he was shown into an inner apartment, where everything 
seemed to speak the mind and the manners of the owner. The 

I 2 
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room was large, gloomy, and ancient ; the windows, placed near 
the ceiling, were guarded, like a prison, with iron bars; and not 
only was every arrangement in the house devoid of the elegance 
which wealth can sup])ly, but an ap})earance of poverty and 
meanness seemed studiously adopted; for comfort or coiiYeni- 
ence were things that had never been found within the dwelling 
of old Bernard. 

The room was hung with tapestry of the old Flemish school, 
wliich represented the austerities of several celebrated saints; 
some were flaying their backs, whilst others, the woeful appari- 
tions of abstinence and su^H^rstition, looked almost as bare-boned 
as the skeleton, which was introduced as an emblem of death, at 
their feet. It was not improbable that the images thus constantly 
presented to the eyes of the usurer, acted upon his mind as a 
subject of encouragement and emulation in his own habits of 
self-denial ; for meagre living had wasted every mufKsle of Gold- 
thrift's body, and had almost consumed the very skin upon his 
bones. His eyes, sunk in their sockets, and yet (from contrast 
with his hollow clieeks) seemingly almost starting from his head, 
rendered him altogether so ghastly an object, that had a painter 
desired a study, personally to embody the idea of famine, Bernard 
Goldthrift would have been the model of his choice. 

The door had b(»en opened to Du Bois by a girl of about 
twelve years old ; her countenance was thin and sickly. The 
child having tlie misfortune to be the orphan niece of old 
Bernard, was at once his companion, his drudge, and his house- 
keeper — assisted occasionally in her domestic duties by an old 
man, who, from mere habit rather than gratitude, continued to 
afford some slight service to the usurer, as he doled out to him 
a paltry pittance under the name of charity. 

Peter told the child he had business of importance with her 
uncle, and much desired to see him ; but the little girl declared 
he was not at home, in a manner that convinced Du Bois she 
spoke the truth. ** And where is he gone, my dainty damsell" 
said Peter, **and when will he return again? " 

" He is gone to the market, I believe," replied the child, " for 
we are hungry, and uncle never buys meat but at evenings, 
because he then picks up the bits that are left from the morning 
cheap, and he won't let me go, for fear I should give as much as 
people might ask me for them ; and I wish he was come home, 
for I want some supper." 

" Sordid wretch ! " muttered Du Bois. " But he must help 
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US ; T will not leave the house till he does so." Peter then told 
the girl that he would await her uncle's return, as his business 
could not brook delay ; and the child, desiring him to stay in 
the room where he was, shut the door, and returned to her 
accustomed drudgery in the kitchen. 

Peter threw himself into the old chair, and his own busy 
thoughts for some time afforded him ample employment, till, 
growing impatient, he began to think of retreating for the 
present, to call again* at a later hour. He was about to rise from 
the chair, when, all at once, he thought he heard a strange sound 
under the flooring at the farthest end of the room ; he listened, 
and the noise was repeated. Peter sat quite still, determined to 
ascertain the cause ; and his own figure was tolerably well con- 
cealed by the dusk of the evening, which had nearly closed in 
since his arrival at the house. 

Du Bois fixed his eyes upon the spot whence the sounds had 
seemed to issue, and at length he observed a secret trap-door 
suddenly drop down. In the next minute the wretched figure 
of Bernard Goldthrift slowly and cautiously ascended, his eyes 
glistening with an expression of internal satisfaction, as a lamp 
which he carried in his hand showed plainly the haggard and 
ghastly features of the miser. Bernard put down the lamp 
upon the ground, and then secured the trap-door that led to the 
idol of his worship, the object of his hopes and fears — his gold. 

When he had secured the trap by its secret spring, he again 
took the lamp in his hand, rose up, and turned towards the table. 
The first object he beheld was — Peter du Bois, sitting quietly in 
the old chair, with his eyes attentively fixed upon him ! But 
what words can describe his dismay at such an unexpected sight ? 
Terror and despair seemed to struggle for the mastery in the 
expression of his countenance, whilst old, weak, and helpless, 
he appeared ready to sink into the earth from the shock of so 
sudden an alarm. His senses seemed bewildered: and prudence, 
though not cunning, forsook him, as he exclaimed, in a shrill 
scream of apprehension, ** I am betrayed ! ruined ! robbed ! 
murdered ! but I have no gold there (pointing to the trap-door), 
no gold there; it is only a place I visit for penance, and to 
mortify my sins." 

" Is it so, old Bernard ? " said Du Bois, sarcastically, as he 
quitted his seat. " I should have thought you went thither to 
contemplate wealth which might give you comfort, whilst you 
are daily consuming in misery. But you need not fear me, I 
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have discovered your secret (Beniard shook his head) ; nay, yon 
know I have discovered it, and by your own folly ! The child 
thouglit you were from home ; she desired mo to wait here." 

** Ay, ay," replied the miser, in a tone tremulous with age and 
infirmity ; but, cautious fn)m habitual suspicion, he added, with 
a sipjnificant look, " Girls are thoujijhtless ; girls mil prate ; so I 
never let my niece know when I descend from the light of day 
to practise mortifications in the bowels of the earth. I tell her 
I am going out, and send her away to do her duties in my 
housidiold. l>ut how came it, I wonder, that I should forget 
to-day to lock this room door, that nobody might disturb my 
hour of meditation? " 

** Why, because it was fated," said Peter, " that I should 
come in by it. Never mind, man, you are safe, for I am neither 
robber nor murderer. But these excuses will not serve with me. 
Do you think I cannot fathom you, old Goldthrift 1 Thou at 
tliy meditations ! Yes, to glut thy eyes upon bond securities, 
bags of gold, cheats of ingots, and caskets of rich jewels. Such 
were thy meditiitions in yonder cave of iniquity, where the 
groans of the sufferer, from whom you have wrested his last acre 
of land, never reach you ; where widows' tears and orphans' sighs 
can never come to blot the writings, or to waft away the last 
pledge of hard necessity ; where thy meditations calculate upon 
the next spendthrift who hastes to complete his ruin under 
tliy auspices ; and where thou canst number the rogues and 
fools who will all fly to thee for help, and curse thee while thby 
take it." 

" Why, how now, Peter % ** said old Bernard, trembling with 
fear, as his eye glanced upon Du Bois with a look of astonish- 
ment and suspicion. ** Why, how is this ? " and he added, with 
a strange exclamation that terror involuntarily provoked, and 
which the miser checked and endeavoured to turn into a laugh 
of good-fellowship. " We are comrades, and must not rate 
each other." 

Peter saw the uncommon advantage he had gained in having 
discovered the secret of Bernard's treasure ; and well knowing 
he could turn it to account by alarming the fears of the coward 
who stood before him, he again spoke in a rough and determined 
manner. " I know you have wealth, Bernard, and now I know 
where it lies concealed — uselcvss, worthless as its master. Yet it 
may do much good if properly employed. Dost thou ever con- 
sider, Goldthrift, that there it shall remain, tiU it is first opened 



THE WHITE HOODS. 119 

to pay the man who shall do Ghent the service of putting that 
miserable carcase of thine within a coffin and a grave 1 Dost 
thou ever think of this?" 

** Why, ay, yes, yes," answered Bernard, greatly affrighted, 
" I do think upon it sometimes, when I mortify for my sins ; 
but I am not dead yet, Peter, and I never had much to do with 
the leeches, and so I hope to live yet to see you as great a man 
as you hope to be." 

" And live you may for me," said Du Bois ; " and as for my 
greatness, you must help me to that — you must serve me." 

" Certainly," replied Goldthrift, " anything in reason, any- 
thing within my poor power and means. I would serve you, 
Peter,' ' continued the cunning old rogue, who now thought 
Du Bois was coming round to a better humour, " I would serve 
you, as I would my dearest friends." 

" I hope not," replied Du Bois, " for I should be loth to lose 
daylight in company with thy bags and ingots yonder. Your 
service to me must begin by an act of liberation." 

" Anything," said the usurer, who now shuffled towards the 
table of parchments, thinking Du Bois came to borrow money ; 
" anything within reason, and such as a poor old man like me 
may do without offence to his conscience." 

" Conscience ! " exclaimed Peter, laughing — " no, no, I will 
not make you offend against conscience, by forcing you to lend 
money without exacting interest. All I want is, a gift — a free 
and generous gift, to help to carry on our cause with some of 
your imprisoned crowns." 

If the reader has ever chanced to see any human creature 
whose whole soul has suddenly undergone the most violent 
change from joy to dismay, from hope to despair, he may have 
some idea of the look and manner of old Bernard at this moment, 
yet it would be difficult to describe it : so perfectly astonished, 
and even stupefied, was the miser at the proposal of a gift, that 
he only stared in silence at the audacity of Du Bois, as he 
alternately raised and let fall his hands in amazement. At 
length avarice and indignation got the better even of fear itself, 
and Bernard found the use of his tongue to vent curses upon 
Peter for his impudent demand — curses too shocking for 
repetition. 

Du Bois for some time let the storm rage, and then very 
calmly said, *' Bernard, I give you a fair warning. I have no 
interest to keep the secret of the entrance to your cavern there. 
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and our Wliite Hoodn have an eye as keen as yours for gold, 
-with strtint^er arms and younger feet to gain access to it. They 
shall p:iy their respects to you." 

" Thfv, they ! " replied old Goldthrift ; " they cannot, they 
vouM not harm me ; I am their comrade, one of their leaders." 

** And therefore they would share with you," said Du Bois. 
** But it so happens, that you, heing, as you yourself admit, one 
of tht>ir leaders, are at this moment in such peril, that unless yon 
comply with my request, hefore to-morrow, that very circum- 
stance will devote your head to the provost-marshaL The Eari 
has agreed to redress all the grievances of the citizens, on con- 
dition that every leader of the White Hoods shall be given up 
to justice. Your death and mine is certain, unless we can this 
night find gold (ay, gold, old Bernard), to make our people keep 
on their white hoods, and stand by us who are their leaders ; to 
keep our heads u|X)n their shoulders." 

** And must I, must I," said the miser, in a voice which ex- 
pressed the most acute anguish of mind, " must I part with all 
that is dear to me on earth 1 Is it," he continued, wringing his 
hands, ** is it for this that I have toiled day and night, denied 
mvself comfort and rest 1 Is it for this that I have been cursed 
and hated all my life long, now in my old age to have my heart 

broken, to I cannot, I cannot do it. The Earl is merciful ; 

the provost cannot act without his sanction; he may relent 
Think of some other way " 

" There is no other way," said Du Bois, " that can save you, 
for you are esi>ecially obnoxious to Gilbert Matthew, and he has 
sworn to take vengeance uiK)n you the first opportunity. You 
refused him the thousand crowns he wanted before he obtained 
tlie new office ; and can you now hope, unless our White Hoods 
are supported hy us, that they will support vs — can you hope, I 
say, long to keep that venerable head of yours upon your 
shouliiers, most worthy Bernard 1 Come, think it is to save your 
own life ; o[>en, then, your bags, and set the coins free ; they 
can give you no comfort in the tomb ; for remember, as your 
only delight is now to look upon them, your eyes then will be 
closed in darkness." 

Thus with threats and arguments did Peter Du Bois con- 
tinue to act upon the mind of the usurer, who at length was so 
alarmed by the exoggerated picture which Du Bois drew of his 
danger, that he consented to advance a sum of money from his 
secret store. Having reluctantly done this, Goldthrift prepared 
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to descend once more into his den alone ; but this Peter would 
not admit. " No, no, Bernard," said he, ** I will go with you ; 
the especial value which I feel for your neck will not allow me 
to trust to your conscience the counting out the sum that must 
be used to save it. We must not spare the gold, to hang the 
master of the bags. Come, I'll go with you ; open the trap-door, 
and give me the lamp." 

Gold thrift, with evident reluctance, complied. Had he been 
descending the steps of that dungeon, with which Du Bois had 
threatened him, he could scarcely have done so with a slower 
pace, or with a more ghastly expression of countenance. His 
spirit writhed within him, and gave vent to its secret agonies by 
sundry deep sighs and groans, which accompanied the turn of 
the keys, as he opened a chest of iron. 

" Come," said Du Bois, ** let me spare you the painful office 
of giving liberty to these prisoners. I will take them out, and 
begin from that bag, that large leathern bag." 

" No, no ; not that," exclaimed the miser, eagerly ; ** not 
that ; those are florins, all of pure gold, and not wanting one 
grain in weight. Here, take fifty silver crowns of Flemish 
money." 

** Fifty crowns ! " cried Du Bois, " that is nothing : fifty 
crowns amongst our bands ! Are you mad to oflFer it 1 Give 
gold, fair gold, every coin full, round, and heavy, stamped with 
an image that might bribe the devil himself to worship it. 
Besides, we can carry a larger sum in gold pieces in a smaller 
space." 

" Nay, but it must do ; fifty crowns must do," answered 
Bernard, with a groan. " I cannot bring my heart to touch the 
florins for such a purpose." 

" But the provost will touch thy throat, then, old Goldthrift," 
said Peter ; ** and as I now bethink me that he is a man access- 
ible to some feeling of pity in his way, perhaps you may like to 
keep those florins, in order to use them as a bribe with him, to 
procure you the grace of hanging, or the axe, instead of being 
broken on the wheel." 

" Take fifty florins, then," cried the alarmed miser, as, with a 
terrified countenance, he forced himself to use a desperate efibrt 
to subdue his own avarice, and thrust his hand into the bag. 

"Not so," replied Peter; "we shall lose some precious 
moments in the telling of them out ; give me the bag." 

"I cannot — I will not," said the miser. "A curse upon 
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tlioe, Dm Bois ; would you have me tear out my heart to give it 
you ] " 

"No," replied Du Bois, "only the gold. The proyosi^ 
Goldtlirift ; think ujHjn the provost." 

** '1 uke a hundred pieces," said Bernard, " hut not alL" 

"Ilaiiginjjj or belieadinj;," continued Peter; "the provost^ the 
provost, Aliwter Gold thrift" 

" Take the hag, then, and may the curse of Gehazi go with 
it," cxchiiined the usurer, as he threw the hag of florins upon 
the ground, suddenly shut down the lid of the chest, and 
placed himself upon it. " And now, Du Bois," said the wretch, 
** be satisfied ; for I will not yield one florin more, though it 
were to save both life and soul. You shall steep your hands in 
my blood, and trample me under foot, before you again so much 
as look into tlie chest." 

" Well," replied Du Bois, " for the present I will be satisfied ; 
and as for thy blood ! I would not soil the bright hlade of a 
good sword by dipping it into such pollution. It would he too 
honourable a death for thee, old Goldthrift; for thou wert 
certainly born to starve with thy own rats, and die amongst 
them, or else to make thy last leap from the hangman's tree." 

Peter, well satisfied with the sum he had obtained, imme- 
diately departed, leaving the miser to deplore its loss ; and after 
an interview with Ursula, he hastened to meet the leaders and 
captains of his own bands at the chamber of midnight coimcil, 
where John Lyon was expected finally to settle the desperate 
plan, which, it was agreed, should be executed on the following 
morning. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



Wb must now for a time leave the artful instigators of rebel- 
lion to pursu^ their plots, whilst we return to the unhappy 
daughter of dhe of their leaders; the course of the narrative 
having already detained us longer from the mention of her than 
we could wish. 

Anna, animated with the most lively sense of filial duty, had 
hitherto vainly attempted to withdraw her father from his 
dangerous associates; and now almost despairing of success, 
after her last painful interview with him, she had devoutly 
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attended the vespers of St. Nicholas, to put up her fervent 
prayers to the Virgin, and the Saints, for his deliverance. Anna 
had long since determined that nothing on her part should be 
wanting which could contribute to her father's safety, or his 
comfort, and that he should not have to plead her neglect of the 
Earl's injunctions, as an excuse for continuing his desperate 
enterprise, as she had made John Lyon fully acquainted with all 
that had passed between herself and Lewis de Male. 

Actuated by this resolution, she still wore about her neck, 
though contrary to her own feelings of delicacy, the rich gold 
chain which Lewis had forced on her acceptance. Moreover, she 
was not ignorant, that her retaining the fatal token obliged her 
to see him, and to listen to his protestations of aflfection, when- 
ever he pleased to renew the intercourse. 

Anna was also aware that his present apparent neglect of her 
had solely arisen from the pressing and incessant occupations 
which had employed the Earl, the Countess of Artois, and their 
council, since the day of the archery, when the insurrection had 
broken out. To the faction of the White Hoods she was 
indebted for his present forbearance ; but as the Earl could now 
no longer be ignorant that John Lyon (to whom he had so lately 
granted a pardon for his life) belonged to them, Anna too justly 
feared that the resentment of Lewis de Male, for such shameless 
ingratitude, might fall upon herself. 

Full of these melancholy reflections, she quitted the church. 
The idea of Henry de Cassel, loo, presented itself to her mind, 
and with that idea came hope ; for though Henry was mysterious 
in all his actions, and, she was compelled to admit, even in his 
character, yet there was so much frankness, such an ardent 
affection in his manner and in his expressions, that she could 
not but think him honest at heart, and that he might prove an 
instrument to assist, perhaps, in delivering her father from the 
dangers with which he was encompassed. So great was the 
present anxiety of her mind, that she resolved to trust Henry 
(as far as her sense of honour and of duty wouldgallow) with a 
knowledge of her afiairs. J^ 

Anna was in this frame of mind when she perceived her steps 
were followed by some one cautiously muffled to avoid being 
known ; and never doubting it was Henry she slackened her 
pace to give him time to overtake her. In a few seconds, 
Jacques, the faithful domestic of her lover, was by her side. 
He respectfully told his errand in a few words, and conjured 
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her, infltead of returning; home, to bend her steps to the he^ 
milage of St. John, which stood at a short distance from the 
walls of Ghent, as his master had some communication to make 
to her of the greatest consequence, which would not admit 
delay. Anna in compliance with this request directed her walk 
towards the appointed spot, as Jacques hastened to inform Heniy 
de Caj^el she would there await his arrival. 

The hermitage was well situated in the centre of a small wood, 
half way between Ghent and the palace of Andrighien. Al- 
though the trees were suffered to grow wild, several walks and 
avenues hail been formed amid them^ for the health and 
amusement of the inhabitants of the city. As Anna advanced 
towards its precincts, with an anxious mind and a heavy heart, 
she could not but remark, that the day itself was quite in unison 
witli the atate of her own feelings. All seemed dull and melan- 
choly ; the clouds hung lowering around, obscuring the sun, 
wliilst they threatened heavy showers before it set. Not a 
single person crossed her path ; the commotions in the city 
seemed to have wholly occupied the attention of its inhabitants ; 
so tliat whilst the unruly rabble paraded the streets, those 
disposed to peace confined themselves to their own dwellings. 

As she turned into the path which led to the centre of the 
wood, the wind whistled and howled in sad cadence, and seemed, 
to her vivid fancy, like the voice of some spirit, to deplore the 
imhappy fate which attended her. Anna drew near the little 
hermitage dedicated to St. John. It was an ancient and now a 
ruinous Gothic building, which had been constructed over the 
head of a small fountain that rushed from a rock, and after 
falling in gentle murmurs down its grey and mossy sides, was 
soon lost to the eye, in intricate windings through the wood. 
The fountain was consecrated by superstition for the miraculous 
power of its waters, which were said to heal all diseases, if duly 
visited with faith and prayer, especially on the eve of St. John's 
day. A hermit had once been the priest and the guardian of 
the spot ; but during the public disturbances in the time of the 
late Jacob Von Artaveld, the cell had been dismantled and 
suffered to go to ruin, so that nothing more than a mouldering 
wall, and the ivy-grown fragment of a fretted archway, now 
remained. But the carved image of the good St. John, the 
patron of the spring, yet stood within a small niche above it, 
and, with a raised hand and bending brow, seemed to bless the 
genial fountain. 
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Anna sighed heavily, and took her seat upon a fragment of 
the ruins, watching, with an anxious eye, the little pathway that 
led through the wood to the fountain, and listening to every 
breeze that rustled or stirred the leaves, in the hope to hear 
the sound of footsteps. Her expectation was at length relieved 
by the appearance of one who eagerly came towards her, and in 
the next moment, Henry de Cassel pressed her to his bosom. 
He looked upon her with a countenance, in which the most 
ardent affection seemed mingled with anxious fears, and struck 
by the pale and care-worn face of Anna, he said in a tone of 
impassioned feeling, " Dearest love, this must not be. Oh let 
me, let me rescue you from scenes that I fear destroy your 
peace." 

** Alas !" replied Anna, " my peace depends upon my father, 
and I fear I must not look to find it." 

" He is unworthy such a child,*' exclaimed Henry with some 
warmth ; " but let me save you, Anna." 

" Do not speak of him thus," said the unhappy girl ; " do not 
say so to me ; remember he is my father, and whilst I have life 
and strenj^th, I will never fnrsake him. The evening draws on 
apace, and I must hasten back ere the city gates are closed. 
Tell me briefly then, I conjure yoii, what it is you would com- 
municate to me. Does it relate to my dear father's safety 1 " 

" It does indeed," replied Henry; " but I fear to distress you. 
Yet you must know it, and this night ; for to-morrow it would 
be too late. On this night alone depends your father's safety 
and your own. I have the power, and I would use it, to 
preserve you both." 

" Oh speak I " exclaimed Anna, " speak, tell me what has 
chanced. I feared something, for I left my father but now 
closeted in deep conference with Du Bois." 

"Perhaps," replied Henry, "he has gained some knowledge 
of what I would communicate to you ; but he can have no . 
power to shun the danger so securely as I could shield him from 
it, and for your sake I would venture my own life to preserve 
your father's." 

Trembling with emotion, and impatient to know the worst 
that Henry could communicate, Anna clasped her hand? together, 
and conjured him to tell her all, to hide nothing from her, 
assuring him she could support the recital, whatever it might 
prove. 

" When Philip Von Artaveld," said Henry, " held an inter- 
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view with the Earl of Flanders, he behaved so nobly, spoke with 
80 much courage, addrt^ss, and moderation, that he procured 
from Lewis de Male concessions that he would have granted to 
no one else. In return for these concessions, the Earl demanded 
that the rebellious bands sliould surrender their arms, cast off 
their white hoods, and that their leaders should be delivered up 
to his mercy. But Philip would not betray the party he had 
espoused, and only consented to this measure on receiving a 
promise from Lewis, that the lives of these unhappy leadejs 
should be spared ; in short, that they should be dismissed after 
receiving a reprimand. Satisfied with this assurance, Von Arta- 
vold returned to Ghent But no sooner was he gone, than the 
Countess of Artois and Gilbert Matthew, both the deadly 
enemies of your fatlier, represented to the Earl, that John Lyon 
and Peter du Bois could not be included in the treaty, since 
they were each attainted traitors, to whom the law of Ghent for- 
bade mercy, and tlierefore the promise so rashly given to Von 
Artaveld, however it settured the other leaders, could not apply 
to them. And your father having continued to carry on his 
dangerous plots, to aid the insurrection after the favour Lewis 
had so lately shown him in granting a free pardon, was strongly 
urged in bitter terms against hinu In fine, the Countess and 
Gilbert so artfully wrought upon the EarPs mind, that to-morrow 
morning the bailiff of Ghent, Roger d'Aut«rme, is to demand the 
persons of John Lyon and Peter du Bois in the market-place, 
where he will proclaim them traitors ; and there can be, I think, 
but little hope, that either Margaret of Artois or Gilbert Matthew 
will ever leave the Earl at peace till both these unhappy men 
suder the penalty of the law." 

"Oh holy Virgin!" exclaimed Anna, "what can be done) 
Save him, save but my father, and my gratitude, my love, are 
yours for ever." 

" It is in the hope to save him that I am now here with you, 
Anna," replied Henry. ** But first hear all I would tell you. 
As Von Artaveld, no doubt, will deem this measure a breach of 
the promised treaty on tlie part of the Earl, it is to be feared 
that a youth so spirited will have recourse to arms, and that a 
general civil strife will fuUow. Let me then save you, Anna, 
from the horrors of such a scene. If your father will but 
consent, before to-morrow you and he shall both be placed 
in safety beyond the power of your worst enemies ; and soon 
after this event, I hope to appear before him as I am, no 
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longer mysterious, but your open, your sincere and zealous 
friend." 

" HowT' said Anna, with eagerness ; "speak, but speak — tell 
me how you will preserve my father's life." 

" Hasten back to Ghent," replied Henry ; " tell your father 
all I have imparted to you, and bid him leave the city before 
the gates are closed for the night ; bid him come as privately as 
it is possible, accompanied only by you. Seek this very foun- 
tain, where, about midnight, I will join you, with a few brave 
friends, whom I dare trust in part with my design. We will 
conduct you as far as the port of Osteiid ; a vessel there waits 
my orders to set sail with whomsoever I shall place on board, 
for I can command the master's obedience. He will carry you 
to a port in Holland, where you may remain, secure from all 
danger, till the times wear a better aspect in this country. And 
I will take care to furnish you with the means, that neither your 
father nor yourself shall feel the hard necessities of exiles ; and 
then, Anna, the day will come when I may hope to restore you 
to peace, to claim you, to " 

" Kind, generous, dearest Henry," said Anna. " But I will 
not thank you now, for all thanks would feebly speak my 
feelings. But do not let us lose a moment in vain speculations 
upon the future : I will instantly seek my father, tell him all 
you say, all you would do for him. Yet," continued Anna, in 
an altered tone, as a sudden alarm seemed to present itself to 
her mind, " yet I much fear " 

" Fear what, Anna 1 " said Henry ; " I have offered nothing 
but what I have the means to accomplish." 

" Alas ! " replied Anna, in a tone of despondency, " I fear my 
father will not consent— that he will not accept your offered 
terms of safety. Peter du Bois rules him with an unlimited 
influence ; they have been go much together to-day, so many of 
these wretched White Hoods have been cautiously stealing to 
our house, that I fear, Henry, my father may be tempted by Du 
Bois to provide for his own safety by some terrible means of his 
own seeking. I must not deceive you; my father may not 
come to this fountain as you direct." 

" Then," answered Henry de Cassel, " if such should be his 
blind determination, do you come alone, and let me save you 
from the horrors, the dangers that awaits you. I will convey 
you to some convent remote from Ghent, where you may rest 
concealed and in saifety till happier times arrive." 
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" No," cried Anna, " never. I will never deserfc my father \ 
and tlioiit^h I would not share in his guilt, yet I will not leave 
him without one friend, one honest counsellor, although he 
does not heed me. I will not fly from him to spare myself a 
share in hU punishment or in his fate." 

" Nay, Anna ! " exclaimed Henry, " you know not what may 
await you ? think u[)on Earl Lewis." Anna was silent ; H<«nry 
looked at her a moment, and then added, in a voice tremulous 
with agitation, '* What am I to think ! Oh, Anna ! is there— 
can there be another motive for this refusal ? Is there a motive 
to which I am a stranger? — can the Earl — can you be so 
blinded? — good heaven!" he continued, as he looked wildly 
upon her, '* you wear his very token upon your neck. O Anna! 
is that a fit ornament for a bosom that would guard its in- 
nocence 1 Did I not warn you to avoid such a badge of infamy 
and danger) and now — even now, you display the accursed and 
glittering toy before my eyes." 

" Be patient, Henry," said Anna, with evident confusion; 
" I know it is a sad token, but what — what could I dol I — it 
is nothing " 

" Nothing ! " reiterated Henry. " Is a token of Lewis de 
Male's love nothing? Thus worn, is it nothing) You will 
drive me to madness. Tell me then, in pity to the agony I 
feel at this moment, tell me wherefore that token, which 1 know 
to be from Lewis, hangs thus about your bosom." 

Anna, grieved to the very soul by these imkind suspicions, 
and by the vehemence of Henry's manner, looked upon him 
with sorrow in her countenance; and could only assure him 
that he had cruelly misconstrued her motive, and injured her 
feelings, by groundless suspicions. Still she was silent about 
tlie chain of gold ; she could not deny it was the Earl's token ; 
her manner became embarrassed, for she felt that her duty to 
her father (since he had forced her to consent that she would 
listen to L^wis), forbade her communicating^ it even to Henry de 
Cassel. She was compelled to remain silent, when a word 
would have proved her innocence. 

The evening fast closed in upon them, and the lovers soon 
parted, and though they did so without further reproach, still 
doubt and an nnsatisfied feeling of anxiety rested in the bosom 
of each. Henry accompanied Anna till she arrived near the 
gates of the city, and, as he left her, solemnly renewed his 
promise that he would be ready in attendanoe at the fountain in 
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the wood, should her father resolve to escape the fate which was 
prepared for him. Anna sighed as she said she could only hope 
in heaven, for she feared he might not come, hut if he did so, 
she would hear him company. 

With a palpitating heart, and a mind distracted with anxious 
and conflicting feelings, Anna hastened through the streets of 
Ghent as she returned home in quest of her father. We shall 
not attempt to descrihe the agony she suffered when, upon 
arriving at his door, she learnt he had quitted the house with 
Peter du Bois, and, after vainly making every inquiry to find 
out where he might he, she heard the hells of the diflerent 
churches strike the midnight hour, yet her father was not 
returned. 



CHAPTER XY. 



Everything had heen arranged hy the activity of John Lyon 
and Peter du Bois for the execution of their schemes. Money 
had heen distributed where it was thought necessary, and all the 
leaders of the White Hoods were duly given to understand that, 
unless they would resist the expected demands of the Earl, they 
could have no security for the lives of John Lyon and Peter du 
Bois, nor for their own. 

On the next morning, the former headed a considerable body 
of these people, whilst the latter, with a few trusty adherents 
who were in the secret, set forth at a very early hour to meet 
Sir Simon de B6te, and thwart his intended appearance before 
the populace. 

Sir Simon, who had now just emerged from captivity, clearly 
bore about his altered' person the marks of a prison, where, 
although he had been well treated, the idea of his degradation, 
and the little value which was set upon his consequence, preyed 
upon his spirits, and had affected his health. Reduced as he 
was in flesh, with a most woe-begone aspect, he might now 
be compared to some pampered cur, stolen from his master, that 
had at last returned from the clutches of the thief, where his 
back had grown acquainted with the stick, and his stomach with 
famine. 

Notwithstanding all his misfortunes, neither the good-nature 
nor the pride of the little goldsmith had forsaken him, and he 

K 
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conifortod hiniRolf for past misfortunes with the idea of the 
bustle and i)ara(le of a public entry after his captivity. The 
sliout of the i)opulacc, the greeting of friends, the harangues to 
the citizens, the triumphant return to his own house, etc., etc., 
were things of such importance, that the expectation of them 
almost counterbalanced the evils the worthy burgomaster had 
ex])erienced in his prison. 

It was with a comical expression, therefore, of dole and 
exultation mingled together, that he joined his friend and 
escort, Peter du Jiois, who had promised to conduct Sir Simon 
to the market-place with all due observance. The goldsmith 
now complained of some hardship, and anon expatiated on 
the pleasure and commotion his return to Ghent would occasion, 
and again he inveighed against his oppressors, " No, Peter," 
said Sir Simon, as they drew near the walls of Ghent, " never 
was there man of my standing, having the rule of such a com- 
mercial city as this, so misused. And those rascally Matthews, 
Gilbert and all his brothers, they shall learn to know whom 
they have dared to injure, and who I am, and what I am. Eut 
go on, Peter — my public appearance — my speech — let ns think 
of that ; how, where had I best make it, in the most striking 
manner 1 I shall address them something in this way : — ^Most 
worthy fellow-citizens — no, most worthy citizens, for my address 
will be to the multitude, and it is only the burgomasters who 
can exactly be called mj fellows. Most worthy citizens " 

" Hush," said Peter du Bois, " the very warders will hear you 
on the walls of Ghent, and you must not lose the effect of your 
speech by delivering it before the time. Now, Sir Simon, keep 
peace, and listen to me. You shall go to my house, I tell you, 
in private ; wait there as close as may be, and I wOl come for 
you at the proper time, and produce you before all the assembled 
citizens. But now draw your hood close over your brows, and 
endeavour, if it is possible, to keep silence, for we are about to 
pass within the city gates ; and the noble prisoner just returned 
from Ecclo must not be seen nor known till he appears like 
himself in due state before thousands to greet him." 

In this manner, at a very early hour, was the simple Sir 
Simon de Bete conducted privately into Ghent. And having 
been duly deposited by Peter du Bois in his own house, that 
artful leader ushered him into the most private apartment; 
quitted it ; turned the key in the lock ; left a guard over the 
door, and set off to join John Lyon and his bands, as Sir Simon 
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-was hallooing after him to the full extent of his voice, with 
many threats for his detention, and conjurements that he might 
be let out. And here, for the present, we must leave him to 
chew the cud of indignation, whilst we return to the White 
Hoods, and the events of this memorable day. 

It was about nine o'clock in the morning, when Sir Eoger 
d'Auterme, the high bailiff of Ghent, mounted upon a war- 
horse, and bearing the emblazoned banner of the Earl, entered 
the city gates, attended by Gilbert Matthew, his brothers, and 
a band of men-at-arms. The bailiff bent his course towards 
the corn-market, where a great body of the people was already 
assembled, and having taken his stand in the very centre of 
the square, holding" erect the banner in his hand, he bade the 
clarions sound as the prelude of his proclamation. 

Immediately two trumpeters advanced, one on either side 
the bailiff, each bearing upon his instrument an emblazoned 
ensign, with the lion sable langue d'or. Thrice they sounded 
a loud and lengthened peal; but no shouts, no acclamations 
from the populace, welcomed this announcement tliat the bailiff 
had come to execute some command of their lord; whilst the 
silence of the surrounding multitude appeared rather that of 
suUenness, than of obedience ; and upon the faces of all present, 
an air of doubt, anxiety, and suspicion, was depicted in the 
strongest characters. A stern expectation of something terrible, 
but decisive, seemed to agitate the mind of every individual. 
The bailiff looked around him with astonishment ; the counten- 
ance of the Matthews fell ; whilst Gilbert passed his hand 
under his cloak, and fixed it firmly upon the hilt of his dagger. - 

Stephen Matthew now advanced to the side of Sir Eoger 
d'Auterme, and said to him in a low voice, " I do not like the 
temper of the populace this morning ; all men look but darkly 
upon us ; had we not better return, and obtain a stronger force 
of men-at-arms, before we proceed in this business ; the citizens 
have welcomed us coldly, and are not likely I think to be best 
pleased with our commission. Let us return to Andrighien." 

"No," replied Roger d*Auterme, **I am here to do my duty, 
and I will not flinch from it. Once more let the trumpets 
speak, and I will recite the proclamation." 

Again the clarion spoke, but no sooner had it ceased, than 
a murmur arose amongst the body of the people, who, at the 
extremity of the market-place, were in motion, and seemingly 
giving way for others to advance. Eoger d'Auterme observed 
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the movcmont; Imt rpRoluto in the performance of his duty, 
he (*xt(>iuio(l his ri^'ht arni, nusvd tlie banner of the Earl above 
his hon<l, and oxclaimed in a voice of authority, " Citizens, and 
men of (Jh(?nt ! I am here to represent the person of yonr lord 
and nil<*r ; my wonls recite his commands ; attend, therefore^ 
to tlio Indicsts of the Earl of Flanders, and obey them. Lewis, 
your j^mcious prince, liaa genorously acceded to all your desires; 
your ffUow-citizen is liberatctl." 

'* It is false, it is most false," murmured several yoices amongst 
the crowd. 

I'he hail iff commanded silence in that tone of firmness which 
seldom fails to impress irresolute and vulgar minds. He was 
suflFered to proceed. 

** I repeat it," continued Roger d'Anterme, " that your lord 
has graciously acceded to all your requisitions, that your fran- 
chises will be restored to you, and that he is the friend, as well 
as the ruler, of his good town of Ghent. In requital of these 
his most gracious designs, he demands but as a mark of your 
love and your obedience, that you forthwith doff those white 
hoods, 8inco they were assumed as an ensign of treason. And 
it is also the Earl's farther pleasure, that John Lyon and 
Peter du Bois, as the principal leaders and original instigators 
of this rebellion, be delivered up to justice. I, in the name of 
the Lord Lewis de Male, now proclaim them to be attainted 
traitors ; and by the authority which this banner gives me, as 
the ensign of my office, I now proceed to arrest them. Follow 
me, my masters," said the bailiff to his men-at-arms; "follow 
me, and do your duty." 

Whilst Roger d'Auterme addressed these last words to the 
armed men whom he commanded, he prepared to advance, when 
suddenly a loud shout burst at once from the body of people 
who stood near the extremity of the square ; in another moment 
the clash of arms was heard, and the cries of " Ghent ! Ghent! 
the White Hoods ! the White Hoods ! " rose from a thousand 
throats at once. The market-place became one scene of outrage, 
tumult, and confusion. Arms glittered, swords were brandisheid, 
and daggers drawn on all sides. Some shouted from alarm, 
others for riot. Many fled, and several fell down in the scuffle 
from their own violent efforts to secure a retreat ; whilst 
John Lyon and Peter du Bois, taking advantage of the favour- 
able moment, rushed forward at the head of four hundred 
White Hoods, dashed into the square, and made the walls of 
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the town ring again with their reiterated shouts of " Ghent ! 
Ghent ! the White Hoods ! the White Hoods ! down with the 
banner ! kill the Matthews ! " 

In the midst of this confusion (before John Lyon, with his 
followers, could reach the centre of the square), Gilbert Matthew, 
alarmed, and without the means of resistance, saw all was 
in combination against himself and his measures. He deter- 
mined, therefore, to leave the bailiff to his fate ; and with a cold- 
blooded prudence worthy the heart of a coward, he made a 
sign to his brethren ; and managed, under cover of some of their 
men-at-arms, to procure a precipitate retreat. The rest of these 
men, seeing their example, and seized with the general panic, 
now fled in all directions, leaving the gallant Roger d'Auterme 
to brave the storm alone. 

The bailiff, conscious of his danger, but disdaining flight or 
fear, and resolute in the discharge of his duty, stood firm in 
the midst of a cruel and incensed multitude, still holding erect 
the banner of Lewis de Male, and refusing to surrender it, though 
charged to do so by the mob on the peril of his life. He was 
now completely surrounded. Some held their swords or other 
weapons pointed at his breast, as if they would instantly dispatch 
him ; but d'Auterme only looked indignantly upon them, still 
refusing to surrender up the banner of his office. 

While the bailiff thus stood resolute but defenceless, with an 
aspect at once noble and commanding, to which his magnanimity 
of spirit had given something of an expression that might be 
termed sublime, he seemed like the lordly lion, which, brought 
to bay by the hunters, surrounded by yelling dogs, and a thou- 
sand instruments of death aimed at him on every side, still rises 
upon his enemies, and, majestic even in his fall, yields his life, 
but with terror to his oppressors. 

So looked the noble Roger d'Auterme, as he once more raised 
the banner and faced the incensed multitude, exclaiming, 
" Whilst I hold this ensign, 1 represent the person of your lord ; 
I therefore command your obedience ; lay down your arms, 
and mercy shall be shown to you ; and if you want an inter- 
cessor with the Earl, follow me unarmed. I will sue to 
Lewis for his repentant citizens, but not for avowed traitors. 
Come on then, I lead the way ; follow me to the feet of your 
prince." 

** To the prince of hell ! '* said Du Bois,and rushing forward, 
assisted by some of the most desperate of the mob, who com- 
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jx>scmI Uio bands of White Tlooda, he tore Boger d'Antenne 
from his horse, and murdered him withoat a word. The 
noble Rpirit of the bailiff had fled to the world of spirits; 
his bh^Mling body lay extended on the ground pierced mth 
more than twenty wounds from the hands of the rebels, and 
the dagger of Du ])ois still remained fixed in that woimd 
whicli had penetrated his heart, in life the seat of all that was 
brsive, and now in death the sheath of the assassin's weapon. 
Even the murilerers and their associates seemed struck with 
horror by their own atrocious deed, and, as if to drown in 
turiiult tlie terrible feelings they had awakened, with hands 
reeking in the blood of an innocent man, and ^vith looks wild 
and livid, they sent forth disonlerly shouts, uttered falsehood and 
treiison, endeavouring to arouse an equal degree of cruelty and 
madness in all who stood gazing, mute with horror, around them. 

A fearful and unnatural sliriek of exultation was at this crisis 
heard from amidst tlie crowd, and in the next moment it was 
followed by a laugh, such a laugh as it might be supposed would 
speak the gratulation of a fiend on the act of murder. Ursula, 
her eyes flashing with frenzy and diabolical malice, immediately 
rushed forward, stooped over the mangled body of the bailiff, 
and tearing out the dagger that rested in the wound, she 
brandished it in one hand, as she seized the banner of the Earl 
in tlie other, threw it upon the ground, and trampled it under 
her feet. " Thus, thus,'* exclaimed the wretched sorceress, 
" thus perish the enemies of Ghent ! Follow up the work ! 
citizens of Ghent, do yourselves right : let death, fire, and victory 
avenge your wrongs and confirm your freedom ! and for this 
wretched carcass," added Ursula, as she spumed the remains of 
the valiant Koger d'Auterme with her foot, ** let the dogs gnaw 
the flesh, and the ravens tear each limb, they are not worthy to 
feast the glutton worm." 

The fury of the populace had risen to the highest degree of 
frenzied excitement ; and Ursula (who, though hated by all, was 
feanid by all) appeared to their inflamed imaginations as acting 
at this moment under the immediate inspiration of her terrific 
powers. They hastened to obey her mandates ; and confusion, 
outrage, and cruelty seemed at once let loose, as the multitude 
]:)roceede(l to treat with insult the body of the murdered bailiff. 
Ursula witnessed the effects of her own art. A ghastly smile 
stole over her dark and terrible features. She pointed to the 
torn baimer with her finger, and retreated from the spot. 
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Scarcely had she done so, when a second tumult seemed to 
aiise from the extremity of the market-place, and a party of 
young men, each wearing a white hood, with Philip Von 
Arlaveld (alone bare-headed amongst them), rushed forward, 
sword in hand, towards the spot where the murder had been so 
recently committed. The first object upon which Philip cast 
his eyes wa& John Lyon, who stood mute and motionless, as if 
overvhelmed with horror, and surprised by the pangs of remorse, 
for tie very success of his o^^m schemes. Peter du Bois was 
near lim, and regarded the dreadful scene with a hardened and 
unchaiged aspect of boldness and resolution. 

Vol Artaveld gazed for a moment on the lifeless corpse. 
" Gooc God ! " he exclaimed, " what is this you have done ! you 
have skin a brave man in the execution of his duty, and now 
you intuit his remains ! " With these words. Von Artaveld, 
supported by his band of archers, advanced towards the ruffians 
who hai possessed themselves of the body, and were dragging 
it insulingly by the heels along the pavement of the market- 
place. 

** Lea^e the corpse," said Philip, in a tone of authority ; " I 
comraanl here, and I swear by all that is just, I will pass this 
sword tbough the breast of the first man who shall dare to 
disobey ae." 

The pesence of the gallant Philip acted with a paralysing 
effect upn the boldness of these hardy ruffians. The very name 
of Von \jtaveld was indeed like a charm in Ghent ; it could 
master tie rudest passions ; and Philip, beloved by the citizens 
in generl, found it an easy matter to command the unruly, 
since he vas certain of being supported in his measures by the 
body of he people. 

There vas a moment's pause, even a moment's silence, in this 
uproar oi tumult and of crime. Philip threw his own mantle 
over the )ody of the bailiff, as the ruffians who had dragged it 
along th( ground slunk back before him. Von Artaveld next 
dismisse( some of his band to summon the attendance of the 
monks o the monastery of the Friars Minor in Ghent, in order 
that the corpse might be removed to consecrated ground. He 
again deianded the cause and motives that had led to an outrage 
he so ahorred and lamented. 

John Lyon acquainted him with the principal circumstances, 
and lai( a great stress upon the infraction of the treaty by the 
Earl's emand of his own life, and that of Peter du Bois. 
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Philip listened with attention ; but no sooner had he heard thi 
last-mentioned circumstance^ than his cheek flushed with suddea 
resentment; and his eye seemed to speak the anger and fire of 
his soul, as ho laid his hand upon his sword ; but, looking do«ni 
upon the body, he only said, '* We might have done ourseVes 
justice, and yet have spared this cruel deed." 

John Lyon saw his opportunity, and, wishing to gain an tadi- 
enco before Yon Artavcld addressed the multitude, he raisei his 
voice, and said to those about him, " Citizens ! you have thI day 
been summoned by the Earl of Flanders, not only to give ^ the 
lives of those who have endangered themselves in support >f the 
public cause, but you are also commanded to throw of your 
white hoods, and to cast down your arms. Will you d( this f 
Will you thus betray yourselves, when you already fud the 
power of these white hoods to protect your liberties ? Th white 
hood has stnick terror into the hearts of your enemies ; jbr your 
own sakes, my fellow-citizens, I conjure you, do not cas it off; 
for the sake of all that is dear to yuu, for the love you bear to 
your children and to your country, resign it but with li^ For 
my own part, I have assumed mine, for the maintenance »f right, 
and never will I doff it whilst I have one drop of bloodremain- 
ing to shed in your cause." 

" We will not doff the white hood ! down with the Earl of 
Flanders ! down with all tyrants ! we will follow Job: Lyon ! 
we will die with him ! let John Lyon be our leader .'let him 
rule the city ! wo will follow him to death ! Ghent ad John 
Lyon ! the White Hoods and Ghent ! " These were shuts that 
everywhere arose from the surrounding multitude, as Jan Lyon 
concluded his address. 

He onco more essayed to speak, but, ero he could d so Von 
Artaveld stepped before him, and commanded silence. It was 
some time before the acclamations of the people sificiently 
subsided for Von Artaveld to address the citizens. A length 
he said, ** My friends, if I now conjure you to donothing 
that is violent or rash, do not think that such a reques on my 
part proceeds either from a fear of our enemies, or f roi a wish 
to desert your cause. The treaty into which we hadentered 
has been broken by this demand of the lives of youiieaders. 
And I fear it shows us, but too plainly, we must haceforth 
trust to nothing but our swords to obtain justice. Stl, Earl 
Lewis is our natural lord, he is in himself noble, an I am 
convinced that his present conduct must have arisen fcm the 
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advice of the evil counsellors by whom he is surrounded. We 
all know^ Levjris for a brave prince, I will not therefore think 
him a treacherous one. Let us war then, not against our prince, 
but against his corrupt favourites j and henceforth never let us 
stain our honourable cause by an outrage like the act of this day 
— the murder of a defenceless man. The first amongst you 
who shall dare again so to disgrace the name of Ghent shall 
have his white hood torn from ofE his head, and my own hand 
shall do the part of justice upon him." 

Low murmurs now arose, whilst some of the ruffians who had 
been concerned in the murder of the bailiff muttered impreca- 
tions against Gilbert Matthew and his brothers, and said the 
bailiff might have been spared, had he not brought such evil 
company with him. 

"Was Gilbert Matthew and his brothers with Roger d'Au- 
termo when he came to issue the proclamation ] " inquired Von 
Artaveld. 

" They were indeed," replied John Lyon ; " and they fled, 
leaving the bailiff to suffer alone." 

" Cowardly wretches ! " exclaimed Von Artaveld. " And now, 
my fellow-citizens,*' he continued, again addressing the people, 
** make war upon evil counsellors, but do not touch the anointed 
head of your natural lord. I will once more seek Lewis de 
Male, and demand the removal of that crew of villains who beset 
him, who abuse the state, and tyrannize over us in his name. 
If entreaty fail, we must remove them by the sword ; but touch 
not the life or the office of your prince ; and now lift up your 
voices, and cry with me, * Long live the Earl of Flanders, long 
live our noble prince ! ' " 

The multitude caught the expressions; and, moved by the 
generous feeling and conduct of Von Artaveld, with the accus- 
tomed fickle-minded ness of a mob, they now shouted ** Long 
life to the Earl of Flanders ! " in the same tumultuous manner 
in which they had just before shouted to put him down. 

Von Artaveld, when silence was once more obtained, looked 
mournfully upon the body of the bailiff of Ghent. ** There, my 
fellow-citizens," said he, " there lie the mortal remains of one 
who was alike honest and brave ; had all our lord's dependents 
been like him, this wretched day had never chanced. You have 
slain a man who was truly worthy ; mourn your deed, but do not 
mourn in vain. Show your repentance by giving an honourable 
testimony to the bailiff of Ghent. He was too honest to die rich 
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in his office; comfort his widow, and provide for his orphans: 
and may the Power from whom alone you can find mercy for 
this act — may He grant it to you, as you show pity to the 
widowed mother and her fatherless children. The monks of the 
FrLiw Minor advance to bear off the body. I will attend it to 
the church ; and then let your chief burghers assemble in the 
town-hall, where I Avill meet them to consult upon what measures 
it will be necessary to pursue." 

A few brothel's of the order of St. Francis, barefooted, and 
clad in their black garments, now approached, with a terrified 
aspect, shocked at the violence so lately committed, and alarmed 
to find themselves called upon to remove the body of the 
murdered, under the very eyes of the murderers. Philip saw 
their dismay ; his assurance of safety gave them some comfort ; 
and headed by the brave Von Artaveld and his friends, they 
bore off the remains of the bailiff to their own church. 

No sooner had they quitted the market-place, than John 
Lyon once more addressed the people. **Von Artaveld, my 
friends,*' said he, **acts with more generosity than prudence. 
He would " 

** Noy no ; we will live and die with Von Artaveld I " shouted 
the multitude. 

** And so will I live and die with Von Artaveld," continued 
John Lyon, in a loud voica " You see how Von Artaveld 
deplores the murder of the bailiff. This murder, my friends, 
could never have happened, but for those accursed Matthews 
whom Koger d'Auterme brought with him. Their presence 
incensed the public mind, and the wrath they kindled fell upon 
the bailiff. It is Gilbert Matthew, my fellow-citizens, who gives 
evil counsel to the Earl ; it is by Gilbert Matthew's means that 
you are robbed of your franchises." 

Here Du Bois stepped forward, and with a sarcastic expression 
upon his features, seeming to look with scorn and irony upon 
the very people he was about to address, with an assurance that 
might be termed unparalleled (for his hands and his clothes still 
bore the * bloody witness ' of the deed he had so recently com- 
mitted), he stood erect, bold and unblushing, and thus spoke to 
the assembly : " Most worshipful fellow-citizens (the word wor- 
shipful pronounced in a marked tone of irony), you see how that 
noble and wise youth, Philip Von Artaveld, laments the death 
of the bailiff who came hither to hang myself and another of 
your leaders, John Lyon. I would therefore propose to you to 
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do an acceptable piece of service that may please Von Artaveld ; 
and that whilst he joins the reverend monks in singing a mass 
for the bailiff's soul, we should employ ourselves in the revenge 
of his murder ; and since it came to pass solely by the presence 
of Gilbert Matthew and his brothers, I propose that we lose no 
time in seizing upon their persons ; then let us repossess our- 
selves of the wealth these Matthews have stolen from the public 
coffers, and bum and raze their houses to the ground ; and now, 
my friends,*' continued the impudent Du Bois, " who follows me 
to revenge the bailiff's death ] " 

The proposal was received with unanimous approbation, for 
every one hated the Matthews. "All! all!" exclaimed the 
mob, " we will all follow Du Bois ! down with the Matthews ! 
burn their houses I hang Gilbert ! revenge the bailiff 1 lead on, 
Du Bois ! we will live and die with Du Bois ! " 

Thus shouted the fickle multitude, as they followed the steps 
of Peter du Bois and John Lyon, who led them on like so many 
fierce and yelling hounds, let loose for the chase, and wildly 
scouring along the plain to hunt up the game for the amusement 
and the profit of their masters. 

All now was one scene of tumult, bloodshed, and outrage. 
The Matthews were everywhere sought for in the city ; but they 
had long since fled beyond the walls of Ghent. The White 
Hoods, therefore, were forced to content themselves with the 
plunder of their houses, which, after the pillage, they reduced by 
lire to the ground. 

Many of the sober and elder class of the citizens retired 
within their houses, and shut them up ; and now did they begin 
to murmur and say, that Ghent would pay dearly for the 
quarrels of Gilbert Matthew and John Lyon, since their private 
feuds had first led the way to insurrection. 

After this dreadful day, John Lyon and Peter du Bois re- 
turned together in the dusk of the evening to take some rest 
and refreshment at the house of the former. As they passed 
through the market-place (that very place where they had acted 
so deep a tragedy in the morning), they heard in their way the 
shriek of a woman, who seemed to be surrounded by several 
armed men, employed in dragging her by force along with them. 
This circumstance was scarcely noticed by John Lyon, for so 
great had been the outrages of that day's work, that many a 
woman in Ghent had screamed for mercy in vain. Du Bois 
observed the struggle, but dead to every feeling of humanity, it 
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only excited a sarcastic smilo as he said to John Lyon, ^'That 
woman calls loud enough in the public streets to raise half the 
town ; but she will keep peace soon if our White Hoods have to 
deal with her." 

The uncle and the nephew passed on, conversing upon the 
subject of their successful riots ; but what was the surprise of 
both the guilty insurgents, when, upon reaching the house of 
John Lyon, they found old Catherine bound hand and foot, 
almost dead with apprehension, and only able to tell them, 
that her young mistress, the unhappy Anna, had just before 
been forcibly carried off. 

" They were the cries of my child, then," said the agonized 
father, " that I heard in the market-place." 

John Lyon sunk into a chair. The retributive jostice of 
heaven seemed, even at this moment, to visit him, for he felt 
a pang as great at hearing of the loss of his child, as the widow 
of the unfortunate bailiff experienced when she learnt the 
intelligence of the murder of her husband. 



CHAPTER XVL 



We must now conduct the reader to the palace of Andrighien, 
where (upon the day after the murder of the bailiflF), wifliin a 
magnificent apartment, the unhappy Anna sate in melancholy 
contemplation of her fate. She had been forcibly dragged from 
her own home, and hurried to Andrighien by a body of the 
Earl's men-at-arms, during the general confusion; whilst the 
populace were engaged so intently upon burning the houses of 
the ^Matthews, that Lewis had effected his cruel purpose with- 
out danger of interruption from either John Lyon or his bands 
of White Hoods. Anna was now effectually within his power ; 
and so well planned and sudden had been her removal, that she 
did not suspect it to have been by the Earl's order till she found 
herself within the walls of Andrighien. 

As Anna looked out through the windows of the palace, 
which were barred (agreeably to the custom of securing all 
lower apartments throughout the houses in Flanders), she heard 
the key of the chamber turn in the lock ; the door opened, and 
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a man entered, closely muffled, the face and figure being entirely 
concealed by the hood and mantle. 

He turned towards her as he advanced, and casting aside the 
hood, Anna recognized the Earl of Flanders. There was a 
fierceness, a something undefined but terrible, in his aspect, that 
made her heart sink within her, as she gazed upon him. 
Hitherto he had always met her with a gay and smiling 
countenance ; a change, therefore, so evident, in conjunction 
with the violent act which had placed her at Andrighien, boded 
the worst evils her fancy could suggest. 

At length the Earl spoke : " Anna," said he, " you who have 
so long been the object of my affection, at whose suit T granted 
life to a traitor, who would now repay my mercy by the ruin of 
my country, you cannot be surprised that I have made you my 
prisoner, or that I should expect, at your hands, some atonement 
for the unparalleled injuries I have received from your father." 

" My lord," replied the trembling girl, " I am within your 
power ; I will not, therefore, use vain reproaches ; I have no- 
thing to hope but from your pity, I will add, your justice; 
since you must be sensible that, whatever may have been the 
conduct of my misguided father, I am in no manner answerable 
for its consequences." 

"But you are, you shall be," said Lewis, sternly. "Hear 
me, Anna ; I loved you with a tenderness that made me forget 
myself, my power. I wished to win you only by your affection. 
For your sake I have long been at enmity with the Countess of 
Artois. I have neglected my affairs, hated the rank that 
separated you from being the sharer of its greatness. To your 
father, at your solicitation, I granted life. To please you I have 
hitherto forborne to urge even my own suit : and how am I 
repaid 1 Your father would become my destroyer ; you would 
leave me to misery and death." 

" No, my lord," said Anna, " I am not so ungrateful ; I well 
remember that to you I owe my father's life ; my gratitude can 
never cease. You promised at least to show me forbearance, 
to " 

"But know," continued the Earl, **my resolution is fixed, 
though I am changed in feeling even as others change. Can 
I think on the past, and not assert my right to vengeance ? But 
yesterday, your father, ingrate, traitor, murderer as he is, your 
father stabbed my bailiff, trampled my banner under foot, defied 
my authority, stirred up the citizens to rebellion, sacked, bumt^ 
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and destroyed the property of my oflicers before my sight ; your 
father did this, and do you expect mercy at my hands) I 
learnt the drejulful tale of muider here — the minder of the 
noble Kogcr d' Auterme. I witnessed the lire from these very 
windows. Then, Anna, then I issued my orders to secure you 
at least as my prisoner ; and as I beheld the flames rise l^h. 
above the walls of my good city, and cast their red glow of light 
upon the waters of the Scheldt, then, even then, I vowed a full, 
complete, and dreadful vengeance." 

" Oh, my lord," exclaimed Anna, as she threw herself upon 
her knees before the irritated prince, ** let it not fall on me ! " 

Lewis, scarcely heeding her supplication, proceeded; his 
words poured in passion from his lips, with the quickness and 
tumult of an angry torrent. "Yes," he said, "I vowed a 
dreadful vengeance, that fire, the sword, dishonour, and death, 
should fall upon the heads of those accursed traitors and all their 
race. Tidk not then to mo, woman," he continued, as Anna 
endeavoured once more to supplicate for pity ; " my sacrifice 
of you is but an act of justice, of just and solemn retribution." 

Thus spoke Lewis de Male, governed by the violence of one 
of those fits of extreme passion to which he was so subject. Of 
all baits that the Evil One holds out to seduce mankind, there 
is none more specious or more dangerous than that which stirs 
on the mind to commit a wicked deed (to which it is inclined) 
by lending it the appearance of a just retribution of injuries, 
whether real or supposed. The open rebellion of John Lyon 
had awakened his worst feelings ; they rose with the occasion, 
till all forbearance on the part of the Earl was at an end ; and 
the low whispers of conscience, that had hitherto pleaded for 
Anna, were drowned in the hurricane of passion. 

The unhappy girl, overwhelmed by the vehemence of his 
manner, still bent on her knees before him, clasped her hands, 
and looked up in his face in a manner so gentle, so imploring, 
that it might have awakened pity in the sternest breast. Lewis 
was scarcely proof against her entreaty, and turned from her as 
if he feared being melted to a better purpose ; and in order to 
keep up the feeling of his resentment, he again dwelt upon her 
father^s crimes, and his own denunciations of vengeance. 

" My lord," said Anna, *' my father's guilt is not mine. I do 
not ask you to spare me for his sake, but for your own. Think, 
oh think ! how bitter will be the remorse you must one day feel, 
when time, that subdues the wild rule of passion, shall make 
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you remember the poor girl your cruelty brought to ruin and to 
death. In pity to yourself, spare me, oh spare me ! " • 

" Why should I spare you 1 " said the Earl ; and, as if 
endeavouring to harden himself by a specious mode of reason- 
ing, he added, "And yet I do spare you, when I save you from 
sharing in the guilt and the punishment of traitors ; when I 
save you from herding with the lowest and the basest of man- 
kind — men who, under the name of your father's party, would 
lead you through scenes of civil discord, and at last leave you 
exposed to all the horrors of misery and want." 

"And let them come," replied Anna ; "I could bear misery 
and want in patienca Welcome, most welcome, would be the 
lowest state on earth, so I might meet it with innocence.*' 

" Innocence ! " exclaimed Lewis, scornfully. " To herd with 
traitors, is that innocence ? " 

"I am no traitor, my lord," replied Anna; "I am your 
vassal, true and loyal to you." 

** Then prove it," said Lewis, " by obedience ; on the instant 
prove it. This palace is no longer a place of safety either for 
you or me ; it lies too near to Ghent All is prepared for our 
departure ; and I come to ask, nay, to command you to follow 
me whither I shall conduct you. Follow me in silence, and 
with submission ; all resistance will be vain, since I have the 
power to compel obedience, should you refuse it. Still I would 
rather that you yielded in peace to a fate you have no means 
to resist. Come, Anna," continued Lewis, as he threw his 
arms around her ; " come but with a free heart, and I can 
banish every unlund feeling; all shall be love and harmony 
between us." 

At these words, Lewis would have pressed her to his bosom, 
but Anna started from his embrace ; stood aloof ; whilst the 
flush of anger overspread her neck and mantled in her cheek ; 
and, looking upon the Earl with an aspect that implied command 
rather than supplication, she uttered the word " Forbear ! " in a 
tone of voice that awed even the license of Lewis de Male. 
The general temper of Anna's mind was so gentle, so passive, 
that few persons would have believed her capable of so much 
energy. Wholly indifferent to things of trifling import, her 
feelings, concentrated and strenuous when called forth into action, 
assumed a character of the utmost resolution. Weak minds 
sink under misfortunes; it is the property of strong ones to 
brave them; they may be shaken, but not overpowered. So 
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"was it with Anna ; sho might, indeed, be compared to a noble 
vessel, that glides calmly down the current of an unruffled tide, 
but which, when the billows rage around, rises with the swell of 
the stormy waters, and rides majestically above them, as they 
roar and fret, and break against her bulk in vain. 

Anna now felt her danger ; but conscious rectitude made her 
bold; her character seemed changed from timid softness to 
perfect courage ; she turned to Lewis, and said in a firm tone, 
" My lord, I now appeal to you, not fearing your power, but 
demanding its exertion; even against yourself — against your 
own bad purpose. I am your subject, and to you I appeal for 
liberty. My detention is unlawful ; you can have no pretext to 
accuse me of guilt. Not to Lewis de Male do I address my 
prayer, but to the Earl of Flanders ! he is bound by his oath of 
office to respect the meanest vassal of his dominions. Give me,' 
therefore, liberty." 

Anna, while she pronounced this address, exalted by the 
energy of her feelings, stood before the Earl with a composure 
of countenance and a dignity of mien that astonished him, and 
would have excited his admiration, even had she been the plainest 
of her sex. But so young, so beautiful, and fearless, Lewis gazed 
upon her as he would upon a creature of a higher world, and, 
bursting forth into impassioned exclamations of love and praise, 
he sought by every means to win her ; to dazzle her imderstanding, 
and to melt her soul into tenderness and sympathy. 

** Oh, Anna," he said, " do not — do not bid me tear you from 
my heart ! let me but hope, and live the sole mistress of my 
atiections, the guide of my actions, as you are alone the object 
of my thoughts. I will do all you wish — anything but part 
from you — that I can never do and live." 

** We must part, my lord," replied Anna, coldly; "the high- 
bom prince and the lowly vassal can form no union but that of 
protection, reverence, and duty." 

"Nay," said the Earl, "but you have a mind, a soul, a person, 
that would confer lustre on a crown, rather than receive any 
from it. Anna, share my power, my wealth, my love ; all things 
that I possess shall be laid at your feet. You shall inhabit my 
palaces ; the treasures of foreign climes shall be open to you ; 
whilst unbounded wealth shall give you the mecuis to satisfy 
your every wish." 

" They could never," answered Anna, " purchase for me one 
happy hour." 
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" But power," said the Earl, " has power no charms to capti- 
vate 1 Think how godlike it is to sit as the dispenser of good to 
thy friends, and to crush thy foes heneath thy foot." 

" God is alone the dispenser of good or evil," replied Anna ; 
** and no act can he virtuous in his sight, unless it comes to pass 
hy virtuous means. I want not wealth nor power on such terms 
as you would give them ! " 

"But love," continued Lewis, "true, faithful, unhounded 
love — ^has that no charms ? Love that would watch over you 
with the tenderness of unceasing care, and, like a mother who 
clasps her nursling to her hosom, would chide the very air, and 
fan it hack, should it come near thee with too rude a hreath ; 
love that would cherish, honour " 

" And would destroy me, soul and hody hoth," said Anna, 
with the greatest emotion. " Hence, tempter ! hence ! I scorn 
such love as you would offer me. Why urge me thus 1 It is 
vain and fruitless. I implore, I conjure, nay I command you, 
in the name of Him whom princes must ohey, to give me liberty. 
I am the injured person, not you, my lord ; restore me to that 
freedom of which you have so unjustly deprived me, and I will 
grant my forgiveness for the injury." 

** Forgiveness ! " exclaimed the Earl, who, finding all the 
seductive arts he had attempted fail in their effect, now once 
more gave way to a torrent of passion ; " Forgiveness, and from 
thee ! Have I not honoured thee ; have I not tried to raise 
thee, groveling as thou art, and leagued with traitors 1 But a 
prince is scorned, and hy whom 1 who are we ? am I not thy 
prince, and thou hut a simple burgher's daughter ? " ' 

"Ay," said Anna, with composure, **and the burgher's 
daughter is greater than a prince, when she can teach him what 
he has forgot — his duty." 

" This insolence is beyond all bearing," exclaimed the Earl ; 
" but I will teach that proud soul humility. I will humble thee, 
indeed ; and thou shalt hereafter sue, beg, crawl at my feet, and 
ask my mercy, my forgiveness. Thou shalt do this ; thou who 
hast dared thus to address thy lord." 

With these words Lewis seized Anna violently by the arm, 
and attempted to drag her towards the chamber-door. "You 
go," added he, "to a place where all complaint will be vain, and 
where I will never part from you till it is my will to show 
forgiveness." 

" Oh, my lord ! " said Anna, as she threw herself at his feet ; 
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and clung to his knees for support, " if I have spoken wrong, 
pardon me, but do not resent it thus ; I will humble myself to 
the dust l)efore you. I will welcome a prison, or the scourge ; I 
will do anythinjT, however mean or grievous, so you but suffer 
me to live guiltless ; for oh, I could not, indeed I could not, 
suffer life in shame ! " 

" It is too late for supplication," replied Lewis ; " all prayer 
is vain ; force shall take you hence, shall take you to be mdne." 
" Oh, do not say so ! " cried Anna vehemently ; " tear me to 
pieces; lay mo dead at your foot; drag me with wild horses 
from your palace gates ; but do not carry me to dishonour. Oh, 
do not, lest curses fall upon your head ! " 

** All is vain," said the Earl, and throwing his arms around 
the affrighted Anna, he forced her towards the door of the 
chamber. " You are mine," continued Lewis ; " I swear it 

by " 

" Hark ! " said Anna, as she looked wildly around the room ; 
" what cry was that 1 " 

** That — what cry ? " exclaimed Lewis. 
*' Hark ! again it comes," said Anna; ''those are the sounds 
of tumult." 

A trumpet was now heard from without, which was followed 
by a violent crash, and the exclamations of " Ghent ! Ghent ! 
the White Hoods ! the White Hoods ! " burst at once as from a 
thousand throats. Anna clasped her hands together, looked up 
to heaven, and exclaimed, ** Thank God ! thank God ! " 

The door of the chamber was, in an instant, burst open, and 
a confidential attendant of the Earl, who had been the chief 
agent of his schemes upon Anna, rushed into the room, his 
sword drawn, his countenance pale as death. " Save yourself, 
my lord," said he, " save yourself ! the White Hoods have 
surprised us ; they have suddenly surrounded the palace. They 
come in such a force that all resistance would be madness. The 
damsel here is safe, for her father leads them on ; but save 
yourself, you will not be spared. Escape by the postern that 
leads iuto the wood beyond the garden ; you may escape that 
way whilst the rebels seek you in the palace. Lose not a 
moment, or you are a dead man." 

Lewis de Male saw the danger, and cursing his fate, he rushed 
out of the apartment, hastily followed by the attendant; and 
scarcely had he effected his escape by the postern door at the 
extremity of the gardens, when the White Hoods (who had 
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demolished the palace gates) poured into the royal habitation 
with so much violence and fury, that they might be compared 
to a succession of angry waves, that ran roaring and striving the 
one to overleap the other. 

In every apartment did the White Hoods seek the Earl; their 
purpose was to seize upon his person, and to detain him till they 
should liave taken a bloody revenge upon his counsellors, and 
several of his knights and nobles; and then to appoint new 
officers, and to make their own terms before they gave him 
freedom. 

In this object they were disappointed; but Andrighien 
afforded too rich a temptation to be left in peace. Here the 
Earl kept his wardrobe, his plate, and jewels. These were 
plundered. Even the font, in which he had been baptized, and 
which he had caused to be removed to this his favourite palace, 
was destroyed, together with the beautiful cradle of chased 
silver in which he had been nursed. Everything, of any value, 
that could be removed, was plundered by the White Hoods, who, 
before they left the spot, set fire to this noble structure (one of 
the richest Gothic buildings of the time), and reduced it to a 
heap of ashes. 

Anna was found, almost in a state of insensibility, lying upon 
the floor of the apartment where she had parted from the Earl ; 
and in this condition she was carried back to Ghent by her 
father and Du Bois. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



Immediately after the murder of the bailiff, the Countess of 
Artois, and the principal ladies and nobles of the court, became 
so alarmed at their proximity to Ghent, that they removed from 
Andrighien, with all possible secrecy and despatch, to the Earl's 
palace at Male, where Lewis was bom, and from which he took 
his name. Male, although not very far distant from Andrighien, 
was deemed more secure, on account of its being strongly forti- 
fied, so that it was at once a palace and a feudal castle, a 
combination of magnificence and safety common to the period. 
Here also the Matthews had fled for safety, after their cowardly 
desertion of Eoger d'Auterme ; and it is probable the Earl Lewis 

L 2 
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would not have lingered, as he did, at Andrighien, but for some 
fonrR lest his designs upon Anna should fail, had he caused her 
to ho brought at once to Male, now inhabited by her jealous 
enemy, liis motlier. At Male, also, the officers and chief nobles 
of Flanders had been summoned to attend, in order to debate 
upon the measures to be adopted to quell the rebellioas faction 
of the White Hoods. 

It is to Male, therefore, we must now conduct tbe reader, 
where, within an apartment of gloomy grandeur in tbis ancient 
castle, ^largaret. Countess of Artois, was seated beneath a 
canopy of state, employed in looking over letters and papers, 
that lay upon a table before her, with much apparent interest 

The Countess, who is already known to the reader as the 
mother of the Earl, had many points in her character of strong 
resemblance to Queen Elizabeth. Her own territory of Artois, 
however considerable as a county or province, was yet in- 
sufficient for the exercise of her authority, or the active and 
masculine character of her mind'; so that, from retainini?, as she 
did, an extraordinary influence over her less politic son, Slanders 
became the scene of her ambition and of her power. Like 
Elizabeth, she was passionate in temper, jealous of her autbority, 
and ]^ossessed uncommon strength of character ; but she had 
not, like our celebrated princess, a generous feeling, a virtuous 
pride, in the welfare of her people. The views of the Countess 
originated from, and ended in, mere self-interest, and her pride 
sought the aggrandisement of her family by any means, however 
oppressive, and by those of expediency rather than of justice. 
Although she had been beautiful in her youth, and still retained 
a noble person, her vanity (of which she possessed a sufiBcient 
share) was more fixed on the higher distinction of intellect 
than of beauty or fascination. She was at once firm, but 
haughty ; cold in heart, yet passionate in temper ; vindictive, 
but deeply cunning. 

Whilst, the Countess was engaged in examining the papers 
placed before her, an attendant entered the chamber, and in- 
formed her, Gilbert Matthew, the deacon of the pilots, desired 
to speak with her. He was instantly admitted. Gilbert ap- 
proached the Countess with a look of the most profound sub- 
mission and respect ; for, insolent as he was to his inferiors, 
and even to his equals, he could curb the natural propensities of 
his disposition at a time when it became his interest to use 
respectful observance ; so that it was commonly said of Gilbert, 
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that he had, in his own person, the nature of two animals very 
different from each other, and by turns displayed the temper of 
each, being a wolf in the city, but a sheep at the court. 

The Countess replied to the profound reverence of Gilbert 
with a slight inclination of the head, but she neither changed 
her attitude, nor addressed to him the least salutation of cour- 
tesy ; for Margaret was one of those persons who, when engaged 
in affairs of moment, never lose sight of their object, nor expend 
even a word upon any matter that may be irrelevant. ** You 
have business with me, master deacon," said the Countess, " be 
pleased to state it." 

" Most noble lady," replied Gilbert, " I have presumed to 
seek this interview, as I am in duty bound, to lay before your 
judgment, and for the exercise of your wisdom, things of 
moment to my lord the Earl, whose rule, when assisted by the 
councils of a wise and beauteous lady like yourself " 

" To the point, sir," said the Countess, interrupting him, " to 
the point. Leave these fair terms ; they may be excused, since 
we do not expect in the deacon of our pilots the holiday words 
of a courtier — and you are too low-bom. Master Gilbert Matthew, 
to pay compliments that can be valued by me. To the point, 
therefore." 

" Madam," replied Gilbert, somewhat disconcerted by the 
cold and haughty manner in which his flattery bad been re- 
ceived, " the council are in attendance to give audience to 
Philip Von Artaveld and the twelve citizens of Ghent, who 
come to beg my lord's mercy for the murder of the bailiff, 
and to sue for terms ; but the Earl is not yet arrived at Male ; 
and the council crave your direction, whether they are to 
assemble in your presence to-day, or to- bid the citizens hence, 
and to return on the morrow to seek an audience." 

"They must have an audience to-day," said the Countess; 
" and I will take the place of my son in the chamber. But 
where can Lewis tarry] Thus is it ever. His affairs are neg- 
lected, and would go to ruin but for me. To be absent at such 
a moment is death to our cause, especially when these White 
Hoods dare us in every point." 

" Madam," answered Gilbert, " have no fears about the White 
Hoods ; for whenever my lord pleases to exert his full power 
against them, not a man amongst them shall have a head left to 
wear his hood upon.** 

"I shall direct the proper means that must be adopted to 



150 THE WHITE HOODS. 

crush tliom," said Ihe CountcRs, "so soon as we haye given 
nudioiico to tlie citizens. But this £arl, this prince, who is my 
son in hlood, hut not in spirit, where can he linger! ** 

Gilhcrt smiled, and, with an affectation of mystery and 
intelligence, as if he knew more than he wished to tell, looked 
down and said nothing. 

*' Ila ! " exclaimed the Countess, as she fixed her eye npon 
him, '*thou dost know something, thou hast intelligence of 
somcthinjT hiil from mo ! speak it, and at this moment," con- 
tinued Margaret, as she struck her hand vehemently npon the 
table, " speak it, or by the coronet I wear, I will tear the badge 
of thy office, that anchor, from thy neck, and make my varlet a 
deacon instead of thee ! " 

"Madam," replied Gilbert, *^I fear to offend yon should I 
speak the truth ; and yet if I suppress it, you have so keen a 
sense, so sudden a penetration, that even one glance of those 
bright eyes would detect me." 

" Have done with this, once more I charge yon, have done 
with it," said the Countess; **the eyes of Margaret of Artois 
are only to be looked upon by such as you when they would 
strike terror. Flatter your equals. Master Deacon, bnt do not 
dare to use such familiarity with me." 

Gilbert was again abashed. He assumed therefore a manner, 
the result of exquisite cunning, intended to express perfect 
obedience to her orders, yet at the same time a reluctaiice to 
speak openly on the subject. He bowed, sighed gently, and 
slightly raising and letting fall his hands, said, " Alas ! madam, 
even the high-bom princes of the land have their weaknesses 
and their errors." 

**So," replied the Countess in a tone of contempt, **you 
would tell me that princes are still men ; I can dispense with 
such information, master deacon. Tell your tale ; I can com- 
ment upon it without the aid of your philosophy." 

"It is known to you, lady," continued Gilbert Matthew, 
" that John Lyon hath a fair daughter, whom he contrived to 
throw in the way of your noble son." 

"Ha ! what of her?" exclaimed the Countess, and the flush 
of anger and alarm overspread her cheek; but, instantly 
checking herself, she added, "Do not tell me what I know 
already, but what I am to learn. I have not forgotten that, but 
for my interference, the Earl of Flanders would have disgraced 
his noble birth, ay, and have lost his earldom too, by marrying 
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a woman too low to hold the state even of a waiting damsel at 
our court. Now tell your news, and briefly." 

** This maiden was withdrawn then," said Gilbert, " but not, 
I fear, from the Earl." 

**How!" exclaimed the Countess, "has John Lyon dared 
still to hold out the bait to my infatuated son? Has Anna 
presumed — but it cannot be, I will not believe that she would 
dare to brave my resentment." 

" The father has dared to do all that treason and outrage 
could accomplish," answered Gilbert ; " and his daughter, by 
arts and seeming innocence, still holds the Earl a slave in her 
toils, but keeps his passion at bay, in the hope to ruin him, 
by persuading Lewis one day to make her his wife. This 
artifice must be her own work, since John Lyon can expect 
nothing now that he is become a traitor, unless it be, indeed, 
that should his White Hoods fail of success, he may at least 
secure his own neck by the influence of his child, as the mistress 
of his offended prince." 

Whilst Gilbert made this artful speech, the Countess sat 
motionless, her brow darkened, and rising suddenly from her 
seat, she exclaimed, "It is enough, if there are means within 
the compass of heaven or of earth, I will find them, to ruin the 
designs of this artful woman. But first, Gilbert, give me some 
proof your tale is true; for, if I mistake not, you were a dis- 
carded suitor of this Anna; and you are not without malice, 
or villainy either, when it can prove useful to yourself. I will 
do nothing wantonly : if a sacrifice must be made, it shall be 
for a great cause of necessity. But what proof, I ask again, 
have you to adduce of the truth of these assertions ? " 

**That of my own eyes, most gracious lady," said Gilbert. 
" She had a private interview with my lord at Andrighien, in 
the pleasure-house of his garden. On that day I returned from 
the city sooner than was expected. Observing the warder 
endeavoured to hinder my going towards the pleasure-house, 
it excited my suspicion; I therefore concealed myself behind 
the laurel walk, and determined to watch. Soon after, the 
Earl of Flanders entered the garden ; he then wore a remarkable 
chain of gold about his neck ; but this was no longer to be seen 
when he quitted the garden, and Anna in a short time stole out 
of the pleasure-house, wearing upon her bosom that very chain, 
which doubtless the Earl Lewis had bestowed upon her as a 
mark of his affection; and I now fear your noble son still 
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lingers at Andrighien for her sake, as I learnt from one of his 
own people tliat a woman had been brought there with all 
secrecy upon the very day of the bailiffs murder, and that this 
woman was carefully concealed by the especial command of 
my lord." 

"It is enough/' said the Countess; ''these are proofs more 
than enough ; and I know that to me you would not dare to 
utter falsehood. I will devise the means to deal in this afibir. 
Then shall you know from me how I will employ you ; but in 
the mean time do not breathe a syllable of what you have stated 
to me to any living creature. We must seem to be ignorant 
of it, even to the Earl, for the present. I will read a dreadful 
lesson to all damsels wlio shall dare to think they may, by the 
arts of cunning and a fair face, mate themselves with princes. 
Observe the greatest caution." 

" Madam," replied Gilbert Matthew, " you may trust me ; 
you need not fear being betrayed by the confidant of your 
councils and your measures." 

'^ Change that term. Master Gilbert," said the Countess 
hauglitily, "you are my instrument, but not the confidant of 
Margaret of Artois. I have bought you for my use ; yoa have 
my confidence as far as it is necessary, but not a step beyond 
it. I repeat it, I have bought you for my service, as I would 
any other tiling; you are wholly in my power; I have made 
you what you are by purchase, not from regard." 

"You have indeed made me rich, and even great, beyond 
my utmost hopes," replied Gilbert Matthew, " and to you alone 
do I look to keep the favour of my lord. You need not, lady, 
therefore, fear me." 

" I fear you not, man ; I care not for you," said the Countess ; 
" a word of mine would crush you ; your safety lies in silence 
and obedience ; for though I grant you are useful to me, yet I 
hold you but as I would the pen tliat I now have in my hand, 
it writes the characters I dictate, as the tool of my own wilL" 

"And I obey in like manner in all things," answered the 
servile deacon. **I have news of the utmost consequence now 
to communicate, and to you alone, noble lady. Having, to 
pleasure you, sent a private messenger to Paris, he is but this 
day returned." 

" What is his intelligence 1 " eagerly inquired Margaret ; ** does 
Charles the Fifth still hold the Earl of Flanders in his dis- 
pleasure, on account of the shelter he afforded to the Duke of 
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Brittany, whilst he was a disgraced fugitive from France] 
Had I been in Ghent at the time, my son should never have 
sheltered the Duke to displease the French king." 

"The King is still incensed against the Earl," answered 
Gilbert, " on account of his affording shelter to the Duke. But 
his Grace's displeasure is now of little consequence, since he is 
in a dying state, and ere long his youthful son must succeed to 
the throne, as Charles the Sixth of France." 

" Why, this is news indeed," exclaimed the Countess ; " and 
you have done me a worthy service; I will requite it nobly. 
Sach news gained thus 6arly, may be made replete with advan- 
tage to us. No time must be lost; we will look upon this 
rising sun, and spread our fruits to ripen in its beams. France 
shall again become our ally; wo shall need her aid. Our 
measures must be speedy and decisive — let me think a moment 
— Oliver de Clisson is now Constable of France." 

"He is," replied Gilbert; "and, in the world's report, he 
stands a most valiant soldier and wise counsellor." 

" It is well, it is most fortunate," continued the Countess ; 
" hear me, Gilbert, you shall assist in this ; I now constitute you 
my private secretary, and your first duty shall be to write letters, 
that I will dictate, to the Constable ; for it is most likely that 
he will guid.e the boy-king his own way." 

'* It is so said in Paris, gracious lady," replied Gilbert ; " it 
is also whispered, that the Constable has already more influence 
with the youthful Charles, than either of his uncles, the Dukes 
of Berry or of Burgundy. Those princes have therefore anxi- 
ously sought the friendship and the favour of De Clisson, since 
the old king's health has become so shaken." 

" And they shall seek mine too," said the Countess ; '* though 
Burgundy has already done that, for he owes to me his marriage 
with my grandchild, the heir of Flanders. But I know all their 
tempers, even to their lightest foible. Write to the Constable 
my greeting and goodwill ; take no note that I have heard of 
the king's danger; and tell him that the castle he so much 
wished to purchase from me in Artois, shall be his, free of all 
charge, during his own life ; that I could not before give him 
this mark of my friendship, as I had not, till now, settled the 
affairs of my county, since the death of my husband. I know 
Sir Oliver — he will accept that in all simplicity. He is a frank 
soldier, but has no more policy in his temper than the baby 
king he will hereafter rule." 
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" I will write these letters forthwith, as you dictate, lady," 
answered Gilbert. 

"Do so," continued the Countess; "Sir Oliver De Clisson 
will govern the young king of France. I will secure Sir Oliver 
for my interests, and then the Constable shall act as I would 
have him. So that France shall league with us, in despite of 
all lier ancient jealousies. Will not that be politic ? " 

" Most certainly the measure cannot fail," replied Gilbert. " I 
"will indite the letters this very evening, so that by to-monow 
they shall be ready for you to add your signet.*' 

" It is well," answered the Countess. *' I must now to the 
council-chamber, where I propose to address the assembly. I 
shall lament the absence of my son, and yet show that we must 
not await his return for consultation. But do you remember, 
Gilbert (should Lewis de Male return before I would have him), 
to instruct your brother Stephen, if possible, to use some device 
to stay him from the council, at least till I have answered the 
citizens. Lewis has more of warmth of temper than policy. 
And I tell you this of him, master deacon, not to show you any 
confidence for your own sake, but that you, by knowing the real 
character of your princely master, may become the better judge 
how to manage him to fulfil my purposes." 

Gilbert bowed, and the Countess continued : " Here, master 
deacon, are letters I have written with my own hand to the 
Duchess of Brabant ; see them forthwith despatched by a sure 
messenger. Carry the rest of these papers into my own chamber, 
and then follow me to the council. But stop, first accept this 
ring ; it is a precious diamond. Take it as your present fee for 
your intelligence : the varlet who serves me shall never lack his 
wages." 

The Countess arose and quitted the chamber. Gilbert 
Matthew for a short time stood looking alternately after her and 
upon the ring she had given to him. " * The varlet who serves 
me shall never lack his wages ! ' Proud, insolent woman ! But 
those wages are not yet paid, my lady Countess ; but they shall 
be, and that with interest too. I will have a payment you little 
dream of, haughty Margaret. No confidant, forsooth ! but an 
instrument — a tool — like the pen in her hand ! Ay, and that 
shall write thee down, with all thy wisdom, a very woman, 
simple with all thy arts, and Gilbert Matthew thy master! 
Yes, I wiU write to De Clisson, ay, and to Burgundy and De 
Berry, but they shall all know whom to thank for my lady's 
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letters, and that, if the report of a king's danger can gain castles 
•without a coin's cost, Gilbert Matthew must be paid the land- 
rate, and be made at least its honorary governor to boot, if the 
French king lives or dies; though the latter is more likely. 
And now, John Lyon, with your scornful and beautiful daughter, 
you shall feel the vengeance of Gilbert Matthew, whilst he 
makes a countess execute it upon you both." 

Such were the reflections of the deacon, as he prepared to 
fulfil the commands of Margaret of Artois, and to follow her to 
the council-chamber. "When Gilbert Matthew entered the 
council, he looked with the utmost attention upon the scene 
which presented itself to his view, and gave a scrutinizing glance 
at the countenance of each of the principal persons engaged in 
the debate. The Countess of Artois sat beneath a canopy of 
state, her dignified person raised to its utmost height, whilst her 
brows, lowering and contracted, and the deep flush that over- 
spread her cheeks, spoke the feelings of violent, iU-suppressed 
wrath. By her side stood Sir Walter d'Anghien, nephew and 
ward to the Earl of Flanders. His aspect was that of composed 
attention ; whilst, by now and then a slight motion of his lips, 
and the watchfulness of his eye, he seemed to be waiting to take 
advantage of a proper opportunity to speak. 

At the lower end of the table, and immediately facing the 
Lady of Artois, stood Philip Yon Artaveld, as the spokesman 
and leader of the twelve citizens of Ghent who bore him 
company in his mission. His countenance expressed the most 
impassioned feelings, and he looked upon the Countess in a 
manner that showed a spirit as high and as haughty as her own, 
whilst the following words burst from his lips at the moment 
Gilbert entered the apartment : 

** It is not for such a purpose I am here. I will not betray 
the cause I have espoused — a cause of justice. I appear before 
the council but to declare to the Earl Lewis, that the murder of 
his bailifF, although rash and cruel, was alone the act of an 
incensed mob — an act reprobated by the better class of the 
citizens of Ghent, and for which they are in no respect account- 
able. If expiation must be made, let vengeance fall upon the 
guilty — the guilty individuals who did this wrong ; but let not 
our noble franchises suflcer for it. Whilst I have life to protect 
them, they shall never be offered as the sacrifice or atonement 
for one wicked deed committed by an infuriated populace." 

"You come, Philip Von Artaveld," said the Countess, "into 
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tills presence after a strange fashion to make your peace — to 
dictate, not to submit. Would you offer a sufficient apology for 
the outrage committed by your party in the murder of our bailiff, 
it should at least bo made with humUity. Nor can you expect 
those compliances from us, which were promised to you before 
the commission of this act/' 

" It is not to you, lady," replied Philip, " I would address 
myself ; it is to the Earl, your son. I am hero to ask his pardon 
for tlio outrage, and to treat with him upon the terms of peace, 
such a peace as can alone result from the restoration of all our 
franchises, and the amendment of our grievances. My business 
is with Lewis de Male, and to him I will hereafter address 
myself. It is he who should sit here, as head of the council of 
Flanders." 

" But / sit here," said Margaret, vehemently, "as chief of the 
council of Flanders. My rank, as widow of its late earl, as sole 
mistress of Artois, gives me the right to be of this council ; and, 
in the absence of my son, I am second to none. Speak then to 
me, young man, supplicate my pardon, or," added she, as she 
looked around and motioned to one of her people, " or, by the 
value of my county, I will bid others deal with you, and you 
shall learn that I have a power to commit you to the keeping of 
the castellain of Male, as well as to sit in the chamber of its 
council. You have abused our lenity, despised our promises, 
and, after every compliance on our part, have broken the former 
treaty. What can you now expect, but that our will should 
hereafter dictate the measure of your rights 1 " 

" It is most false," exclaimed Von Artaveld : ** the treaty was 
broken by your own act ; the persons of all our leaders were to 
be included in the general pardon; and the bailiff entered 
the market-place, deputed by the highest authority, to demand 
the lives of John Lyon and Peter du Bois. This was the 
infraction : and not with us can the charge of having first broken 
the treaty rest with any justice." 

The Countess was about to reply, when Sir Walter d'Anghien, 
in a manner that evinced respect mingled with firmness of 
purpose, came forward, and thus addressed the council : " My 
lords, and you, noble lady, give me leave to speak ; I claim it 
by the privilege I hold as a member of this council. The Earl 
of Flanders is not present, and however he may be incensed by 
the murder of Sir Koger d'Auterme, that act he would not in 
justice charge upon the body of the citizens ; nor should their 
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deputation be dismissed till the Lord Lewis has heard them in 
his own person. Let ns not decide hastily; let the deputies 
have a fair occasion to state both the manner and the matter of 
their grievances at large ; this done, it lies with my lord to 
accept or to refuse the terms that may be offered. And if after 
all we must be embroiled in the horrors of civil strife, let us not 
begin it in our own chamber of council, by offering either insult 
or offence to the noble though misguided spirit that rules the 
conduct of Philip Yon Artaveld. He is honourable, let him 
have fair play.'* 

"Sir Walter," said the Countess, "you are a young man, 
new to every affair of state. Your life has hitherto been spent 
in those studies that adorn the scholar, but are of little service in 
the council ; and though you have now quitted your parchments 
and your tongues to take upon you the soldier, you have not 
experience enough to become a useful counsellor." 

"Lady of Artois," replied Sir Walter, "I know that I am 
yet inexperienced in the ways of state policy ; but my studies 
would be wholly useless, unless I had gained from them the 
principles of justice." 

"Sir Walter d'Anghien," said Philip Yon Artaveld, "you 
have spoken both with wisdom and honour, and I should be 
loath to become your foe by the different parties we must 
espouse should we be driven to extremities ; yet to meet you in 
the field would be a noble opposition. I regret the murder of 
the bailiff, and I pledge my word that neither myself nor any 
of these citizens here assembled were in any manner accessory to 
its commission ; and that I believe no farther violence has been 
offered derogatory to the power of the Earl of Flanders." 

Ere Yon Artaveld could conclude his address to Sir Walter 
d'Anghien and the council, the door of the chamber was suddenly 
burst open, and Lewis de Male, breathless with impatience and 
exertion, his eyes flashing fire, rushed into the room, holding a 
naked sword, and followed by his attendants. The Earl ex- 
claimed, in a voice scarcely articulate from passion, " Close the 
doors ! arm yourselves, my friends ! arrest those men of Ghent, 
and the traitors they bring with them. I have escaped but with 
life from Andrighien. The accursed White Hoods have burnt 
my palace to the ground." 

A general burst of indignation arose in the assembly ; and 
Yon Artaveld and the citizens looked upon each other with 
astonishment, vexation, and shame. 
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** Tlicae are your terms of peace," said the Countess ; ''these 
are the means of regaining your franchises." 

" We at least are guiltless of this act," replied Von Artaveld ; 
" let us not i^uifer then ; let not Ghent share the ruin that should 
fall but on the guilty." 

" (iuilty ! " exclaimed the Earl, "by heaven you are all guilty. 
Arrest them, I say, on the instant arrest them." 

**No, my lord, no," said Sir Walter d'Anghien, "let ns not 
lay liands upon the sacred persons of an embassy." 

"True, true," answered Lewis; "our honour must not be 
sullied because of these infamous White Hoods. They shall 
feel our wrath. They shall perish to a man." 

** My lord," said Von Artaveld, as he respectfully prepared to 
address the Earl, " I beseech you hear me ; I came Mther to 
speak on terms of peace." 

" I will hear of no peace, no terms," replied the Earl; "I 
will not hear one word of any treaty, till I have taken vengeance 
on this villainous crew of rebels. Go — begone — quit my pre- 
sence you. Von Artaveld, and all your embassy — nay, offer not 
to speak, for I swear by my father's soul, that were not my own 
honour engaged in your present safety, I would this instant give 
you all to death, and your heads should hang upon the walls to 
least the ravens. Leave me, and tell those who sent you, that 
when they shall drag to our feet John Lyon and all his 
associates, we will talk to them of peace, whilst the executioner 
does his office. But no supplications, no entreaty, no terms, 
shall avail without these wretches are sacrificed to public justice ; 
and whatever embassy shall dare approach us till these men are 
given up, let it be at their own peril, for their lives shall stand 
forfeited for their presumption, unless my pleasure be fulfilled 1 " 

" Then all, I fear, is ended," said Von Artaveld, as he turned 
to depart ; " we cannot betray our leaders to death, and so con- 
found the innocent with the guilty." 

The dispirited citizens quitted the chamber in company with 
Philip Von Artaveld, and returned forthwith to Ghent, showing, 
by their very looks and the dejection of their manner, the failure 
of their embassy. These men were worthy of pity, since they 
had been chosen by Philip amongst the most honourable of the 
citizens, and they had proceeded to Male with honest intentions 
both towards the Earl and towards the city. 

After they were departed, the council continued to debate on 
the best measures to be adopted for quelling the insurrection, 
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and punishing the White Hoods. It was finally agreed that 
Lewis de Male should instantly depart for Lille, to procure the 
support and assistance of his chief nobles and allies ; and 
that Margaret, Countess of Artois, accompanied by Sir Walter 
d'Anghien, and attended by Gilbert Matthew, should proceed to 
Bruges, in order, by their presence, to keep that town in the 
interests of the Earl, lest the citizens should be induced to league 
with their ancient rivals, the men of Ghent, by the oifer of terms 
of advantage to the commerce of Bruges, in case the inhabitants 
consented to join the insurrection. 

Sir Walter d'Anghien warmly opposed this measure. He con- 
tended that it was impolitic either for himself or the Countess 
of Artois to commit their safety to the faith of the people of 
Bruges, till such time as they could collect a sufiicient body of 
men-at-arms to carry with them, to hold in obedience the discon- 
tented party in that city. 

The Countess overruled this objection, and chiefly because it 
had been made in opposition to her own opinion. It was there- 
fore agreed that she should depart with Sir Walter, Gilbert, and 
a small retinue, for Bruges, as soon as she could with con- 
venience quit the castle of Male. These measures Avere hastily 
adopted, and .as hastily executed ; and how far prudently will 
be seen in the next chapter. 



CHAPTEE XVIIL 



We shall not enter upon the subject, which is more par- 
ticularly the province of the regular historian, of the various 
circumstances which occurred to increase the strength of the 
White Hoods, or the causes which added to the displeasure of 
the Earl of Flanders. Suffice it to say, that in a short space of 
time John Lyon had again taken the lead at the head of nearly 
ten thousand insurgents ; whilst Philip Von Artaveld, and the 
better class of citizens, employed themselves in labouring to bring 
about, by honourable means, the result which others hoped to 
achieve by violence, outrage, and plunder — upsetting the present 
state of things, that they might raise the fabric of their own 
fortune upon the ruin of their country. 

It is at this period we resume the thread of our narrative ; and 
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we must at once conduct the reader to an extensive plain 
between Ghent and Bruges, where, under the conduct of John 
Lyon, some tliousands of the White Hoods had made a bait, in 
order to refresh themselves after a march. At a short distance 
from tlie main body, the van halted in a detached party. In the 
rear were seen several baggage carts, horses, wagons, and the 
usual accompaniments of men-at-arms. A few tents had been 
pitched in a hasty manner for the accommodation of the princi- 
pal captains, or such of their wives and children (since many had 
followed tliem from Ghent) as might be present on the marcL 
In one of tliese tents belonging to the van, our old acquaintance 
Sir Simon de Bt^te was seated, in company with John Lyon and 
Peter du Bois, at a table, refreshing himself after the toils (M the 
day's march. 

For some time the three persons we have just named kept 
silence, till Sir Simon, who was never much given to the virtue 
of taciturnity, except when he was fairly talked down by his 
wife, thus broke the ice, as he poured out a cup of wine from a 
flagon tliat stood before him upon the camp table : " This march 
of yours, John Lyon, to Bruges, has been so sadden, so un- 
expected, that what, to-day, with putting on my new suit of 
armour, which I assure you is a thing so new to me that I 
scarcely yet know how to walk in it, and am melting with heat ; 
and what with making the best preparation I could on so short 
a notice to appear as I ought to appear, according to the conse- 
quence of one who, to say nothing of being a knight, is master 
of the Goldsmiths' Company and burgomaster of Ghent, I have 
not yet had leisure to ask you, Master John, what we are now 
marching to Bruges for]" 

"A most sapient question truly," said Du Bois with a sneer, 
" and worthy of yourself. Sir Simon. You this morning assented 
to an expedition to Bruges — first joined it, and would afterwards 
inquire into its object. Such conduct is most fitting in a 
worshipful magistrate," continued Du Bois with another sarcastic 
grin, **and I conclude you learnt both the wisdom and the 
utility of it when you dispensed judgment in the halls of 
Ghent." 

" Peter Du Bois," answered Sir Simon, " you are somewhat 
too free with your remarks, and you remind me of those cross- 
grained curs that snarl upon the very masters who feed them. 
I am your associate — notwithstanding the difference of our 
stations in life — in the cause of maintaining the noble franchises 
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of my city; but I think such An association does in nothing 
remove those landmarks of respect that my circumstances, my 
rank, and my situation, have placed between us. You have had 
the use of my purse, too, and that should teach you gratitude, if 
my person cannot impose upon you a respectful deference." 
Here Sir Simon stole a glance downwards at his own little fat 
figure, as it shone with all the splendour of the haubergeon, 
garde-bras, and greaves, into which it had been so suddenly 
thrust in the morning. ** I cannot think what induced me to 
join you at all, especially after the trick you so shamefully 
played me, when I was to have made my public address in the 
market-place of Ghent. And after all, I am my lord of Flanders' 
very good friend ; I wish Lewis no ilL So he would but hang 
that rascally fellow Gilbert Matthew, and take off the illegal 
impost upon gold, I should be satisfied. But how these ends 
are to be brought about by our sudden march to Bruges, I 
would now learn ; for though I have no objection to uphold the 
franchises, and to lend them the support of my authority, and 
think this suit of armour very well becomes me, and is quite 
fitting with my rank as a knight, yet I must say, I was always 
more a man to wield the sword of justice at the head of a town- 
hall, than to bear it in the open field. Therefore, please. Master 
John Lyon, to tell us what we are all about to do 1 " 

" I will briefly explain to you the cause of this sudden march 
to Bruges," said John Lyon, in reply. "The Earl of Flanders 
is so busied in collecting his forces at Lille, in garrisoning 
Oudenarde and other fortresses, that he has committed the over- 
sight of leaving Bruges in so unguarded a state that we can by 
a surprise oblige the citizens to join our cause, either with their 
own consent, or from intimidation, should they refuse it. "We 
have hitherto left Bruges in peace, so that, lulled by a seeming 
security, the Countess of Artois, Sir "Walter d'Anghien, and 
Gilbert Matthew, are still there. Now you know my plan. Sir 
Simon ; and either by fair or foul means we will this night sup 
in Bruges." 

" And if you think of foul means, which I suppose implies 
fighting," answered Sir Simon, " pray, may I ask, what makes 
you, John Lyon, bring along with you in this expedition, that 
sweet creature your pretty daughter 1 " 

** After what has chanced once to rob me of her," said John 
Lyon, " I will never consent to leave her behind me again ; I 
had rather she shared actual danger, when I was at hand to 
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succour her, than leave her exposed to unexpected eTils in my 
absence, liesides, I am not the only one who brings with him 
a i>nrt of his family into the field; many of our citizens are 
accon)])anied by their wives or daughters, so that my damsel is 
not >vithout company in this march." 

'* Ay, and some companions of the march there are," said Sir 
Simon, *' that I could have wished had stayed away, for I 
observed that the old witch Ursula is amongst them, whom, hut 
for fear of our White Hoods, that hold her in reverence, I would 
myself long since have helped to a tar barrel and a fagot 
Thanks be to our Lady, my wife is safe in Ghent ; so for the 
present, I am a free man — that is," continued Sir Simon, correct- 
ing himself, ''I am free from all uneasiness about her, and can 
now do as I please." 

This absence of his helpmate was, in fact, a great cause of 
rejoicing to the little knight He had been heset with 8 
thousand arts and wiles by his friends, John Lyon and Peter 
du Bois, in order to induce him to join them, and more from 
weakness than ill intention. Sir Simon had become one of their 
party ; he bore the appearance of a rebel, whilst in his heart he 
sincerely wished to see the Earl once more rule in peace in his 
own dominions. Some foolish feelings of consequence (for that 
was his weakest point), the hatred he bore to Gilbert Matthew, 
and the offensive impost on gold, had all had their share in hiB 
conversion; but we are much disposed to think, though Sir 
Simon never avowed it, that the escape from the perpetual 
larum of his wife's tongue had been the main cause of his 
joining the expedition to Bruges in so hasty a manner. 

Soon after this conversation the insurgents continued their 
march, and before evening closed in upon them they arrived 
within view of the fine city of Bruges, where more than 8 
hundred towers rose above the massive walls ; that of the town- 
hall, then the loftiest building in Europe, rearing itself far 
above every surrounding one, and appearing of almost super- 
human construction. 

John Lyon was mounted on horseback, with a batUeaxe in 
his liand, attended by the van, which included, together with 
Du Bois, his most daring and trusty adherents. They formed 
themselves into close files, and in this manner they resolved to 
advance as cautiously as possible towards the gates of the town, 
in the hope to surprise the watch. 

When the van had advanced within bow-shot of Bruges, Sir 
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Simon stopped the little ambling nag upon which he rode by 
the side of John Lyon, and declaring to that leader that 
nothing but the last extremity should ever induce him to raise a 
weapon against the liege subjects of the Earl of Flanders, he 
proposed to retreat into the rear, where the women and the 
baggage followed the men-at-arms ; and to become the companion, 
guardian, and knight of the pretty Anna, for whom he professed 
a most unlimited admiration and esteem. 

John Lyon assented to this proposal, well knowing that, 
although Sir Simon was a knight, he was no man-at-arms, but 
a kind-hearted citizen and a devout squire of dames, when 
neither subjected to the jealousies nor the awful rule of his 
lady. Sir Simon, therefore, immediately departed to join the 
baggage train, which included the few women who had either 
voluntarily or involuntarily accompanied the expedition ; and, 
as he bustled through them in search of his young charge, 
soon found out Anna, and with the most perfect simplicity 
and good humour assured her that he was the knight who 
had dedicated his services exclusively to her benefit and 
comfort. With Anna, therefore, for the present, we shall 
leave him, whilst we treat of other matters connected with our 
history. 

John Lyon and his associates, assisted by the twilight that 
was fast gathering round, advanced so cautiously to the gates 
of the town, that he had almost reached the outward barrier 
ere he was descried by any one of the inhabitants. The watch, 
upon seeing a party of armed men so near the gates, and 
observing their heads to be covered by the emblem of rebellion, 
fled, and giving the alarm as they ran from the walls down 
the principal streets of Bruges to the market-place, they 
shouted, "The White Hoods, the White Hoods are upon 
us ! " As they fled others joined them, who knowing nothing 
of the matter, but hearing their cries, supposed the White 
Hoods had actually passed the gates, and, joining the dastardly 
watch, they ran as fast as any of them, shouting the same cry. 

Two of the burgomasters of the town, whose duty it was to act 
as rulers for that day in Bruges (the office being taken by the 
burgomasters in turns), now came in all haste to one of the 
flanking towers of the gateway, there to hold a parley with the 
enemy ; for so sudden had been the surprise of the rebels, that 
the cowardly watch had actually fled without even attempting to 
raise the drawbridge that led to the gates. 

H 2 
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John Lyon, wielding his ponderoas axe, and supported by his 
trusty adherents, had already commenced the attack, and had 
nearly succeeded in bursting open the gates, denouncing vengeance 
on tlie inhabitants if they refused to admit the White Hoods 
within their walls. But, however they might threaten, hostile 
measures were not the object of the insurgents ; they wished to 
induce the citizens of Bruges to join them in good-will, and 
without a murmur. A parley, therefore, was now willinglj held 
at the gates. John Lyon addressed the citizens in the most 
specious manner, intimating his power, and his reluctance to use 
it against those whom he termed his very good friends and 
neighbours of Bruges. 

The two burgomasters at length agreed in opinion, and 
promised to admit all the White Hoods within their walls, and 
to comply with their terms, on condition that no person in the 
town of Bniges should suffer iiyury, and no property be pil- 
laged ; and, above all, that the Countess of Artois (who was 
this very night to hold a solemn banquet in honour of the prin- 
cipal citizens of the place) should be aUowed two days to depart 
with all her suite, unharmed, to join the Earl of Flanders at 
Ldlle, if such should be her pleasure. ** Comply with these 
terms," said the elder of the burgomasters ; " plight us your 
faith ^ and swear upon the cross to observe them, and I will 
descend from this tower, and open to you the gates ; and to- 
morrow you may consult with our citizens in the town-hall, and 
agree upon such terms as may seem best to you. You have 
surprised us, and I can see no other way to avoid bloodshed ; 
for the people of Bruges will never consent to betray into your 
hands the noble Countess of Artois, or her suite. They have 
treated us well, and the Countess is this night to feast us at the 
royal palace." 

" And moreover," said the other burgomaster who parleyed 
from the tower, ** there is to be some rare masking and mum- 
ming, with the performance of a mystery, in which I am to 
enact the part of Adam.'* 

" And we will not disturb thy Eden," replied John Lyon : 
" no, most worshipful burgomaster, we will not bring in the 
demon of discord before his time. I accept the terms. The 
Countess of Artois and all her suite shall have leave to depart 
in safety within two days. I swear it to you upon the haft of 
my dagger. Lodge our people and entertain them courteously, 
and they shall pay for whatever they demand, at the rates of 
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your own market. And now open your gates : we Have a 
strong body in the rear." 

" And bear my duty to the Lady Countess of Artois," said 
the bold and impudent Du Bois, "and tell her that myself and 
John Lyon, with our principal captains, and some damsels we 
bring along with us to Bruges, will this night taste of her good 
cheer. And though we come self-invited guests to her banquet, 
we will nevertheless support it with all honour. And if she 
wants a mummer to play the devil's part in her mystery, Peter 
du Bois is her man." 

The burgomasters descended from the tower, and opened 
the gates to John Lyon and all his followers. Thus did the 
White Hoods of Grhent, by a bold and decisive measure, without 
the loss of a single life, enter within the walls of Bruges and 
make themselves masters of the city. 

John Lyon knew well his own interest ; and, whatever his 
feelings might be towards the people of Bruges, he purposed to 
keep faithfully his plighted word. As a further assurance of 
amity, he now hung his ponderous axe at the bow of his saddle, 
and taking from an attendant his white truncheon, he rode, side 
by side, between the chief burgomasters, and in this manner 
made his public entry into Bruges, conversing first with one 
upon the afEairs or commerce of his city, and from time to 
time listening to the other, who made him acquainted with 
the many pleasant and quaint fancies he had designed for the 
entertainment of the Countess; and, lastly, apologized for 
being obliged to leave him before he reached the town-hall, in 
order to give some further directions about the manufacture of 
the leafy attire in which he was so soon to perform the part 
of Adam. 

Peter du Bois, whose assurance was little less than that which 
is attributed to the dark personage he had offered to represent, 
no sooner heard this last speech than he invited himself to 
accompany the burgomaster, whose passion for enacting mysteries 
seemed to have driven all things else from his head. It is 
needless to say, that a leader of the White Hoods could this 
night do just as he pleased in Bruges. Peter's offer, therefore, 
to accompany the Flemish representative of the father of man- 
kind was instantly accepted ; and going with him to his house, 
he found it so handsome, and so well stored with wine, and all 
those good things which Peter loved next best to money, that he 
intimated his intention to fix his quarters in such a paradise, 
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whilst his companions sought lodgings for themselyes, as well as 
they could, throughout the city. 

Adam could only bow and assent Peter so resolutely per- 
sisted in his desire to play the devil's part in the mystery, that 
the burgomaster promised to furnish him with all things that 
might be necessary, as he had a complete wardrobe for all the 
mummers of Bruges. So they proceeded to carry forward their 
plan in the most goodly fellowship together, since the Coimtess 
of Artois, though surprised and enraged beyond all bounds at 
the audacity of John Lyon and Du Bois, had not dared to 
refuse her consent, that these leaders and their captains of 
Wliite Hoods should be present at her banquet. Still, to admit 
some of the most infamous traitors of Ghent self-invited to her 
solemn festival, was a degradation she could scarcely submit to, 
though her life might be endangered by a refusal. 

It must be remembered how averse Sir Walter d'Anghien had 
been to the proposal which placed his own safety and that of 
the Countess within the custody of the people of Bruges. He 
had foreseen the danger which had fallen upon them; and, 
brave as he was, he could in no manner avert it, since, with the 
exception of one or two persons, he was the only knight skilled 
in arms whom Lewis de Male would spare to his mother during 
her stay in that city. Sir Walter had not even a dozen ejSective 
archers under his command at this moment. How then could 
ho resist the White Hoods, who had this night poured by 
hundreds into Bruges? Mortified and disappointed to see 
himself thus helpless and besot on every side, Sir Walter was 
obliged to yield to circumstances; and he only advised the 
Countess to depart for Lille under his escort, as early as she 
could the next morning. 

To gain an alliance with the town of Bruges, to prevent the 
work of the canal from being finished, were objects of vital 
interest with the insurgents. John Lyon, therefore, as well as 
Du Bois, did everything he could to conciliate liie citizens. 
They caused it to be proclaimed throughout the town, that any 
White Hood who should commit the least outrage in Bruges 
should suffer death on the spot. The men were quartered by 
companies in different parts of the town ; and so well was the 
whole business arranged, that not one disorderly act was com- 
mitted by the rebels during this memorable night. 

In the mean time the Countess signified to John Lyon, her 
willingness to receive his daughter, Du Bois, and the captains of 
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the White Hoods, at her banquet, according to the message of 
self-invitation Eeter had conveyed to her by the burgomaster. 
And having desired a list of the names of all who were to 
become her guests, Margaret of Artois attentively examined the 
paper, and commanding the attendance of Gilbert Matthew, 
appointed to give him a private audience in her own apartment. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Gilbert Ma.tthbw waited but a few minutes for the Countess 
before she came into the chamber. Her first action was to 
secure the door, her next to advance directly up to him. 
Gilbert, even Gilbert, started when he beheld her. Remarkable 
for its capability of expressing all her feelings, her countenance, 
at this moment, had such vehement passion imprinted on it, 
that she seemed as if possessed by one of those fiends who 
once were allowed to enter and to animate the very body of the 
sinner. 

Contrary to her usual haughty manners, the Countess 
familiarly caught Gilbert by the arm, as she emphatically 
exclaimed, "ifow, Gilbert, serve me but this night, and, by 
all the powers above that men invoke to swear by, I swear that 
I will make you the greatest officer in Flanders ! Will you, 
will you serve me ] '* 

**You may command me to obey your will in all things,'' 
replied Gilbert. 

" And my will shall rejoice your inmost soul," said the 
Countess; "mark my words, and clearly understand their 
meaning." 

" I will listen to obey," replied the obsequious deacon. 

" It is well," said the Countess ; " this night shall crown your 
wishes, and mine too. We thought it an insufferable insult to 
be obliged to entertain these White Hoods ; but let us hail the 
occasion. We will make the revels glorious, Gilbert ! we will 
make them such as shall rejoice the powers of darkness ; and 
Death shall sit the lordly master of our banquet. We will make 
a night of vengeance of it," added the Countess, in a deep and 
exulting tone of voice. ** John Lyon and his daughter are our 
guests." 
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'' I know they are/' said Gilbert Matthew ; '' but think, lady, 
ere you determine. You are surrounded by hundredB of these 
White Hoods ; on the least word from their leaders, they might 
rise, and put us all to the sword ; not only every person in tiiis 
palace might sujSer, but even in Bruges." 

** I am aware of it/' replied the Countess, '' but we baye 
nothing to fear on that score; I shall quit this city at the 
dawn of day, anil soon be far beyond their power ; Sir Walter 
d'Angliicn has arranged all things to facilitate my retreat. Let 
us therefore only speak of our present business ; and surely it is 
such as must delight thee, or I am much mistaken." 

" I do not deny it," answered Gilbert, " if I can find the 
means to satisfy our vengeance in safety to ourselves." 

''I can tind the means," said the Countess, in a determined 
tone, ** if you will but apply them. Eemember, Gilbert, upon 
whom wo are to act ; thy ancient enemy John Lyon, thy rival, 
thy defamer, one who has a thousand times sought thy life, 
murdoied thy kinsmen, burnt thy dwelling to the ground, and 
one who but two years since insulted thee, when thou wouldst 
have made terms with him by marrying his daughter. Ee- 
member Anna's scorn ; did she not say, she should as soon think 
of wedding the public head-man as thyself? and cannot the 
remembrance of these things rouse thee 1 " 

" It can, it does," replied Gilbert ; " and I will not lose such 
an occasion to requite my injuries, though danger follows hard 
upon it" 

**John Lyon," continued the Countess, "Anna, both are in 
thy power ; obey me, and this night shall cancel ihe long debt 
of all thy injuries." 

" What is it I must do?" inquired Gilbert; "speak quickly, 
noble lady, for as I came hither the guests were assembling in 
the banquet-hall, and your absence, if longer continued, may 
excite surprise, if not suspicion. Be brief, then, I beseech 
you." 

** We will waste no words," said the Countess, "Ursula is in 
Bruges." 

"Ursula in Bruges!" exclaimed Gilbert Matthew; "but 
what of that ? it is not to het', gracious lady, you would apply 
for aid, since she is leagued with the White Hoods ; and it is 
whispered, by the influence of Du Bois, she has acted upon the 
minds of the common people to stir them up to rebellion." 

" JSTo matter," replied the Countess ; " she joined their cause 
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merely from a love of mischief. The time shall come when I 
will deal out to her the meed she so well deserves ; for the 
present we must use her; she shall serve our purpose, and 
without knowing for whom it is designed. If you manage 
ably, she will not refuse what I would have from her. Here, 
take my purse, buy her help at any price." 

"But perhaps," said Gilbert, "she may refuse, should she 
suspect I am of your household, and come from you." 

"Not if you manage the matter by humouring ! her crazy 
fancy," replied the Countess; "and I question if she would 
refuse to aid any deed of mischief, be it for Earl or White Hood 
— she lives but to act cruelties, and, so they come to pass, she 
cares not upon whom. Besides, I repeat it, she trafl&cs in what 
I want, and can supply it without knowing for whom it is 
designed." 

"That is true," answered Gilbert; "I will instantly seek her; 
but tell me, my noble mistress, in plain terms, tell me what I 
am to purchase from the sorceress with this purse of gold." 

"Look at me, Gilbert," said the Countess; "we will under- 
stand each other. Ursula is cunning in mischief ; she can help 
the grave to its prey without the use of sword or dagger. 
Observe me — silence, but certainty — no outward violence, but 
yet a lifeless corpse ! Now do you understand me]" added the 
Countess, as she fixed a dark and intelligent look upon Gilbert 
Matthew, "will you act my bidding]" 

" I do understand it; I will, I will do it," answered Gilbert ; 
" this night then " 

" I will speak with you again when you return from Ursula," 
said the Countess. "A few words will be sufficient. Re- 
member, give the gold to that fiend of womankind; it will 
purchase her best aid; and then be brief, cautious, yet firm in 
execution." 

" Ay, and triumphant," said Gilbert, with a bitter smile of 
malignant joy ; " to-morrow shall the grave and the worm claim 
their prey. Where shall I see you, lady, on my return ] " 

" In my oratory," answered the Countess. 

" What, before the cross 1" asked Gilbert Matthew, in a tone 
of irony. 

"Ay, even before the cross," replied the Countess; "and if 
it tell a tale, I will worship it as churchmen do ; as devoutly as 
doth a hooded monk. But we, Gilbert, believe no idle dreams 
of dotard priestcraft." 
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^ And fear none," said Gilbert, sternly. With these words 
he bowed to the Countess, and quitted the chamber. 

We must now conduct the reader to the banquet of the 
Countess of Artois. The hall was splendidly decorated with all 
the magnificence of feudal grandeur, and the tables, spread with 
every delicacy that could tempt the appetite, were rendered 
almost too dazzling for the eye, by the quantity of massive gold 
and silver plate with which they were loaded ; whilst a thousand 
torches and waxen tapers spread the most brilliant light, and 
numberless vases of flowers and of perfumes sent their delicious 
odour through the apartment 

The hall was crowded by all the principal citizent of Bruges, 
the suite of tlie Countess, and the leaders and chief captains of 
the White Hoods. The former part of the assembly appeared 
in magnificent habits of silks or stufEs, embroidered and thickly 
set with jewels ; the latter were still partially armed, a circom- 
stance that showed but too plainly the means by which they had 
gained the seats they now occupied at the board, and that the 
possession of power on the one hand, and the fear of its exertion 
on the other, had alone this night caused so singular and so 
unnatural a combination of persons at the revels of a princess, 
who thus feasted at once the loyal subject and the insolent rebeL 

The Countess, glittering with precious jewels, and covered 
with robes of velvet and ermine, preceded by her chamberlains, 
each bearing a torch, entered the hall as the minstrels announced 
her approach by the loud concord of their various instruments. 
She bowed to the assembly, and took her seat beneath a canopy 
of state, at the upper end of the board. Margaret smiled on 
all, and talking without her accustomed haughtiness of manner, 
maintained the dignity of her station with ease and propriety ; 
her smile was gracious, but still there was ^ a lurking devil in 
her eye ; ' and a paleness overspread her countenance, that 
looked more like the bloodless colour of a corpse than the 
complexion of constitutional delicacy. 

She had purposely seated the leaders of the White Hoods 
near her own person, except John Lyon, who, by her express 
desire, was placed opposite to her, at the lower end of the board. 
Anna was seated near the Countess; she looked uneasy, and 
seemed to feel the impropriety that existed in her father, Du 
Bois, and even herself, being present at such a festival, when 
they had entered Bruges in a manner so hostile to the EarL 

But the person of all present who, it might be supposed, 
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would most have felt this impropriety, appeared the least 
sensible of it Margaret of Artois was even profuse in her 
attentions to the leaders of the White Hoods. The greater 
number of them had never before been in her presence; the 
affability of her manners, therefore, did not surprise them, by 
the contrast with her former haughty and almost insolent 
carriage; but those of her own suite, who well knew the temper 
of the Countess, could see how hollow and insincere were these 
outward expressions of courtesy, and that nothing but some 
powerful and extraordinary motive could, for an instant, thus 
induce their mistress to bow, to condescend, to mould her 
humour into the easy form of affability. They saw plainly that 
she had some specific object in view, whatever that might be. 
Her civilities, however, were overstrained, they were not like the 
gentle courtesies of one who is desirous to perform the part of 
an hostess to her guests, with a spontaneous feeling of good-will 
towards them; on the contrary, the manner of the Countess 
spoke a determined effort — a resolution to let no occasion escape 
her that she could turn to her advantage. 

Every person at the board was honoured by Margaret of Artois 
with some individual mark of attention. John Lyon, surprised 
at the courtesy of the Countess, so different from what he had 
been led to expect, endeavoured, on his part, to acknowledge it 
by showing her a degree of deference and respect he had of late 
evinced to no one. 

Sir Simon de B^te, who had placed himself as near as possible 
to Anna, was necessarily seated not far distant from Margaret 
of Artois, and presented a most comical mixture of good-humour, 
self-importance, and awkward courtesy. Sir Simon was, indeed, 
one of those who had not been * born great,* but had suffered 
* greatness to be thrust upon him.' For although, at the period 
of our narrative, the honour of knighthood was very rarely 
obtained, except as a mark of chivalrous distinction, yet Sir 
Simon had gained his from a high quarter, though bestowed 
upon him from a very different motive. The fact was, that he 
had accumulated a large fortune by honest industry in his 
calling, and had lent a considerable sum of money to the late 
Earl of Flanders, who, unable to repay the debt, took advantage 
of the little goldsmith's weakest point, and flattering his vanity, 
stopped his mouth by a slap on the back with his sword, and at 
once created him a knight. 

Sir Simon's honours did not altogether sit well upon him. 
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He had not, in early life, been accustomed to the first order of 
the society of his own city, and still less to that of the court ; so 
that, although he had played the part of a great man, with as 
much consequence as his little person and shallow brains could 
devise, amongst the burghers and burghers' wives in the city, 
he felt rather awkward, and even embarrassed, when he found 
himself seated, for the first time in his life, near the Countess 
of Artois, and in the midst of her suite. 

But Sir Simon, though embarrassed, was not a man to be 
borne down by the greatness of others. After an effort or two 
to overcome his own sheepish feelings, he ventured to maintain 
his share in the conversation, and to show even his consequence, 
by paying sundry officious attentions. Having broken the ice, 
he gained courage, fortified it by several cups of wine, and at 
last talked as much as he used to do when he occupied the 
great chair at the Moon, to the edification of the citizens of 
Ghent. 

The Countess of Artois, whose object was this night 'to 
gain golden opinions from all sorts of people,' encouraged the 
prating humour of Sir Simon, and, smiling graciously upon him, 
listened with patience to his long-winded speeches, containing 
the enumeration of his honours, and accepted his attentions with 
the utmost courtesy. 

The banquet had proceeded for some time, when the Coun- 
tess noticed the absence of some of her guests; she inquired 
for them of Gilbert Matthew, who stood in attendance at 
her right hand, as soon as he had joined the assembly. 
** Where is such a one, and such a knight?" said the Lady 
Margaret, as she named them severally ; ** and where is the 
burgomaster Guisebert, and our honoured guest. Master Peter 
duBois?" 

"Gracious lady," replied Gilbert, "the honourable persons 
you have named are all of them to perform some part either 
in the maskings or the mystery, and they are so busied in 
their preparation, that they have declined entering the hall 
till the revellers come in a body to play their fantasies and 
games." 

" I had forgotten that part of our night's diversion. Master 
Gilbert," replied the Countess, "but do you give orders that 
they are cared for, and well attended; our guests must lack 
nothing this night that we can do to pleasure them." 

The Countess again renewed her attentions to the party at 
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her board, whilst a band of minstrels, gaily habited, and having 
embroidered upon their coats the lion sable langue d'or, played 
so cheeringly upon their different instruments, that they made 
the vaulted roof of the old hall ring v^^ith the * concord of sv^reet 
sounds.' The banquet was nearly ended, when the folding- 
doors at the extremity of the hall were thrown open, and the 
music of a second band of minstrels was heard from an outer 
apartment. 

Immediately six men, dressed in hairy coats, hung about 
with ivy leaves, entered the room, wearing masks, and dancing, 
as they followed the minstrels that preceded them. !Next 
appeared the portly burgomaster, who was to represent the 
father of mankind. He was attired in his robes of olfice, to 
which were added festoons of fig-leaves made of green silk. 
He bore in one hand an instrument of horticulture, and in the 
other an enormous cabbage ; these being designed as appropriate 
emblems, to signify that the first occupation known to man was 
that of a gardener. His wife, who represented Eve, was of a 
figure just as broad as long: she came forth sparkling with 
jewels and embroidery, and with a pair of hanging-sleeves 
sufficient to have contained all the apples which she was 
designed this night to pilfer, for the temptation of Adam, in 
the course of the performance ; whilst Peter du Bois, who 
played the devil, in a mask made to represent a serpent's head, 
with a couple of red horns, flourished his tail, and showed his 
cloven feet, with a grimace that proved he was quite at home in 
his part. 

Several persons followed, attired in Flemish habits, but 
having upon their shoulders an ample pair of wings, to show 
they represented angels. The cherubims of Eden, with their 
flaming swords, were not forgotten ; and even the devil him- 
self had his attendant angels or spirits, distinguished from those 
of the heavenly order by their, usual appendages of the tail and 
horns. 

The performance now commenced by a chorus, who set 
forth, in the verse of the period, the argument of the piece, 
accompanied by a minstrel playing upon the pipes. Adam now 
came forward to open the first scene by a soliloquy, in which he 
descanted on the nature of womankind (though woman was not 
yet supposed to be made), and intimated his desire to go to 
sleep,' in order to facilitate her creation. The burgomaster 
Guisebert, who performed this part, did not possess a memory 



174 THE WHITE HOODS. 

equal to his zeal for the enactment of mysteries ; so that he was 
frequently out in his speech, and was often prompted by the 
devil. 

After the performance of the first part, the 'salvage men' 
came forward and danced, to the great delight of the company, 
whilst the minstrels and choruses played and sung all the while. 
After the dance, a large machine was wheeled into the halL 
It represented a garden full of apple-trees, the fruit hanging 
thickly upon them ; for the theft from the forbidden tree, and 
the fall of man, were the subject of the second part of the 
performance. 

These preliminaries were but clumsily managed, and occupied 
more than the usual space of time, as the famous mystery- 
monger, Master Guisebert, was not altogether so expert in his 
management of the mechanical accompaniments as the jongleurs 
and minstrels, to whom the business regularly belonged. In 
spite of every contrivance, the apple-tree that was to tempt Eve 
would tumble down, and Adam himself proceeded to help the 
devil in giving it a firmer footing. But whatever happened, 
the Countess of Artois was determined to be pleased with it ; 
so that she made not the least complaint at such bungling 
management, and endeavoured to fill up the pause it occasioned 
by renewed attentions to her guests. 

During this interval a masker, whose part was not very con- 
spicuous, being that of one of the angels, had placed himself 
so near to Anna, that he could speak to her without being over- 
heard by any of the company, as, immediately after the supper, 
she had somewhat withdrawn herself from the rest, and sat, 
melancholy and thoughtful, in the recess of a window, whilst 
every one around was occupied with the gaieties of the evening. 
The masked angel now ventured to address her. As a well- 
known voice met her ear, she started, and exclaimed in a tone 
of surprise, " Holy Virgin ! that is the voice of Henry de " 

"Peace, peace," said the masker, "I conjure you be silent; 
no matter who I am, hear me, for I must be brief. I have 
some cause to think that both your father and yourself stand in 
danger. The Countess and Gilbert Matthew were in secret 
conference before the commencement of the banquet; they 
passed close by me, as they left the oratory of the former, but 
without observing me, and I heard them pronounce your name 
and your father's in a tone, and with a mystery in their dis- 
course, that makes me tremble when I think upon it. Take 
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my advice; seize the first opportunity of withdrawing your 
father from the banquet. Happen what may, express no sur- 
prise, neither notice that I am in any way known to you ; and 
on no account suffer either your father or yourself to be enticed 
again to this palace, till the Countess shall have departed for 
Lille. This much I can do for you, by warning you of lurking 
danger. For the rest, your father's open rebellion against the 
Earl of Flanders prevents all possibility, on my part, that I 
should serve him beyond the present hour." 

" Holy Mary ! '* exclaimed Anna, " how is it that we can be 
in danger, where all seem thus tranquil and rejoicing] I 
thought there had been but one sad heart in all this gay 
assembly," she added, with a sigh. " Tell me more, I beseech 
you, if you know more. You have raised my fears, but with- 
out giving them any certain direction.'* 

" Endeavour to withdraw your father from the banquet ; but 
still be cautious how you do it; watch a favourable opportunity, 
rather than make one. I know nothing but what I have told 
you. I must leave you, for the Countess looks this way. May 
all the saints of heaven guard and save you ! " 

The masker instantly withdrew somewhat apart from Anna, 
and placed himself within a recess of another of the windows, 
whence he could observe whatever passed in the chamber. At 
this moment he heard the voice of Sir Simon de B^te, which 
rose above all the other voices at the table, as he was addressing 
the Countess in a manner of unusual gaiety. ** Thanks, noble 
lady," said Sir Simon, " your ladyship's countess-ship has this 
night feasted us most gallantly ; and by the faith of a true man, 
although I wear a white hood, I wish no ill either to you or to 
the Earl of Flanders, your noble son ; and may these quarrels 
soon end, say I. Be so good, my lady, as to make my duty 
to the Earl, and please to tell him, that if he will but think a 
little, and take off that cursed impost upon gold, and change a 
few other things that go amiss, and just see that some of his 
officers, that I don't name out of respect to your countess-ship, 
are a little more civil to their betters, why I never doubt but 
we shall all have a happy peace and be comfortable together. 
So by your leave, noble lady, I propose one general cup of wine 
in requital of your good cheer, to the health of the gallant Earl 
of Flanders." 

" You are both generous and courteous, sir," said the 
Countess ; " and I trust that none of my guests, here present, 



176 THE WHITE HOODS. 

however they may think on state matters, will refuse to pledge 
their hostess when she drinks from this cup to the health of 
her son. Gilbert, you shall bear the goblet round. Come, 
Gilbert, give us of the choicest Hippocras, such as we take for 
the wine of repose." 

Gilbert Matthew now advanced towards a buffet that stood 
near the upper end of the board, and poured forth wine into 
two large cups of gold. He then paused a moment, and open- 
ing a comtit-box, he appeared to be busied in spicing the 
cups. 

"Shall I assist you, Gilbert 1" said the masker who had 
spoken to Anna, as he now advanced towards the buffet. 

**No," replied Gilbert shortly, " I want no aid in doing my 
duty." 

" Shall I help you to carry round the cups then," again said 
the masker, ** or shall I present this cup " (he added, as he took 
the one which Gilbert had last spiced) "to the lady Countess)" 

"No, no," replied Gilbert hastily; **put that cup down again. 
And who are you who make yourself thus busy where you are 
not wanted ] " 

" No matter who I am, Gilbert," answered the masker, " it is 
of little consequence, since you will not accept my aid." 

" I thank you, however, for offering it," said Gilbert ; " but 
the Countess has named me as the cupbearer, and I must not 
disobey her orders." 

The masker left Gilbert, again crossed the chamber, and 
stationed himself alone within the recess of the window as before. 
Gilbert Matthew advanced to the dais, knelt at the feet of the 
Countess, and presented her with the cup. She held it a 
moment in her hand, extended it, and, having pronounced the 
name of the Earl, she drank of the contents and straight 
returned the cup to Gilbert, who next presented it to Sir Simon 
de Bete, and to all those persons who were standing near the 
lady of Artois. 

Gilbert now advanced a few paces to offer the cup to John 
Lyou, but as if recollecting himself, he suddenly returned to the 
buffet, saying aloud, "The cup is nearly empty; our guests 
must be honoured with a full measure to pledge a health to the 
EarL" He then filled it from the flagon to the brim. But as 
the masker steadfastly fixed his eye upon him, he observed that 
Gilbert dexterously contrived to exchange the cups ; leaving the 
one just filled upon the buffet, and takiag up another in its 
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stead. Gilbert immediately advanced with it to John Lyon; 
the masker followed his steps, and ere John could take the cup 
from him, the masker said to the cunning deacon, ** Gilbert, let 
me drink, for a guardian spirit of a higher world than this is, 
may surely take precedence in the honour-cup before yonder 
guest, who is a mere mortal." 

Gilbert Matthew, seeing himself beset by the masker, sud- 
denly pushed past him, and in the next moment eagerly pre- 
sented the cup to John Lyon, as he turned about his head, 
and facing the masked angel, said to him, ** Xay, it shall not be 
so ; our guests must be honoured first to-night, though the 
angel Michael himself should ask the cup instead of thee." 

Whilst Gilbert was speaking, John Lyon pronounced the 
Earl's name in a low voice, for he could not pledge Lewis with 
good-will, and, raising the cup to his lips, drank of the contents, 
and once more resumed his seat. Whilst this was passing, some 
of the * salvage men* crossed the chamber immediately in front 
of Anna, as they went to renew the dance at the extremity of 
the hall, so that she neither saw the masker near her father, nor 
knew that he had partaken of the cup. 

" And now," said Gilbert Matthew, as he approached Anna, 
" most beauteous daughter of John Lyon, you will not refuse to 
pledge a health to the noble Earl of Flanders." 

" I am most willing to do so," replied Anna, " to pledge the 
EarFs health in all duty as it becomes hia vassal." 

She extended her hand to take the cup ; in doing so her eye 
glanced upon the face of Gilbert Matthew ; it was pale, terror 
and confusion seemed strongly imprinted upon every line ; but 
his eyes were fastened on the ground ; he dared not raise 
them to meet the looks of Anna ; whilst his trembling hands, 
his short and frequent breathings, all seemed to speak some 
powerful struggle between conscience and an evil will that 
warred together in his soul. Anna was struck by Gilbert's* 
appearance, and took the cup from his hand in a hesitating 
manner. She now looked towards the Countess, and observed 
that Margaret of Artois stood motionless as a statue, with her 
eyes fixed on Anna, whilst apparently engaged in listening to 
the discourse of Sir Simon de B^te. Anna raised the cup, 
and advanced it to her lips, when the masker (who had glided 
near her as the * salvage men ' crossed the chamber, and had 
watched the countenance as well as the steps of Gilbert 
Matthew) now suddenly came up, passed quickly by her, 

N 
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and said in a low, but distinct voice, '' Do not taste* the 
cup." 

Struck by these words, the recollection of the former warn- 
ing rushed upon her mind. Anna shuddered, and having merely 
pressed the brim of the cup to her lips, but without tasting one 
drop of the contents, she returned it into the hands of Gilbert 
Matthew, who took it from her trembling, and with his eyes 
still fixed upon the ground. 

Gilbert withdrew to the bufifet, and put down the cup. 
Anna now became most seriously alarmed for |her father, and 
forgetting all else, but her fears on his account, she hastened 
to him, and conjured him in so agitated a manner to retire 
from the banquet, that he could not resist her importunity. 
" I will retire with you, Anna," said John Lyon ; *' yet why 
you should so urge me I know not ; but I must first, my child, 
bid adieu to the Countess of Artois, for she has entertained us 
at her banquet with more honour and regard than we could 
have hoped to find." 

"Oh, do not tarry for ceremony, my father I" said Anna, 
" but go without loss of time, there may be danger in delay." 

**Yet I must first take leave of my hostess," answered her 
father ; " and fresh air will revive me. I know not how it is, 
but I feel strangely oppressed, and my head is also affected." 

** Nay," said Anna, " then do not stand for form ; say you 
are sick, that will be your excuse ; say anything so you but quit 
this chamber.*' 

** I am sick, indeed, my child," replied her father; "my 
head is dizzy, and I feel hot within me." 

" Gracious Heaven ! " exclaimed Anna, " how pale you look, 
my father. Oh, let us instantly away." 

** Lead on," said John Lyon, " I will rise and follow you." 

"Tell the Countess of Artois," said Anna to an attendant 
who was standing near, " that my father is seized with a sudden 
sickness, so that he cannot tarry the ceremony of quitting the 
hall, as he would otherwise have done with all respectful 
observance. And now, my father, lean on my arm, for you 
seem to need help." 

Supported by his daughter, John Lyon immediately with- 
drew from the banquet-hall to his hostelry in Bruges, a place 
where many of the leaders of the White Hoods had taken up 
their quarters. This house was near the palace. John Lyon 
passed on towards it without speaking one word to Anna ; but 
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elie observed that he breathed with difficulty, and, unable 
longer to restrain the expression of her fears, she said, in the 
most agitated manner, "Oh, my father! did you taste that 
cup ] " 

"Yes," replied John Lyon, "I did indeed;" and he added, 
in a tone of alarm, "but wherefore do you question me 
about it r ' 

** I was warned to forbear it," said Anna. 

** Thanks be to God ! '* exclaimed John Lyon ; but he did 
not add another word. 

The father and daughter soon reached the hostelry, where 
Anna instantly called for assistance to help her parent to his 
apartment, since, with the utmost difficulty, he had come thus 
far; but no sooner had he entered the door, than he uttered 
a loud shriek, and fell senseless at her feet. 

The screams of the unhappy girl soon brought the persons 
of the house, and the greatest confusion prevailed. John Lyon 
was placed upon a bed, and a leech of much note, who lived 
near, was instantly sent for; whilst Anna, scarcely knowipg" 
what she did, conjured the master of the house that he would 
go to the palace and acquaint her father's friends, Sir Simon de 
B^te and Peter du Bois, with his danger. 

We shall not dwell upon the dreadful scene that followed. 
The leech came in company with Sir Simon and immediately 
declared that he could do nothing to save the life of the 
sufferer, though he hoped he might be able to mitigate the 
agonies of death. 

Anna saw her father's danger, and that his mortal career was 
drawing to its close. With the most anxious and tender care, 
therefore, she did all that she could do to soothe the horrors 
of his dying hour, and procured the attendance of a monk to 
pray for him. And whilst her countenance, white as monu- 
mental marble, her fixed gaze, and her bosom almost convulsed 
with the intensity of her feelings, bespoke the agony of her 
mind, she suffered no expression of despair to escape her lips, 
lest she should disturb the last moments of her parent. 

The agonies of pain endured by John Lyon, as the deadly 
poison worked within him, were such as would be too dreadful 
for description. His eyes seemed ready to start from his head, 
his body swelled, and his face became black and livid; his' 
groans were such as would have almost moved the hearts of 
his murderers ; as his innocent child, who refused to quit the 
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spot whilst a spark of life remained, threw herself besid^ bis 
bed, and with clasped hands, seemed to implore Heaven to 
accept those prayers for her father's release, which her heart 
formed hut her tongue refused to utter. 

At length all pain ceased, and John Lyon appeared to he 
fully possessed of all his fiBMiulties, though his watery eye, his 
limhs incapable of motion, and his cold and clammy hand, 
showed but too plainly that this interval of ease was only the 
certain mark of his speedy dissolution. He spoke clearly, 
though faintly, and begged that every one but his child, Sir 
Simon, and the monk, would quit the room : in this he was 
obeyed. The dying man was now supported in his bed, and 
fixing a last gaze upon his daughter, he begged her to forgive 
him all his unkindness to her, and all those errors in which he 
had persisted, notwithstanding her endeavours to induce him 
to relinquish them. 

" Oh, my father ! '' said Anna, " do not talk thus, do not ask 
forgiveness of me, it is I who should crave it of you. Pardon 
your child, I beseech you, my dear father, when she tells yon, 
that, without your sanction, she has bestowed her affections npon 
one who promised to ask her hand of you ; upon one who this 
night, disguised amongst the maskers, saved her life by a 
timely warning not to taste of the fatal cup that has destroyed 
you." 

John Lyon, hearing these last words, raised his dying eyes 
to heaven, and immediately after, in a voice yet fainter and 
fainter, blessed his child, and prayed she might be happy in the 
choice of her atfections. He now turned to Sir Simon de Bete, 
and then looked again towards Anna : " I have nothing to leave 
my poor child," said the dying father, "except my last blessing; 
she will be an outcast, a friendless orphan. May all the saints 
of heaven have pity on her, nor visit upon her innocent head the 
sins of her wretched father ! " 

Sir Simon, who stood by the bedside, his cheeks bedewed 
with tears, that coursed each other down his face, had every 
now and then attempted to speak, but his voice was almost 
inarticulate, from the depth of his sorrow. He now wrung 
the hand of his dying friend, and, turning suddenly towards 
Anna, clasped her in his arms, whilst a burst of passionate 
feeling accompanied the action : ** I will be her father," said 
Sir Simon ; " and so may God deal with me as I will be 
to her a good father; I will shelter, cherish, and hold her 
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to my heart, as the child of my soul and the orphan of my 
friend." 

The dying father evidently heard these words. Assured of 
the future comfort and protection of his child, a gleam of joy 
for a moment passed over his livid features, and once more 
gave life and animation to his eye; he looked up again to 
heaven in thankfulness, moved his lips, and grasped the hand 
of the honest goldsmith ; but the joy he felt, and the expres- 
sion of it, were alike momentary. The anxiety of a father 
had beeii relieved, and he had nothing more to do with life. 
John Lyon sunk back in his bed; the damps of death were 
settled upon his brow, his throat became convulsed, his eyes 
fixed and watery, his hands caught at the bed linen, then sud- 
denly became motionless, till the last terrible pangs seemed 
to hold a struggle with nature, as if the body and the spirit 
jiarted with violence ; once more he spoke a few unconnected 
words : " Have mercy — a sinful man — bless my child, save 
her — a wicked life, but let this — mercy, mercy." The last 
word was scarcely pronounced, when convulsions seized the 
unhappy man, and distorted his features with the last agonies 
of death. 

Sir Simon saw it, and wiDing to spare Anna such a dreadful 
spectacle, yet reluctant to tear her from her father till all was 
past, with an intuitive feeling of kindness, that goodness gener- 
ally supplies even to those who are least refined by education, 
clasped the weeping girl in his arms, and buried her head in his 
own bosom, as he hung over her, lest she should look round and 
witness the last struggles of her parent. 

All was soon over — John Lyon was a lifeless corpse. There 
was a deep silence in the chamber of death, and for some time 
no one broke it. Sir Simon was the first to speak, as he still 
supported Anna, whose feeling at length found vent, and even 
rehef, in a violent burst of sorrow. Sir Simon composed his 
countenance, and spoke in an impressive but gentle tone: 
" My dear child," said the good man, ** let us seek comfort of 
Him who is the giver of all comfort. Let our prayers 'follow 
him, whilst we endeavour to turn our thoughts from the mortal 
body to the immortal soul ; kneel with me, my child ; " and he 
led Anna apart from the bed of death, took each of her hands 
within his own, and then raising them in the attitude of prayer, he 
looked at the monk. , 

The holy man advanced, and performed the office for the dead, 
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and concluded the service with a prayer for the repose of the 
soul of the departed. Anna still continued to weep bitterly, hut 
could not speak, except now and then uttering a few passionate 
and unconnected words expressive of her sorrow. Sir Simon 
gently removed her from the chamber of death, and recommend- 
ing her to the kindness and attention of the damsels in the house, 
desired she might be placed upon her bed, but not disturhed 
with intrusive consolation, in the hope that exhausted nature 
would at length afford the poor sufferer some interval of repose 
from the sorrows and the remembrance of the dreadful scene she 
had witnessed. 

On returning from Anna, the first person Sir Simon met 
was Peter du Bois, who expressed a wish to speak to him in 
private. The goldsmith immediately granted this request. 
" And now, Peter," said Sir Simon, as he entered the chamher 
of death, **I was never a man to like fighting ; but you love it 
as fighting dogs do a quarrel But on such an occasion as this, 
by all the saints above us, if you will not draw your sword and 
follow me, the sun shall not rise before I have done justice on 
that cruel, smooth-tonji^ued woman, and that accursed, cold- 
blooded devil Gilbert Matthew, for the murder of John Lyon. 
Come, follow me, and show yourself a man. We will raise the 
White Hoods ! " 

** Stay," said Peter ; " you shall not pass out of this chamber 
for any such purpose. Are you mad? or are you only now 
turned valiant to ruin us all ] I tell you, that if you this 
night draw a sword against the Countess of Artois or Gilbert 
Matthew, all Bruges will be upon us. I know our White Hoods 
would rise fast enough to avenge John Lyon, but we should lose 
by it the best alliance we have yet made for our cause — the 
(jj^tizens of Bruges ; yet I will avenge my uncle as well as you, 
but it shall be by carrying on the war to the ruin of the 
Countess, her son, Gilbert Matthew, and all their race." 

With such arguments did Peter du Bois for the present 
prevail with Sir Simon de B^te to give up his intention of 
taking an immediate revenge for the death of his ancient friend. 
And so artfully did Peter work upon the mind of the simple but 
honest-hearted knight, that Sir Simon at length promised not to 
contradict the report which Peter proposed to give out, that 
John Lyon had been suddenly seized with a fit which had 
caused his death ; and the cunning Du Bois, by the assistance 
of a large bribe, procured the concurrence of the leech in his 
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assertion. The monk was an old man and a lover of peace ; he 
was therefore more desirous that the business should be hushed • 
up, than be made the cause of tumult in the city. 

The news of the death of John Lyon struck grief and dismay 
into the hearts of all the White Hoods ; for he had been their 
favourite leader. It was now resolved that the whole body of 
their people should return on the morrow to Ghent to conduct 
his remains to the church of St. Nicholas, and bury them with 
the utmost magnificence.* 

The story that Du Bois had caused to be circulated in Bruges, 
of John Lyon's having expired in a fit, was universally received 
as true. With many, the event caused joy and exultation. 
And when the Earl learnt the tidings at Lille, he was deceived 
as well as the rest, for, although Lewis was the enemy of this 
rebel leader, and wished his death, yet he would never have 
sought it by other means than those of public justice ; and 
though he knew his mother to be at once crafty and vindictive, 
he never dreamed her to be capable of such an extremity of 
guilt. Conscious that, after what had happened, Bruges was no 
longer a place of safety, Margaret of Artois, accompanied by 
Gilbert and a few of her suite, departed in secret from the city 
as soon as the dawn afforded her sufficient light to set forward 
on her way to Lille. 

The next morning Sir Simon found himself in better spirits 
than might have been expected. He was a man of good and 
kind feelings ; one who could never look upon a scene of distress 
without affording it a sympathizing tear. His feelings, however, 
were more acute than lasting. John Lyon was dead ; for him 
no more could be done, and to regret him he thought was 
useless. But Anna was still living, and much could be done for 
her ; and much did the worthy man resolve to do for her. 

With this kind-hearted intention Sir Simon was about to 
leave his chamber, when Peter du Bois entered it, and, turning 
the discourse on the helpless state of his cousin, he boldly 
demanded that Anna should be resigned to his care as her 
nearest kinsman. Sir Simon cut him very short, for he neither 
wanted courage nor spirit in a cause where justice and humanity 
demanded the exertion of either. " Look you. Master Peter du 
Bois,'' said Sir Simon, " the dying man gave me the charge of 
his daughter, and I shall stick by his will; and though you are 
a good soldier, Peter, yet I do not scruple to tell you, that your 
* A splendid tomb was erected to the memory of John Lyon. 
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morals and your license of speech lender you neiiher a fit nor 
desirable man to be the guardian of an innocent girl ; and so 
rest satisfied she is not for you, friend Peter. And connderiog 
her own natural parts and good qualities, as merit should be 
honoured, I must say that I, being a knight, master of the 
Goldsmiths' Company, and burgomaster of Ghent, am therefore 
in every way the most proper person in all the city to protect 
and bring into society such a delicate damsel as this pretty 
orphan." 

Sir Simon clapped on his cap, took up his stafi^ and walking 
smartly past Peter du Bois, left him to cogitate upon Ids 
determination thus expressed, whilst he went to visit his chaige. 
The good Sir Simon found Anna deeply afiQicted, but more 
composed than on the previous evening. He had sought her 
with a view this morning to offer to her some words of consola- 
tion, such as are usually administered by friends to those who 
are smarting under tlie wound occasioned by a recent loss of one 
dear to them. But somehow or other the good knight could 
only get through his first speech, when, looking at the beautiful 
but deeply dejected countenance of Anna, he burst into tears, 
wept like a child, and forgot all his arguments of consolation, 
except that which arises from the true sympathy of a feeling 
heart. 

At length he was obliged to leave her to prepare for her 
removal to Ghent. " I will come and conduct you to our cily, 
my child,*' said Sir Simon. " God bless you — do not weep — 
there, there, now be comforted, and you shall be my daughter — 
and we will love one another — and I will go with you myself to 
luass — and I'll give you a portion, if we find out the masker, 
and he proves an honest young man, and is worthy of you — and 
all honour shall be paid to your father's memory. So now cheer 
up, and I will cherish you, and I will attend your poor father's 
interment myself, dressed in my burgomaster's gown, and the 
two silver maces shall be carried before me." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Upon the following day, Anna, who was really sick both in 
mind and body, in consequence of the late painful events, was 
persuaded by Sir Simon not to leave her chamber till the 
corpse of her father had been removed from the place where he 
died. He had been active in providing for her comfort, and 
caused her to be removed from Bruges in a litter, under the 
conduct of some of his own people, charged to convey her in all 
safety to Ghent, as the worthy goldsmith had determined she 
should at once become an inmate of his own house. 

Anna left Bruges without bidding adieu to any one, except a 
poor widow, who had been called in to assist in performing the 
last offices to the deceased ; and who had afterwards, with great 
feeling and humanity, watched by the bed of the afflicted girl 
during the remainder of the night. 

Upon the same morning that Anna quitted Bruges, all the 
White Hoods set out to follow the corpse of their late leader 
John Lyon. The body was conducted to Ghent with a degree 
of solemnity and order that seemed almost incompatible with 
the character of the insurgents. Intelligence of the melancholy 
occasion which had caused their sudden return had been already 
made known to the inhabitants of the city. All Ghent came 
out to meet the body, accompanied by a train of monks, singing, 
as they approached, a solemn dirge. The citizens having 
advanced as far as the plain before the walls of their town, 
joined the funeral procession, and now retraced their steps 
to proceed to the interment of the corpse in the ancient church 
of St. Nicholas, which still stands in the corn-market of Ghent. 

John Lyon, who had died poor, having expended the whole 
of his substance in support of the cause he had so unhappily 
embraced, was magnificently interred, with ceremonies that 
would indeed have been more fitting the burial of a prince than 
of a rebel. ' ' 

The corpse, habited in the civil dress of the deceased, was 
placed upon a bier ; which, supported by Peter du Bois and five 
other principal leaders of his party, waa carried into the city, 
followed by the numerous bands of White Hoods, armed and 
accoutred for war. Amongst them, nearly one thousand bore 
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lighted iorclies, which they carried into the church, of St 
Nicholas. The interior of this sacred edifice was already hril- 
liantly illuminated by thousands of tapers that burnt at the 
altars of the dififerent saints, and all the shrines were gorgeously 
set forth, glittering with their splendid decorations of jewels 
and massive gold. 

The sword, the helmet, the armour of John Lyon, together 
with the banner of Ghent, wore each placed upon the altar, and 
^the war-horse of the deceased, richly caparisoned, was also led 
into the church, and there presented as an offering. As soon as 
these ceremonies were ended, the corpse was raised from the 
bier, wrapped in cerecloths, and placed within a leaden coffin 
prepared to receive it, in a grave where a portion of the pave- 
ment had been taken up for that purpose. The White Hoods 
pressed around, anxious to cast a last look upon their leader. 

The office for the dead was now commenced, the organ pealed 
its deep and solemn notes, whilst the monks and choristers 
chanted the ** Requiescat in pace," for the spirit of the departed. 
And not only in the church of St. Nicholas, but in every church 
and monastery throughout the city of Ghent, were masses this 
day said for the repose of the soul of John Lyon. 

After the ceremony of interment, the worthy Sir Simon de 
B6te received Anna into his own family with the tenderness and 
affection of a parent. Even Lady Judith was, for the present, 
somewhat softened in her manner towards the afflicted orphan, 
for Anna appeared so ill, that her ladyship thought it not at all 
unlikely that hor husband might soon be relieved of his charge. 
In this, however, she was mistaken, for the kindness and 
attention, the unceasing care and watchfulness, of Sir Simon, 
seconded by the poor girl's grateful efforts to compose her mind, 
that she might better acknowledge the goodness of her bene- 
factor, produced so happy an effect, that at the end of a few 
weeks her health appeared gradually to improve, and at length 
was restored to her. The gentleness of her temper, the quiet 
submission of her manners, in a very great degree reconciled the 
lady of Sir Simon to his adopted child ; so that she no longer 
upbraided him (except on occasions) with having adopted the 
girl without her sanction. We must now leave Anna to the 
care of Sir Simon, whilst we direct our attention to the public 
affairs of Ghent. 

After the death of John Lyon, the strength and the success 
of the White Hoods daily increased ; so that, in a short time, 
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their numbers were computed to be not less than one hundred 
thousand. The measures taken by the Earl of Flanders to 
oppose them were vigorous, although he could not muster a 
sufficient force soon enough to prevent their seizing upon several 
towns. Lewis, therefore, was desirous to obtain peace on any 
terms, especially as the White Hoods had so far proceeded in 
their measures, that Du Bois, and one of his feUow-captains, 
John Prineaux, had actually made an attack upon Dendremonde, 
where the Earl himself was in garrison. 

At this juncture, the talents of his mother, the Countess of 
Artois, proved of the utmost service, for she had so ably managed 
her intrigues with the French court, that, notwithstanding the 
displeasure into which Lewis had fallen with Charles the Fifth 
(who was still living), she prevailed with the Duke of Burgundy 
to come to Toumay, and there to institute measures to bring 
about a peace with the insurgents. 

The Duke, on his arrival, sent the Abbot of St. Martinis to 
the chiefs of the White Hoods, who were engaged at the siege 
of Oudenardo, to induce them to treat for terms of peace. 

The meeting was so far successful, that a hollow peace was 
for the present patched up, which at least had one good effect, 
that of freeing the knights and men-at-arms from their perilous 
situation in Oudenarde. Yet it was commonly said the peace 
would only afEord the discontented party time to gather strength, 
by repose, for the renewal of the war. 

The friends of the Earl of Flanders were now desirous that 
he should once more return to Ghent, and endeavour by residing 
amongst the citizens to conciliate their affections. Lewis reluct- 
antly consented to this proposal, though he made his public 
entry into Ghent with the utmost pomp and magnificence. As 
he passed through the market-place on his return, the White 
Hoods looked sternly upon him, not deigning even to pull off 
their hoods as a mark of respect to their prince. The Earl, 
seeing this disposition, would no longer trust himself with the 
citizens ; so that in a few days he privately quitted the town. 

Peter du Bois seized the opportunity thus offered to work 
upon the excited feelings of the people, and they instantly 
consented to renew the war, and to begin it by destroying the 
walls of Oudenarde, pillaging and burning the houses of all the 
nobility wherever they came. Thus did the war again rage as 
fiercely as ever. The Earl of Flanders redoubled his activity, 
and called around him all his nobles, knights, and allies. Many 
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were the victories which from time to time they achieved over 
the White Hoods, but more decisive measures were even jet 
necessary to subdue them. 

The town of Bruges, notwithstanding all Du Bois's attempts- 
to hold it in his own interest, had once more declared for ^e 
Earl's party; so that a formidable civil strife at this time 
prevailed throughout all Flanders. 

The nature of our narrative will not admit of a fuller detail of 
these circumstances, nor of the many and various successes of 
either party engaged in this unnatural war. At length the Earl 
of Flanders resolved to invest the city of Ghent on all sides, 
and to carry on such a close siege, that famine should at last 
compel the inhabitants to submission. This was a work of 
difficulty, for the city, impregnable in its fortifications, was well 
stored with wine aud all necessary provisions. 

Long and persevering was the siege, and ahnost daily did 
some fearful action take place without the walls of the town, or 
in the vain attempt to carry it by assault. Philip Von Artaveld, 
bold, brave, and daring, often headed a sally, and led a body of 
the White Hoods to attack their enemies even dose to their own 
lines. And, on the part of the Earl, Sir Walter d'Anghien, 
who acted as marshal, repeatedly assaulted the town with a 
courage and resolution that were considered desperate even by 
his enemies. Powerful machines were brought up which cast 
upon the city of Ghent immense stones, beams of wood, and 
missiles filled with gunpowder; the last-named destructive 
instrument of warfare now being much in use, as it had been 
found so eminently serviceable at the battle of Crecy. 

Gunpowder was also frequently thrown upon the besieged in 
hand-grenades, by which several houses were burnt to the ground ; 
and, but for the utmost vigilance and caution, the whole city 
might have been reduced to ashes. The canals of Ghent 
fortunately afforded a ready means to prevent a general 
conflagration. 

At length the besiegers became so vigilant, that persons who 
had hitherto smuggled provisions into Ghent now relaxed in 
their exertions, and rarely afforded help by conveying supplies, 
though offered tenfold the value of what tiiey brought. It was 
now, therefore, generally understood that necessity was beginning 
to subdue the men of Ghent, who, the most warlike of any 
citizens in the Netherlands, would never yield merely to the 
power of the sword ; as yet, however, the inhabitants might be 
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said to suffer from a rigid abstinence, but not from actual 
famine. 

The elder and less warlike part of the citizens wished for 
peace, and at length obtained leave of Von Artaveld to seek the 
Earl, by deputation, at Harlebeque (where he was holding a 
council), and there to endeavour to arrange honourable terms 
for the general good of each party. But as no truce was 
granted for this purpose, the deputation was obliged to leave 
Ghent privately. Sir Walter d*Anghien, with his accustomed 
generosity, having promised to wink ^at their passmg through 
his lines. 

Sir Simon de Bete and Sir Guisebert Grot headed this deput- 
ation, both actuated by a sincere desire to save their native city 
from ruin ; though, it must be confessed, the former felt with 
some complacency all the share of self-importance that would 
fall to his lot by becoming the head of an embassy of so much 
vital interest to Ghent. But not long after his departure, the 
White "Hoods, who had experienced how fruitless all such 
missions had hitherto proved, resolved not to wait for their 
return, and once more renewed their accustomed sallies on the 
besiegers. 

In one of these, a body of the White Hoods were surrounded 
by their enemies, and in danger of being cut off. The conflict 
was witnessed by the guard from one of the watch-towers of 
Ghent; and Philip Von Artaveld, learning the nature of it, 
immediately proceeded to the rescue of his people. Fierce and 
sanguinary was the contest. The White Hoods shouting their 
war cries of " Ghent ! Ghent ! Our Lady for Von Artaveld ! " 
and the besiegers exclaiming, " Flanders for the Lion ! Our 
Lady for D' Anghien ! " 

Sir Walter was personally engaged in the field, and, longing 
to combat with the chief of his opponents, ho dashed the spur 
into his horse's sides, and imprudently, or rather madly, rode 
up into the very midst of the White Hoods, whilst his own men 
Were kept at bay by the enemy's vanguard. In this situation 
he was in a moment surrounded ; a hundred swords were im- 
mediately raised, each eager to fell him to the earth, when Von 
Artaveld rushed up to his side, exclaiming in a voice of terror : 
" Touch him not, ray masters ; the first man amongst you who 
shall strike a blow at Sir Walter d*Anghien shall fall by my 
hand. Sir Walter shall not die by numbers, he shall have fair 
play!" 
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The manner, the voice, the authority of Yon Artaveld awed 
the rabble rout; no one offered to strike Sir Walter; and Philip, 
turning to him, said, " D'Anghien ! of all our enemies you are 
the bravest, the noblest ; yet you have the most injured our city, 
since by your means our houses are burnt, and our people reduced 
to necessity. You are the man with whom I have longed to 
combat ; and, if it please God and the Saints, we will not part 
this day till one of us be a corpse ! '' 

" I accept the challenge," said Sir Walter; "yet so generously 
have you saved me from being overpowered by a mere rabble, 
that I am sorry my duty obliges me to defend myself against 
you." 

" Prepare, then," cried Von Artaveld ; and with these words 
he fiercely attacked his opponent. The contest was fearful 
Both were mounted. Their lances struck with such violence 
upon the helmets of each other, that fire flashed from them, and 
they were broken at the very onset. They now snatched their 
battleaxes that hung at their saddle-bow, and, with one blow, 
Von Artaveld struck the visor from Sir Walter^s helmet. 
D'Anghien, grappling with his adversary to save himself from a 
second deadly blow, which was aimed at his head, came in close 
contact with Von Artaveld, and they struggled with savage 
resolution. In this manner (for neither would give the ad- 
vantage to his adversary by losing his hold) they both fell from 
their horses and rolled upon the ground ; whilst Philip's people 
stood looking on to witness the single combat of these champions, 
as if they had been spectators at the sports of a tournament. 

Sir Walter, bleeding and nearly blinded (for the axe had 
wounded him in the forehead, so that the blood had flowed over 
his eyes), started from the earth, threw down his axe, and drew 
his sword. Von Artaveld did the same, for he disdained but to 
be on equal terms with his opponent ; and before he again com- 
menced the attack, he cried aloud, "Yield thee. Sir Walter, 
yield ! " 

'^iNever, never!" answered D*Anghien; "This for the Lion!" 
and grasping his sword, whilst he raised his shield to guard his 
head, he sprang forward, and once more closed with his adver- 
sary. Again the struggle was desperate, but it was now un- 
equal, for Sir Walter, actually rendered blind at the moment by 
the quantity of blood which flowed down his face, was easily 
disarmed and vanquished ; he fell with a heavy groan upon 
the earth. Von Artaveld immediately set his foot upon the 
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"breast of his fallen adversary, and holding the point of his sword 
to his throat, he cried aloud, " Yield thee, Sir Walter, or die ! " 

" Never ! " again answered D'Anghien : " strike, and end my 
shame." • 

** Kill him, kill him ! " exclaimed the White Hoods, with one 
accord. 

" No," said Von Artaveld, " I will not take thy life. Secure 
Sir Walter," he continued, addressing his people. " Carry him 
instantly within the town, and to my dwelling. But see that 
you let no man know who is my prisoner, till I shall make it 
public. I must first communicate the capture of this gallant 
foe to the council; it will be joyful news indeed. This is a 
triumph that shall rend the very soul of Lewis." 

Sir Walter, who had fainted from the loss of blood, was re- 
moved, whilst senseless, to the house of Von Artaveld, who, 
after giving orders that every attention humanity could offer 
should be paid him, went himself to make the council ac- 
quainted with the important capture. 



CHAPTER XXL 



We must now mention a few circumstances which occurred 
previous to the capture of Sir Walter d'Anghien, as they are 
connected with events that we must shortly detail respecting 
him. It has already been stated, that after Sir Simon de Bete 
and his fellow-citizens had quitted Ghent on their embassy to 
the Earl, no truce having been granted, the besiegers continued, 
as usual, to annoy the town. Unfortunately, during one of their 
attacks with those machines that did so much mischief, a house 
adjoining that of Sir Simon was set on fire, and before the 
flames could be extinguished, the habitation of the worthy gold- 
smith became so seriously injured (though it was saved from 
being burnt down), that neither his wife the Lady Judith, nor 
Anna, could possibly remain in it till Sir Simon's return. 

Philip Von Artaveld, who really regarded the honest citizen, 
took compassion upon his wife, and now proposed that both 
the lady Judith and Anna should make their abode in his house 
during the absence of their natural protector, especially as the 
former was much hurt by a piece of burning timber tiiat had 
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fttllcn upon her, whilst she was endeavouring to save a casket 
of jewels ere she quitted her house. The horror that Ladj 
Judith felt at the idea of heing lodged in a house where Philip 
Yon Artaveld (whose morals were by no means on a par with 
his courage) was known to live with Bianca as his mistress, gave 
way to dire necessity, since, in fact, she knew not where else to 
go for safety. War, famine, and confusion, every day threatened 
Ghent with their worst consequences. And many of Lady 
Judith's female friends and gossips, who had been glad enough 
to share in the festivities and plenty of her house in prosperous 
days, although they now condoled with her and deplored her 
calamity, yet did not suffer their pity to extend so far as at all 
to inconvenience themselves. No one but Philip Von Artaveld 
offered her a shelter ; Anna alone attended her sick bed with the 
utmost patience, tenderness, and humanity. Anna, too, acted 
the part of leech, and by no means that of an unskilful one, for 
at the period of our history, young ladies were generally in- 
structed in the knowledge of herbs and drugs needful in 
sickness. 

Occupied with the Lady Judith in her sick-room, she saw 
little of her haughty enemy and jealous rival Bianca, who, now 
that Anna was so far removed from the Earl, though she still 
cherished her hatred against her, saw no necessity for any 
immediate act of hostility towards her, and as she had been 
brought to the house by the compassion of Von Artaveld, she 
dared not openly insult her, in direct opposition to his orders. 
Bianca, therefore, contented herself with treating Anna, when 
she chanced to meet her, with a cold and distant civility,'and 
the orphan was glad to avoid the presence of the Italian, by 
keeping constantly near the suffering wife of her benefactor. 

Some days had passed in this manner, when Anna, who had 
been busied in preparing a medicine for her patient, as she was 
crossing the hall of Von Artaveld's house to return to her 
chamber, heard a noise which was occasioned by the entrance of 
several of the White Hoods, who brought with them a wounded 
prisoner. The bustle of the moment induced her to retire within 
a deep recess of one of the windows at the extremity of the 
apartment, whence she could both see and hear all that passed. 

"Here, Martin," said one of the White Hoods to his fellow, 
" stir quickly, go and bring the keys of the strong room, there 
we are to secure our prisoner. But stay, before you go, fetch 
some water, we must wash the blood off his face, or he will 
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86arce be able to breathe much longer, and we are charged to 
take care of him. By the faith of a true man, if I had my will 
I would have sent his soul to sing vespers with the Evil One, 
rather than have spared him to cut our throats hereafter. But 
Von Artaveld is always for saving a knocked-down man, and for 
cheating the fiends of their due." 

" Come, come," replied Martin, " learn a little mercy. Master 
Oxhead, you may one day need it yourself. I will fetch the 
water, and then take the charge of the prisoner ; for you are not 
very likely to be so tender of his life as you ought to be. Von 
Artaveld charged us to use care." 

"Well then," answered Oxhead, "take the gaol-bird if you 
will into your own keeping, but he will sing a devil's note if he 
once fly the cage." 

The water was brought ; the blood washed from off the pri- 
soner's face; he showed signs of returning life. Martin had 
finished his services, and no longer hanging over him, rose up, 
when Anna, who now beheld the face of the wounded man, 
uttered a faint cry, and sunk upon the ground. Martin heard 
her cry, and, leaving the prisoner to his companions, ran to her, 
supported her in his arms, and, in his readiness to do a good act, 
threw some of the water, stained with the blood of Sir Walter 
d'Anghien, upon her face. 

Anna revived, looked round, but the prisoner was gone, he 
had been removed to the strong room by the White Hoods, whilst 
Martin was engaged in assisting her. Her eye now caught the 
eight of her own scarf, stained by what had been so heedlessly 
thrown upon her to restore animation. She shuddered, and 
uttered an involuntary exclamation of horror. " Ay," said Martin, 
" I knew it was the sight of the blood about the man that made 
you swoon. Young damsels are not used to such sights ; they 
will be nothing when you are accustomed to them. But I did 
not know. Mistress Anna, you were here, or " 

** Tell me," said Anna, endeavouring to compose herself, " who 
is that prisoner 1 " 

" Sir Walter d'Anghien, lady," replied Martin ; "but I for- 
got," he added immediately ; I was charged not to say so to any 
one, but you will not betray me." 

Anna assured him she would not, and that he had nothing to 
fear from her. He then told her all the particulars, with which 
the reader is already acquainted, and soon after quitting her, 
went to take charge of the prisoner. Sir Walter had recovered 

o 
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his senses ; his wound was dressed, nor did it appear dangerous 
— indeed he had fainted more from the loss of blood than from 
any other cause. Martin attended him during the day with the 
utmost care, and showed a kindness of heart towards the captive 
seldom found amongst the White Hoods. 

It was towards tlie evening, when the sun had just sunk into 
the west, and still left lingering upon the horizon a deep and red 
glow of light, that appeared more conspicuous by contrast with 
the melancholy twilight, when Martin opened the door of the 
strong room, and asking his prisoner how he fared , placed a 
lighted lamp upon the table before him. The prisoner said he 
felt but little pain from the wound ; that he thought nothing of 
it, but much of his captivity ; and thanked Martin for the humane 
attention he had shown, and the care he had taken to render aU 
necessary assistance. Soon afterwards the man retired, saying 
that he should be posted as sentinel without the door till mid- 
night, and thus be within call, should Sir Walter need anything 
that he could procure for him. 

Martin was really a good-natured fellow ; he had become a 
White Hood because his master was such, but he was neither 
brutal nor ferocious ; and he respected the brave yonng knight 
who was now under his charge by the chance of war. Whilst 
Martin paced up and down the gallery on guard, he heard a light 
step advancing towards him, and in a few minutes Anna ap- 
proached, laid her hand gently upon his arm, and softly whis- 
pered, " Martin, do you fear God? " 

** Why, yes, lady," said Martin, "I. hope I do in an honest 
way ; that is, I fight whenever I am ordered out on duty, and 
never desert my post." 

" But," said Anna, hesitating, " would you do to another as 
you would he should do to you, if you were in misery % " 

**That I would, lady," answered the man, "or else I see 
little good in being born and bred a Christian." 

" Show mercy then to me," said the beautiful girl, as she 
seized the rough hand of the honest soldier, "for I am most 
unhappy." 

Martin looked at her, pointed to the door, and smiling archly, 
but not rudely, said, "Ay, lady, I see your drift; you would 
look in upon my prisoner, and I know you have skill in 
leechcraft ; well, I will ask no questions, and you cannot help 
the wounded man to escape whilst I keep the key, and so I'll 
never mar a true love business, although it were at the foot 
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of the gallows ; for yon prisoner, I reckon, is not far off it. 
So go your ways, speak softly, and stay but half an hour, for 
fear Von Artaveld should return ; and in the mean time I will 
whistle, and know nothing about the matter." 

The good-natured Martin then softly opened the door of the 
strong-room, pushed Anna in quickly, and double-locked the 
door. Anna had accomplished her purpose; but such were 
her emotions when she found herself alone in the chamber with 
the prisoner, that she had no power to speak ; she sunk, with 
her hands pressed before her eyes, against the wall of the 
apartment. The prisoner started. He exclaimed, as he looked 
up, " Anna ! " 

" Oh, Henry ! " said she, " is it thus we meet ; and are you 
really Sir Walter d'Anghien ? " 

"I am yours, the same as ever," replied Sir Walter, **and 
never did I deceive you but for your own safety. As nephew 
to the Earl of Flanders, had it been known that I was attached 
to you, your ruin and my own must have followed, for I am 
still in my minority, still- a ward to the Earl. I waited but 
till I should become my own master, so that I might claim 
you as mine, and wed you without danger. For this purpose, 
I assumed another name when I first knew you, for I feared 
to trust your family with a secret that, if discovered, might 
have endangered even our lives." 

" To you I owe my life," said Anna ! " you saved me from 
the dreadful cup which destroyed my father; and in now 
seeking you in the hour of your necessity, I do but an act of 
gratitude that I would pay to the lowest of mankind." 

"And must I think it nothing more?" replied Sir Walter. 
" Oh, Anna ! if the knowledge that I am better born than the 
poor student of St. Omer, to whom you gave your heart, can 
so change your affection, I would rather have died as Henry 
de Cassel, than live the Lord of Anghien." 

** I am not changed," said Anna ; " but I will never take 
advantage of your affection for me, to bring you to disgrace 
and ruin. Forget the past; you are so far above me, that I 
should be unfit to share your fortunes. Let me remember you 
as my benefactor; and let me feel through after-life, that I 
have done one good deed for my preserver — I came to save you." 

**Anna," said Sir Walter, "whilst I have life, I will not 
resign my hope one day to call you mine. I have no power 
to forget you, even if I would. You are the dearest being to 

o 1 
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inc on earth; life would be a blank to me withoiit yon— t 
melancholy desert, where my heart would vainly look for 
comfort." 

'* S})cak not thus " answered Anna ; ^ but bear me. Oh» 
Henry, I cannot disguise my feelings; terror has brought me 
to you. I have lately learnt such dreadful tidings, that unless 
you follow my counsel, you will leave me in this world but to 
niouni your early fate." 

" What is it you meani" eagerly inquired Sir Walter. 

**I will bo brief," said Anna. "Von Artaveld is noble. I 
have lournt, since you came here, that he merely designed to 
keep you a close prisoner, but to do no injury to your lif& 
Unlmj)pily, your own people, thinking you were slain, have 
taken a dreadful vengeance, by murdering some of the White 
IIood^) they held as prisoners. In consequence of this, Peter 
du Bois and Arnold le Clerc have so worked upon the minds 
of the council of Ghent, that they have resolved npon your 
death — unless " 

" Unless whati Speak, I conjure you," said Sir WWter. 

" Unless," replied Anna, " you will swear to return to yonr 
own people, only to withdraw them from our city walls, and 
never a^ain to bear arms for the Earl of Flanders." 

"I do this]" exclaimed D*Anghien; **no! not if I had a 
thousand lives to save, would I thus at once become a coward 
and a traitor. I will meet death, since there is no other way ; 
but I will not stoop to perjury and dishonour." 

These last words Sir Walter pronounced in a tone so calm, 
yet so decisive, that Anna, whose feelings were of the most 
ardent nature, was overcome by them. The pain she felt was 
rendered doubly acute by the vigour of her lively imagination. 
She saw at this moment nothing but the terrific image which 
the impending fate of Sir Walter placed before her eyes. She 
forgot all her self-command, and buret into tears. 

**0h, do not say so !" exclaimed the unhappy girl; ''think, 
think again, and save yourself from death." 

" I cannot," replied Sir Walter. " Leave me, Anna, I beseech 
you — do not " 

** No, I will never leave you," said Anna ; "here I will plead 
to you till I sink at your feet. I will implore you to have pity 
on yourself." 

" I must not, I will not, betray my country, nor my prince,'' 
answered Sir Walter. 
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"No; you will save both!" exclaimed Anna. "Ghent is 
of your country. Think of our citizens — think how you have 
reduced us. Famine is within our walls. Death, a cruel and 
a lingering death, awaits the wretched inmates of this city. 
Spare us, and in doing this deed of mercy you will save your- 
self. Withdraw your people but from our walls, and all shall 
be welL" 

** I cannot, Anna," said D'Anghien ; "I cannot betray my 
honour." 

"There is no honour in civil strife," replied Anna, ''where 
fathers war against their sons, and the children cover the silver 
hairs of their age with shame and death. Can you, then, war 
against your fellow-citizens 1 Withdraw your people. Do this 
deed, and you will save a city. Think how many prayers will 
rise to heaven; and when mothers look on their babes, and 
watch their helpless state of infancy, they shall bless you, you 
that have saved them from the sorrows of the widowed and the 
fatherless." 

" Anna," said Sir Walter, " in mercy to my feelings do not 
tempt me to do an act that might hereafter make me think 
that she, whom I love dear as my own soul, led me to shame, 
to guilt, to treason, and all to save a worthless life like mine." 

" No, not to save you alone," replied Anna. " If the misery 
of Ghent cannot awaken pity in your heart, think but of me. 
Think of the wretched girl whose affections you won in early 
life by the fondest vows of faith and love ; and can you, will 
you, cast her off to misery and want? Think what will be 
her sufferings when she hears the last bell sound the death- 
note of the criminal ; when she sees you dragged to the fatal 
spot, to perish like a common wretch the law condemns. And 
oh ! think, if she can outlive that hour, that you leave her to 
the fury of the victor, or else to die by lingering torments from 
famine in our streets. If you have no mercy on yourself, yet 
save me." 

"Anna, I conjure you, leave. me," said D'Anghien; "quit 
the hold of my mantle. Do not look thus up in my face — I 
cannot, I cannot bear it." And falling into a chair near the 
table, ho rested his arms upon it, and covered his face with his 
hands. At this moment the door was suddenly opened, and 
Martin rushed in with a countenance that expressed the utmost 
alarm. ''Leave the chamber!" he exclaimed, "leave it this 
moment; some one has entered the gallery, and is even now 



198 THE WHITE HOODS. 

comiiip; hither. If you are discovered here, lady, my life may 
pay the forfeit ; so away — no tiirrying, no more words ; " and 
as ho finished this liasty address, Martin caught Anna by the 
arm and hurricil her from the apartment, before she could even 
bid adieu to the unfortunate captive. But ere Martin had 
acconiplishcd his purpose of locking the door on the outside, 
Bianca, the Italian, with haste in her steps and anger in her 
eye, caino up the gallery, and without speaking one word to the 
terrified sentinel, who looked aghast with dismay, she bid Anna 
follow her in a tone of voice so imperative, that the orphan 
obeyed almost mechanically. 

Tlio Italian led the way to her own chamber, closed the 
door, and turning to Anna, fixed upon her countenance a look 
so penetrating, yet so stem, that the poor girl seemed to shrink 
before her gaze. 

" You are the daughter of my ancient enemy," said Bianca, 
" but you bear a character for unalterable truth. Fear nothing 
then, but spe^k the truth to mo, and perhaps at this moment 
I may do that for you which not all Ghent besides could 
accomplish." 

Anna attempted to reply, but her agitation was so great 
she could not frame a connected answer. " I know you have 
visited the prisoner," continued Bianca. "Tell me, are you 
beloved by Sir Walter d'Anghien, and is he the master of 
your affections]" 

Anna again essayed to speak, whilst Bianca fixed upon her 
another look, which rendered her still more confused. She 
blushed deeply. Artless by nature, surprised, and wholly 
unprepared for Bianca's inquiries, she replied, as the tears 
bui-st from her eyes, ** Indeed, when I first became acquainted 
with Sir Walter, I did not know his birth — I did not think 
him above my own degree, and he gained my affections whilst 
he gave me his own." 

" It is enough," said Bianca ; " your looks prove the truth 
of your words. You did not then seek to win the heart of the 
Earl of Flanders ; yet why did you listen to Lewis de Malel " 

" In the hope to save my father's life," replied Anna "The 
Earl grimted me his pardon." 

"I sec it all," said Bianca. "You are innocent; at least 
you did not conspire to ruin me in the affections of Lewis; 
yet you know too well I was discarded for your sake. But 
you shall help my revenge. May you live to be the wife of 
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Sir Walter d'Anghien — I cannot inflict a greater punishment 
on Lewis; for he will then know the pangs of jealousy, the 
torments of slighted affection, the envy of a rival's happiness. 
Hear me, Anna — I will assist you. Sir Walter d'Anghien 
is destined to die on the morrow. Von Artaveld has vainly 
endeavoured to save his life. There is but one way to save 
him. Sir Simon de B^te is returned, and in the absence of 
Von Artaveld, he will have the command over the prisoner. 
You must induce him to set D'Anghien at liberty, and I will 
•furnish him with the apparel of a serving varlet, so that Sir 
Walter may be completely disguised. In this manner he may 
pass out of the city before the morning, in company with some 
of those people from Brabant, who, at the risk of their lives, 
have stolen within our walls to bring us some supplies in our 
time of want. A plan is formed to secure their retreat down 
the Scheldt. Sir Walter, if he joins them, may soon be in 
safety, and his presence will secure these people from any 
interruption by the Earl's party. 

It would be needless to tell the reader with how much joy, 
with how many thanks, Anna acceded to this proposal, and 
without further delay she inquired for . Sir Simon. Having 
learnt where he was, she stayed in the ante-room of his apart- 
ment, in order to secure an aoidience with him as soon as he 
should quit the chamber of the Lady Judith, where he now was. 
But this interview requires another chapter. 



CHAPTER XXIL 

Op all the feelings that actuate the human mind there is 
none of a more obstinate character than that of curiosity, since 
most other violent passions may in time wear themselves out, 
or become satiated by indulgence; but curiosity never has 
enough, and as its field is boundless, so are its desires. When 
this passion is turned to its proper object, the acquirement of 
knowledge for the benefit of others or of ourselves, it is both 
a laudable and a generous feeling; but that restless spirit of 
inquiry which proceeds from no other motive than that of 
m^dice, idleness, or impertinence, is at once a mean and 
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injurious qnality, the consequence of ignorance, and the Bare 
mark of a little mind. 

Sir Simon de B^te was at this moment isuffering from the 
misery of such a temper in the person of his wife, who, after 
detailing all her troubles, inquired slightly the purport and 
the consequence of the good knight's deputation to the EarL 
Lady Judith cared so little about public matters, that, but for 
her own personal sufferings, the welfare or the downlall of 
Ghent would not have deeply interested her. Any answer 
therefore would have satisfied her question, except that which 
the worthy Sir Simon was unfortunate enough to give her; 
for Sir Simon had said the result of the deputation to the Earl 
was — a secret. 

1^0 sooner had his helpmate heard this, than her curiosity 
became strongly excited ; and all her indifference was changed 
into a warm feeling to follow up the pursuit. Like an old 
hunter, that has lazily been pacing along the road with perfect 
indifference, but, upon suddenly hearing the cry of the hounds 
pricks up his cars, snorts, and tears off full gallop after the 
chase, even so Lady Judith had no sooner heard the word 
secret than off she went to follow up the game : question came 
upon question, so that it was impossible for the poor gold- 
smith to give to each a reply. 

"Dame," said Sir Simon, in answer to her tormenting im- 
portunities, " it is of no use to ask me, since I am charged by 
the Earl of Flanders, upon no consideration to make known the 
terms upon which he will grant us peace, until I state them to 
the council, who are to be called together on purpose to hear his 
pleasure." 

** That may be all very well," replied his wife ; " but what 
can the terms be that must not be told till the council meet t 
They must be very strange, and I should like to know them." 

"The affair is a secret, wife," said Sir Simon, "so no more 
about it." 

" Well then, 1*11 say no more than this," continued Lady 
Judith, " that it will be no secret when it is told to a whole 
council of citizens, who are most of them married men. And 
there could be no harm in telling it to a poor woman sick in 
her bed, and I shall not sleep for the night for thinking about 
it. And you might tell it to me, your own wife, if you had 
any pity for me, and I suffering too as I suffer. But you have 
no more heart than a brute, Sir Simon, no heart at aU." 
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Tliis was said in a tone between whimpering and scolding. 
Sir Simon attempted to vindicate his pretensions to possessing 
80 essential an organ of the human creature as a heart ; but his 
wife flew at him again, like a cat, which after having eyed and 
chased a poor mouse till she has it in a corner, suddenly darts 
upon her prey, and growls exultingly over her victim, whilst 
she makes it suffer the divers tortures both of her "mouth and 
paws. 

Sir Simon could not resist the torrent that burst upon him, 
and thinking perhaps there was no great danger, that a woman 
who was confined to her bed could do much mischief by com- 
municating the secret, was imprudent enough to tell her, with 
many charges of secrecy, that the Earl of Flanders would grant 
a peace to Ghent on condition that two hundred of the White 
Hoods, to be named by him, should be given up to him, in 
order to be banished into other countries, as he might please 
to direct, and thus, by the absence of the most daring spirits, 
tranquillity might be secured at home. But fearing lest a vague 
report should misrepresent his intentions, it was resolved that 
this proposal should be kept secret till it was communicated in 
the council. 

Such was Sir Simon's intelligence, which, pent up and con- 
fined within the bosom of his wife, there burnt and smothered 
like a hidden flame, for lack of vent to spread itself into a blaze 
through the channel of a communicative tongue. Now it so 
chanced that a couple of female friends called in that evening, to 
inquire after Lady Judith's hurts and bruises received during 
the late fire, to taste a cup of her mulled wine (for the solace of 
tea-drinking, that social bond of gossips, was in these days 
unknown in Europe), and likewise to prescribe for the invalid 
divers decoctions of herbs, which were to be applied to the 
wounds, or bruises, with a damp scarlet cloth, assisted by certain 
prayers to be said backwards during the application of them. 

" So, my lady," said one of the friends, " Sir Simon's come 
back from the deputation ; but nobody knows what he has 
done, for nobody is good enough, they say, to be trusted with 
the secret." 

"Indeed!" answered Lady Judith, "then they say a great 
deal more than they know. There are some persons Sir Simon 
thinks worthy of knowing his secrets, ay, and consulting with 
them about them too, as he ought to do." 

" Bless me ! who can they be? " said one gossip. 
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"I should like to know," cried the other. 

" Why, who should they be," answered Lady Judith, " hut 
Sir Simon's own wife, the most proper person, I think, to know 
a man's affairs ? " 

" And you know all about it, theni " said the one. 

** And what can Ixi the secret? " cried the other. 

" It is no common secret, dames, I can assure you," replied 
Lady Judith, with a very significant look. " It ia only worth as 
many as throe hundred lives in Ghent." 

" Three hundred lives in Ghent 1 " echoed the first friend. 

" And what is to be done with them 1 " asked the other. 

" I could toll more than you could dream of, dames," said 
Lady Judith ; "ay, and more than any leader or burgomaster 
of them all in this town yet knows, except Sir Simon and 
myself. That is I could tell you, if a prudent friend or two 
might be trusted, and could hold their tongues." 

** It shall never bo known from me," said gossip No. 1. 

" It shall never pass my lips," exclaimed No. 2. 

" Why, then," said Lady Judith, " it is very shocking to be 
sure to think upon, and more shocking to tell, that the Earl will 
only grant peace to Ghent upon condition that three hundred of 
the leaders of the White Hoods are to be given up to him. And 
you know, dames, it is easy to guess at what will follow ; for 
the Earl will certainly have them all hanged before his eyea" 

The gossips turned up their hands and eyes, finished their 
cups of mulled wine, applied in all haste the herbs recommended 
to Lady Judith's wounds, but did not stay to say prayers 
backwards ; and pinning close their wimples, and drawing on 
their hoods, they set off as fast as they could to spread the 
secret throughout all Ghent ; so that long before the unfortunate 
Sir Simon could summon the meeting of the council in the 
great hall, it was currently reported and believed throughout the 
city, that he had consented to give up to the Earl of Flanders 
all the leaders of his party, and four hundred of the White 
Hoods, who were to be hanged without mercy. 

Whilst Lady Judith and the gossips were thus conversing 
together, on the evening of Sir Simon's return, Anna, who had 
sought that good knight after his interview with his wife, was 
very differently engaged in holding her conference with her 
benefactor. The worthy goldsmith expressed his sincere delight 
at seeing her again, kissed her forehead, patted her upon the 
head, and gave her a pinch or two upon the cheek, just as 
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he would have done to a little child of five years old, and hade 
her continue to he a good girl, and God would hless her, and he 
would he her friend the longest day he had to live. 

"Dear Sir Simon^" said Anna, "I know you are ever the 
friend of the distressed, and it is on that account I now speak 
to you. I have a sad tale to tell, and so little time for the 
relation, that you must forgive me, if I am abrupt and less 
observant than I ought to he." 

" There, my dear child," replied Sir Simon ; " take my purse, 
and I will consider your tale as told already. I know the 
distress of Ghent ; some poor creature who has not even a brass 
coin would beg an alms." 

"No, sir," replied Anna, "I have no want of money for 
that or any other purpose, thanks to your bounty. The distress 
of which I speak is connected with the unfortunate young 
prince who, in the absence of Von Artaveld, is your prisoner." 

" What, Sir Walter d'Anghien ! " exclaimed Sir Simon. 
" Alas, my dear child, how can I aid a man, whom, I grieve 
while I say it, the council of the White Hoods has condemned to 
die. And if all I have heard be true, he but too justly deserves 
it. Yet I am sorry for it, notwithstanding Sir Walter directed the 
bombarders that have injured my house; and, though I say it, 
there was not a better nor a handsomer in Ghent, ''and one fit for 
a knight, master of the goldsmiths' company, and " 

"Oh sir," said Anna, interrupting him, as she burst into 
tears, " if you have any pity and regard for — for me, preserve 
this unhappy man ! Sir Walter d'Anghien and the masker 
who saved me from death at Bruges are the same." 

" Who saved you, my child ! " said Sir Simon ; " I wish you 
had not told me so — I wish I was not his keeper." And Sir 
Simon as he spoke turned peevishly away. 

" Say not sd, my dear father," cried Anna, " (for you know 
you love to have me call you father), but rather rejoice that 
you, by being his keeper, have the means to save a brave man 
from death, and me from misery." 

Sir Simon shuffled his hands into his pockets, walked a turn 
or two about the room, then suddenly stopt, and looked at Anna. 
Her countenance spoke more than her words, and her guardian, 
throwing his arms about her, said, " Do not look so, I cannot 
bear it ; I know I have promised to be your father, and fathers 
should try to make their children happy. What is it you would 
have me do 1 " 
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Anna took him gentlj bj the hand, and softly said, "I 
would that you would suffer me to do for him the same good 
act ho did at Bruges, to save a human creature from a cruel 
death — give him liberty." 

"Holy Mary!" said Sir Simon, **do you know what you 
ask? — my life perhajM may be endangered if I grant your 
request ; but Sir Walter is brave, though a foe ; he saved thee, 
my child, and that act must not be forgotten, for thy life is 
worth a hundred such old lives as mine, and I do love you, 
Anna, upon my soul," continued Sir Simon, as ho wiped his 
eyes with the back of his hand. " I believe I could rather die 
than see you look again as you did just now ; and though Sir 
Walter did burn my house, yet I am not a man to resent ii\jurj, 
when I can do better by forgiving it." 

Anna throw her arms round his neck, as if he had really been 
her father ; whilst Sir Simon, as if afraid to think upon what 
he was doing, and yet eager to make her happy, hastily removed 
her from him, and saying he could not stay, but ought that 
night to give orders for the meeting of the citizens, he en- 
deavoured to escape towards the door. 

** But what must be done?" said Anna; "he must be freed 
to-night, or to-morrow it will be too late." 

" You are a little fool," replied Sir Simon peevishly ; ** why 
will you ask me such dangerous questions? Walls, they say, 
have ears — there — cannot you see, I have gone out in such a 
hurry, upon my duty, that I have forgot myself, and have left 
the keys of the stronir room behind me ? Martin is the guard, 
and must not Martin have time to take food, or to take a nap, 
though he be a watch, if I should order him for a short time to 
leave his post? Ask me no more questions." 

Sir Simon left the house, Anna had the keys, and she flew 
rather than walked to carry them to Bianca, since, without her 
assistance she could do nothing. Tlie proud Italian loved to 
exercise her authority, and to torment even those she served. 
She now ordered Anna to her own chamber, and bade her not 
stir thence till she called her. Anna was obliged to obey, and 
after waiting in an agony of suspense, Bianca at length arrived, 
and gave her the joyful news, that Sir Walter d'Anghien had 
escaped with the men who had secretly brought a supply of 
com into Ghent, and that in all probability he was by that time 
safe without the city walls. 
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CHAPTEE XXIII. 

During the same night on which Sir Walter d'Anghien had 
been suffered to escape from Ghent, Arnoul le Clerc, with 
Peter le Nuit^e and other of the White Hoods, had assembled 
together, as they frequently did, in order to keep their midnight 
vigils, whilst they planned exploits for the purposes of violence, 
or pondered mischievous intrigues. On the present occasion 
they had so long been thus engaged, that the morning light 
dawned in the east, ere the lamp that had served their midnight 
orgies was extinguished. 

There is nothiDg which gives to human beings a more ghastly 
and unprepossessing appearance than the light of day bursting 
in upon them after a carouse. It is unfavourable even to youth 
and innocence ; what must it be then to vice and intemperance ! 

The light of day, which now stole in through the high- 
latticed windows of the house of Amoul le Clerc, made the 
feeble flame of the expiring lamp look but as a dying ember, 
overpowered by the soft but clear beams of the ' sweet hour of 
prime.* It showed the countenances of the insurgents haggard 
from want of rest, reeking and unwashed, whilst the unsteady 
motion of their limbs, a stupid gaze about the eye, and a flushed 
cheek, declared many of them to be still under the influence of 
their recent debauch. 

Thus were they sitting in an apartment where all seemed 
disorder ; empty flagons, stools overturned, fragments of bread 
and bones (so picked that nothing was left to tempt a starved 
cat that strayed about this house of iniquity), were seen scat- 
tered all around. At length the party was disturbed by the 
sudden appearance of Peter du Bois, who was quite in his sober 
senses. The first thing he did was to reprove the inebriety 
which he could not but perceive in some among them; and 
that too at a time when Ghent was threatened with approaching 
famine. " What, my masters," said Du Bois, " is this a season 
for revelling, when want is within our very gates 1 and do you 
thus waste in a midnight debauch the very things for the need 
of which you may hereafter perish ^ But I have news for you 
— news that will rouse you, if nothing else can. Who is there 
among you that will be the first to bid the Earl of Flanders 
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hang him up hy the nock as he would an old dog whose teeth 
can no longer bite 1 " 

" What do you moan, Peter," aaid Amoul le Clerc, ** about 
hangiuf^ and tho Earl of Flanders ) If tho plan I have in my 
hoad succeeds, and we but get in a fresh stock of com for the 
city, the Earl of Flanders may hang himself in his own garters 
if he will, for we will play the devil yet amongst his people." 

" You will something doubt that when you hear what I have 
to tell you," replied I)u Bois, " that is, unless you will follow 
my advice, and act boldly at once, as it becomes men to do who 
are made desperate by necessity." 

All the White Hoods who were present now pressed round 
Du Bois, eager to gain the intelligence. " Von Artaveld," said 
Peter, ^* has made a bold sally, in the hope of getting some 
supplies for our miserable citizens. He has succeeded in passing 
the besieger's lines, so we must not look for his return for some 
days, to help us through our danger. We must act for our- 
selves." 

"What is this danger?*' inquired Amoul le Clerc, im- 
patiently. 

" Nothing less," said Peter, " than that we are betrayed by 
that old rascal Sir Simon de B^te. I have just learnt that he 
has agreed to enter into a treaty with the Earl of Flanders, to 
throw open to him the gates of Ghent, and to give us leaders 
all up, with four hundred of our people, to be hanged upon our 
own walls." 

" It shall never be ! — we will seize Sir Simon, we will be 
revenged." These and many other such expressions burst at 
once from the lips of the party. 

" Stay, my masters," said Peter, " you are too hasty — ^you 
have not heard a still stronger proof of our having been 
purposely betrayed by Sir Simon de B^te. Von Artaveld left 
his prisoner. Sir Walter d'Angbien, in the keeping of Sir 
Simon, and but this night he has suffered him to escape." 

" The traitor ! I will be the first to strike my dagger into his 
heart," exclaimed Arnoul le Clerc. 

** And I mine," cried one of the White Hoods. " And I too 
mine," echoed another. 

Peter again proceeded — ** Follow my counsel, and we shall 
have no more such disgraceful negotiations. It would be use- 
less to destroy one traitor, unless we could strike terror into all 
the rest ; for Sir Simon has induced Sir Guisebert Grote to join 
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in this infamous treaty. Do you, my masters, collect the most 
hardy and determined amongst you. Go armed, and quietly 
take your places as leaders of the White Hoods at the council 
I and Amoul le Clerc will contrive to enter the room just as 
Sir Simon is ahout to ma^e known the infamous terms he would 
propose. We will then cry treason ; do you instantly secure the 
doors, and stab to the heart both Sir Simon and Sir Guisebert 
before they can ask mercy. I will then show their deeds to the 
council, and that Sir Simon deserved death, if it were only for 
having freed our greatest enemy D'Anghien." 

This plan was universally applauded, and some sober, others 
half drunk, sallied forth to arouse their fellows. Peter du Bois 
and Amoul le Clerc alone remained behind in the apart- 
ment. 

"And pray, Peter," said Amoul, how long am I to play 
the part of bear, and you of master 1 How long am I to follow 
you, as if I were chained and muzzled, and to rise up and dance 
when you please to bid me, by raising the rod of oppression ? 
How long am I to do this, I say, ere you choose to bestow upon 
me the promised reward 1 " 

"You are a fool, Amoul,*' answered Peter. "Do you. not 
see that by knocking out the brains of this old Sir Simon, if 
he have any brains, I at once step in and claim the guardian- 
ship of my pretty cousin, as her nearest relative? If you 
comply with my conditions, you may have her as soon as you 
please." 

"Have I not complied with all your conditions already?" 
8aid,Arnoul le Clerc. "Did I not tell Von Artaveld (ay, and 
swore it too), that it was my people, and not yourself, who 
proposed to murder the bailiff ?— -Have not I taken upon me all 
the dirty work to screen you 1 If there is a throat to be cut, or 
a church to be robbed, who does it? Arnoul le Clerc; — and 
who wins by it ? Peter Du Bois. — If a plot is to be carried on, 
OT a lie to be told, who takes the hazard, and invents the 
falsehood ? why Amoul le Clerc ; — and who is at the bottom of 
it all ? Peter du Bois. — And now, who is to seem the proposer 
of your mad scheme about the abbey ? why, again, Amoul lo 
Clerc — and aU for what? just to have leave to lay hold of a 
pretty wench to whom I have a fancy, and all must forsooth be 
done by your good will, and toil must pay it, because she 
happens to be your kinswoman ! " 

"You grow insolent, master Amoul le Clerc, said Du Bois; 



208 THE WHITE HOODa 

" but hark ye, if Peter Da Bois should choose just to keep his 
cousin to himRclf, instead of making her the payment of your 
wages, how will you obtain her, think yout But remember, 
should you do all I wish, I give Anna to you like an honest 
man ; you are to marry tlie girl, or my sword shall show you 
I have a value for the honour of my own blood." 

" Ay, ay," replied Arnold, " let it be so ; the priest may 
mumble, and I will say Amen to it, and so pretty Anna becomes 
the wife of a White Hood, and all is settled." 

" Stay ; not till the abbey is first won, Amoul," said Du Bois. 
" That abbey once ours, its stores of com and wine will help 
to suj)port our people till we get them out of our present strait 
The abbey is strong and well fortified, though not well manned. 
We can hereafter make it a tower of strength against our 
enemies, who are continually pouring down from Bruges. 
This very evening the attempt must be made 1 and if you get 
possession of the abbey (for you can be desperate when you like 
it), the next day I will give you Anna, and we will make one of 
the monkish drones perform the rites of marriage." 

** I will do my best to gain the abbey then," replied Amoul; 
" but I trust not quite so much to your word, as you would 
have me ; you have laid a snare for me. Traps snap up the 
young and inexperienced brood, but the old bird is not caught 
by them. I will have Anna safe, secured as mine, or no abbey 
is taken by me. Sir Simon dies this morning. Do you seiaa 
Anna in right of your guardianship; bear her off with us on 
this expedition, and I will bring up all my people to win the 
abbey. But unless this is done, I will not ha^eurd my life by 
making a dangerous sally from Ghent upon an enterprise ths^ 
must begin with passinji? the enemy's lines." 

"Well, I agree to it," said Peter; **let us now hasten to 
settle our first business, and then for the abbey, and down with 
cowls, masa-books, and monks." Having made this agreement, 
the two White Hoods left the house, to prepare for the attack on 
the unfortunate goldsmith. 

Little did Sir Simon imagine when he that morning put on 
his burgomaster's gown, and entered the town-hall with the 
two silver maces carried before him, how much mischief the 
gossip of his wife had prepared for him. As the worthy 
knight proceeded to open the affairs he had to communicate 
(with an air of the utmost dignity and importance), . the in- 
famous Peter Du Bois, and his associate, Amoul le Clerc, entered 
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the 1 chamber. Sir Simon was on his legs; he was about to 
speak, when Peter suddenly cried out " Treason ! treason ! " 
The insurgents echoed the word, and whilst Amoul le Clerc 
stabbed Sir Guisebert Grote to the heart, Du Bois struck his 
poignard into the body of the worthy and generous-hearted 
goldsmith, who fell and rolled at his feet, where he lay motion- 
less and bleeding, whilst Peter explained to the astonished and 
terrified council the motives he had for destroying both these 
knights, and especially Sir Simon, who, to his disgraceful terms 
of the treaty, had added the otfence of giving freedom to 
D'Anghien. 

The council chiefly consisted of the elders of the city. An act 
of such ferocious cruelty excited but one feeling of disgust and 
horror. But they dared not openly express their opinion. The 
doors of the chamber were closed, and the White Hoods, with 
their drawn daggers in their hands (those of Arnoul and Peter 
reeking with blood), surrounded them. Their own safety obliged 
them to silence, and this they preserved, notwithstanding their 
looks too plainly showed the grief and the dismay which pos- 
sessed their hearts. 

After a few moments, when Du Bois had concluded his speech, 
Amoul le Clerc whispered something in his ear. It was most 
probably an intimation that they should now hasten to seize the 
person of Anna, before the report of Sir Simoa's death could 
reach her. Certain it is, that soon after the scene we have just 
detailed had taken place in the council, the unfortunate Anna 
was decoyed from her guardian's house by a person who carried 
her a pretended message, directing her to execute some com- 
mission for him, under the pretext that he should be delayed at 
the town-hall. 

Ever anxious to obey him,' Anna, wholly unsuspicious of the 
fraud, immediately followed the messenger, as she was artfully 
directed to do, who led her into an obscure part of Ghent, where 
Arnoul le Clerc and his associates seized upon her, muffled her 
in a close hood and mantle, and, placed behind one of the White 
Hoods upon his horse, ere she cpuld recover from her terror and 
astonishment, she was conveyed beyond the walls of the city. 
The line of the besiegers was passed, at a point carelessly guarded, 
which had been previously noted by Arnoul, with more ease than 
he had expected, and he hastened on with his party to make 
themselves masters of the rich abbey, ^Yhere they looked to find 
a rare harvest of gold, corn, and wine. 

p 
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In the menn time, Du Bois and bis adherents Lad quitted the 
toAvn-hall, after the infamous outrage thej had there committed. 
The alarmed elders of the council, as soon as they were gone, 
proceeded to examine the bodies of their two fallen members. 
Sir Gui8el)ert Grote was quite dead ; Sir Simon still breathed. 
This last circumstance rejoiced them all, for he was mucb beloyed 
by his fellow-citizens. In order to save him, if poesible, they 
caused him to be speedily and privately removed to one of their 
houses, and they agreed to spread a report of his death, in order 
to secure him from the malice of Du Bois. 

A leech who could be trusted, was now called in, and be pro- 
ceeded to do his duty in a very leech-like way ; tbat is, be did 
all that he was able, and pretended to do much more. Sir 
Simon was put to bed, his wound dressed, and suspended aiii- 
mation at length restored. But the doctor (willing to enhance 
the merit of the cure if he lived, and to have an opportunity to 
lay all the mischance upon nature if he died), looked grave, spoke 
mysteriously, and shook his head. The shake of the bead (like 
that of Lord Burleigh's) was intended to convey to bis auditors 
the whole substance of the doctor's thoughts, designs, and 
opinion, which at length ultimately amounted to this, that the 
case was doubtful, and that Sir Simon, like all other mortal 
creatures, possibly might live, or possibly might die. These 
mysterious looks, hints, and shakes of the head, greatly alarmed 
the anxious old citizens, who were standing round the bed of 
their wounded friend. One of them, who thought more of the 
welfare of Sir Simon's soul than of his body, would have sus- 
pended all operations till a monk could be first brought to 
confess him. 

" Better confess yourself ; employ the short time tbat may 
be spared to you for the good of your soul," exclaimed the 
citizen. 

" ^0," said Sir Simon, with an aspect tolerably promising, 
and a voice rather too firm for a dying man ; **if my space of 
life is so brief, I will make the most of it. Send for a clerk, 
that I may make my will, and provide for a fatherless child, 
and God will account that act as good a confession as I can make 
to wash out my sins." 

The citizen looked distressed, but did not again interfere. 
The leech recommended a second flagon of the balsam ; but 
Sir Simon insisted upon having the clerk called in without 
delay. And we shall now leave him to indite the will of the 
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■worthy goldsmith, whilst we turn to matters of a very different 
kind. 

The Abbey of St. John, that Amoul le Clerc purposed to 
attack, was situated in those extensive plains which lie between 
Ghent and Bruges, and was one of the richest and best stored 
in all Flanders. In the desperate state of their affairs, the 
White Hoods had long meditated the seizure of this abbey, both 
to possess its stores, and also to post in it such a body of their 
people, that it might become a place of annoyance and obstruc- 
tion to the regular forces of the Earl, who were constantly 
coming to assist in carrying on the siege. Yet still this abbey 
was so near Bruges, so easy to be defended, that the enterprise 
had been looked upon as not only hazardous, but almost 
desperate. This consideration, however, did not deter Peter du 
Bois, who resolved to put Amoul le Clerc upon the undertaking, 
so that, should the affair altogether fail, or all the men be cut off 
in the adventure, the whole blame and hazard of it might rest 
with Amoul. 

Amoul therefore set off in company with John Launoy, and 
a strong body of the White Hoods, to attack the abbey, and 
having given strict orders to some of his people, that Anna 
should be held secure near the scene of action, but yet apart 
from danger, till the monastery was their own, he proceeded to 
attack it. He felt his courage rise, and his spirits revive ; he 
felt as if the abbey was already won, and again gave farther 
orders that Anna should be brought within the walls to him, 
as soon as he was master of them ; for then he looked that Du 
Bois would contrive to join him, and give him the hand of his 
relative. If Du Bois did not come as he had promised, Amoul 
le Clerc had the prize within his own power, and he was not a 
man likely to relinquish it for a trifle. Arnoul marched without 
delay, and, towards the evening of the same day on which he 
quitted Ghent, commenced the attack upon the abbey ; it was 
fierce and sanguinary, for the monks resisted, and defended their 
house from its embattled towers and walls, with a courage that 
showed they were not likely to yield, but from extremity or 
death. The limits of our pages will not admit a full account 
of the siege. Suffice it to say, that the White Hoods were the 
victors, and that they put to the sword nearly all the unhappy 
inmates of the house. 

Anna, as Amoul had directed, was brought into the abbey 
after the victory, treated with some respect, considering by whom 

P 2 
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she was surrounded, and was sufEored to remain quiet in a 
chamber alone ; for, as Amoul expected the arrival of Da Bois 
upon the following day, he did not even attempt to see her after 
the capture. 

It would be difficult to describe the state of her mind during 
this dreadful interval. The moment she discovered that she was 
decoyed into the hands of Amoul le Clerc, she guessed tod well 
for what purpose ; and his intimacy with Du Bois, his depend- 
ence upon him, induced her to believe that she never could have 
been thus ensnared but by the connivance of her worthless 
kinsman. 

The small room into which Anna had been conducted to pass 
the night, had lately been occupied by a lay brother of the 
monastery, who held the office of warder. It was situated in one 
of the flanking towers of the gateway, and overlooked the plain 
towards Bruges. The White Hood, who had conveyed her to 
this tower, was charged to provide for her comfort. He had 
brought her therefore both food and wine, with a lighted lamp 
which he placed upon a table. On leaving the apartment, he 
locked the door, and as Anna heard his steps descend the wind- 
ing stairs, her heart sunk within her. 

The agony of her mind did not allow her to take rest, nor did 
she endeavour even to seek it. She paced up and down the 
apartment in a state bordering on distraction, and at length 
throwing herself into a chair, she sat motionless and almost 
stupefied for a time — bewailed her fate with sighs and moans, 
that burst involuntarily from her bosom. These were the first 
expressions of her feelings ; but Anna was of a character that 
calamity, even in its extremity, could never wholly subdue, and 
soon throwing herself upon her knees, she prayed ardently, not 
only for strength to bear her sufferings, but to be delivered from 
them. 

► She now advanced towards the narrow window which looked 
upon the plain. The night was stormy, whilst the clouds, 
driven before the wind, obscured occasionally the bright disk 
of the moon. The towers of Bruges could scarcely be dis- 
tinguished, save by their shadowy forms ; and here and there 
a flitting light gave the only indication that a large and popu- 
lous city was so near. Anna looked out upon the scene, but 
not with her accustomed feelings. In more tranquil moments, 
like most persons endowed with imagination, she was peculiarly 
alive to all impressions arising from the world of nature. She 
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was alive to the animated sensations that fill the mind when 
the mighty elements war together; yet most she loved the 
silence and serenity of the moonlight hour. 

But now she looked out upon the night almost without a 
motive. Yet still she looked, and at .length observed what 
seemed to be a dark massive body moving forward on the plain. 
She thought she heard sounds in that direction, which became 
more audible as the loud gusts of wind paused or died away. 
She listened. The senses of the wretched are peculiarly acute. 
Again she was convinced she could distinguish sounds, that, 
from the plain, were advancing towards the abbey. They be- 
came louder — they drew nearer — she now heard the trampling of 
horses and the clink of arms. "Just Heaven! " exclaimed Anna. 
" I thank thee, thou hast heard my prayer, thou hast sent me a 
deliverer." 

The blast of the trumpet now mingled with the shouts of the 
war-cry, ** Flanders for the Lion ! " " Our lady for D'Anghien ! " 
In the next moment the massive and ponderous abbey gates 
groaned with the force that was employed to burst them asunder ; 
and these new assailants rushed forward to regain the abbey that 
had been so recently lost. 

The cause of this sudden and speedy attack had arisen from 
the following circumstance. When the Abbot of St. John found 
that the White Hoods were bearing down to take the abbey 
\>y force, he despatched instantly a messenger to Bruges, who, 
mounted on the swiftest steed, never paused till he gained that 
city, and implored the Earl, in the name of the lord Abbot, that 
he would send immediate succour to save him and his household. 

Sir Walter d'Anghien had but that hour arrived, after his 
perilous escape from Ghent, and though weak from his recent 
wound, he begged so earnestly to be allowed to go to the assist- 
ance of the Abbot, that the Earl granted him permission to head 
a chosen body of men-at-arms. ' They immediately left Bruges ; 
but were too late to save the monks, and could only revenge 
their murder. 

The White Hoods, inflamed with their success, took no 
measures of precaution, but employed themselves, after their 
victory, in ransacking the Abbot's cellars for a midnight carouse. 
They were completely taken therefore by surprise ; many were 
slain, and others made prisoners, almost without striking a blow. 

John Launoy, however, and a desperate band, got into the 
abbey church, which they managed so to secure and to defend, 
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that the attempt to subdue them seemed almost hopeless without 
farther aid. Incensed at the murder of the Abbot and the 
monks, Sir "Walter's party swore to take a desperate revenge. 
They brought therefore all the iire-wood which had been col- 
lected for the winter, and piling it around the church, set it in 
flames. Sir Walter d*Anghien, who was employed in possess- 
ing himself of another part of the abbey, knew nothing of 
this transaction till it was over ; he could not therefore check 
the fury of his people. The wretched White Hoods ascended 
the tower, but in vain ; for the flames rose high above the roof of 
the chancel, which fell in with a dreadful crash, and bursting 
forth like a volcano, in the midst of darkness, as the wind tossed 
them high in the air, they caught at length the tower, and there 
was no possibility of escape for those who were within it. Some 
called out for mercy; one man oflered his cloak (which was 
filled with the Abbot's gold) as the price of his liberty. But 
the infuriated assailants bade him keep the pieces to pay for a 
mass for the monks he had slaughtered that night, and whose 
souls he had sent to purgatory. 

Driven to desperation, the man leapt from a window of the 
tower, and was received upon the swords and lances of those 
beneath. He was dead in a moment ; and the multitude, exe- 
crating even his remains, threw the body back into the flames. 

Whilst this dreadful scene was acting in the church, D'Anghien 
and his own immediate followers had a desperate encounter with 
Amoul le Clerc and his band. They maintained the post they 
had taken in the inner court with a degree of courage and re- 
solution that in a better cause would have merited the highest 
praise ; nor did they yield till a long and obstinate contest ended 
in their ruin. His people had fallen around him, Arnoul there- 
fore now fled; but the gates were surrounded, and scarcely 
knowing what he did, he attempted to screen himself, by taking 
refuge in the tower where Anna was confined. He had reached 
the foot of the winding stairs, when Sir Walter d'Anghien came 
up with him ; again they fought, and again Amoul fled. He 
efiected his escape from the abbey in the general confusion. 

D'Anghien, prevented by darkness from pursuing his enemy, 
had turned to retire through the passage that led to this tower, 
when a shrill cry met his ear ; it was a female voice, imploring 
aid. He ascended the stairs, he burst the door, and Anna 
dropped senseless into his arms. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

"Whilst Sir "Walter d'Anghien was engaged with his men-at- 
arms in regaining the abbey of St. John from the "White Hoods, 
the Earl of Flanders remained at Bruges in a state of the utmost 
anxiety for the safety of his nephew. Sir "Walter was still weak 
from the effects of his wound, and though his spirit was of a 
nature that despised danger, and his courage such as triumphed 
in unequal contests, yet the Earl could not but feel that in his 
present state of weakness he might be easily vanquished ; and 
should Sir Walter perish, Flanders would lose the bravest of her 
knights, and himself his most zealous and devoted kinsman. 

Scout after scout was despatched towards St. John's, and at 
length Lewis de Male was relieved from his suspense by hearing 
that Sir "Walter had completely cleared the abbey of the White 
Hoods, and was returning to Bruges with several prisoners. 
Soon after he arrived. As the brave young man entered the 
chamber, the prince rushed forward to meet him, and embracing 
his nephew with mingled joy and affection, solemnly vowed, in 
the height of his exultation, that anything Sir Walter should 
ask of him, he would grant. 

" My lord," said Sir Walter, " you have made a vow hastily ; 
but it is registered in heaven, and cannot be recalled. And 
now, my dear uncle, though I have never yet demanded aught 
of you as a boon, yet I claim the fulfilment of your voluntary 
vow. I claim it on the instant." 

" Do so," replied Lewis, "for to you I am indebted for the 
safety of my country. What is it you would ask 1 My vow is 
made, and it shall be strictly fulfilled, by the word of a prince 
and the honour of a knight." 

** My lord," said Sir Walter, **I have a prisoner whom I 
rescued from the most imminent danger at St. John's, and whom 
I greatly value. But my duty to you will call me hence, and I 
shall have no power to protect this prisoner from the arts of 
Gilbert Matthew, who is a sworn enemy to the person I so much 
regard." 

" And so," replied Lewis, " you would ask me to protect this 
captive in all honour and safety, since you cannot do it yourself." 

'*I would, my lord," said Sir Walter. 

" And is this all," exclaimed the Earl, " that you would ask 
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of mo ? If he should bo the greatest foe I have on earth, his 
honour and his safety shall be guarded as my own. Bring the 
])ri8uncr liither, and I will prove to you bow sincere is my desire 
to grant you all you ask." 

Sir Walter bowed, retired, and soon after returned leading in 
a female, wrapped in a mantle and hood. " So," said the Earl, 
smiling upon his nephew, " I did not dream that the good Lord 
Abbot of St. John held such captives in his cells, for the White 
Hoods surely lead no damsels with them on their wild exploits. 
But be she who she may, I have known how powerful are the 
charms of b<?auty, and can readily plead your excuse. Fair 
mistress," continued the Earl, ** I have promised Sir Walter to 
guard and protect you in all honour, and I will gladly fulfil my 
vow. Deign then to cast aside those draperies, which veil your 
beauty as clouds do the morning sun." 

Anna dared not disobey, and, modestly looking on the ground, 
she laid aside her mantle and hood. But who shall describe the 
astonishment, the rage, which overpowered the Earl when he 
beheld her ! He stood motionless ; his eyes flashing fury, and 
his lips quivering with emotion. He looked first at Sir Walter, 
and then upon Anna. At length, he vehemently exclaimed — 

" What 1 Is it thus you would entrap me 1 You have laid a 
snaro for me, and by the arts too of this woman ; yet I will find 
a way to deal to you both the measure you have meted out for 
me. My regard to the honour of a prince, to the sanctity of an 
oath, will compel me to do for this woman all I have promised. 
She shall be held in safety, secured from the wiles of Gilbert 
Matthew, and from the bitter displeasure of the Countess my 
mother. Thus will my vow be accomplished. But in all things 
else I am her enemy and yours. You have dared to acknowledge 
a high value for her ; and by all you have done, all you have 
spoken, I know how to interpret the rest. You love her — ^nay, 
never start — you love her ! and you, mistress, answer me this 
moment — no evasion, as you value the life of this false youth 
— is he dear to you 1 Are you affianced to each other 1 " 

Anna blushed, hesitated, her lips moved, and she uttered a 
few words so indistinctly that Lewis could not understand thenu 
He again addressed her: ** There needs no confession — this 
confusion, that look, all speak the truth. Now mark me, 
damsel ! Sir Walter d'Anghien is my nephew and my ward, 
wholly within my power; he can make no troth to any maid, 
without my sanction, during his minority ; he now stands within 
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the peiil of the forfeiture both of life and lands; ,you have 
beguiled him by your arts. You have both deceived me. I now 
therefore solemnly declare, and register my vow in heaven, that 
if he wed you, the next hour his head shall fall beneath the axe." 

" My lord," said Sir Walter, " I never designed to disobey 
you. I never told the maid my rank nor my name, when I won 
her aifections in the solitudes of St. Omer. I never intended 
to discover myself to her, nor to wed her, till I became the 
master of my own actions, and the lord of my own inheritance. 
Nothing but dire necessity, and the fear of her life from Gilbert 
Matthew's arts, now made me take advantage of your vow to 
gain for her the only protection within my power in these times 
of public dangerand private cruelty." 

" It is well, very well," said the Earl in a tone of bitter irony ; 
" so there was no one who was worthy to be tricked, to be played 
upon, to gain a protection for thy paramour, except thy prince ! 
but think not that he will ever suffer thee to wed the daughter 
of a burgher, a common rebel." 

"Oh, my lord ! " said Anna, "my father is dead ; he erred ; 
but I beseech you spare his memory — he died penitent." 

"And thou shalt live so," replied Lewis ; "yes, I will keep 
my vow ; I will afford this maid honourable protection. But 
when public tranquillity is once more restored, when the per- 
formance of my vow is no longer necessary, a convent shall hide 
that proud head, and teach thee how to play with princes." 

Sir Walter offered to speak, but Lewis again interrupted him 
— ** Not a word ; utter but one word more in excuse, and even 
now I may resign her to a convent's walls — yes, and I would do 
it, but that convents are no longer safe, and so I should break 
my vow. But for thee, Sir Walter, remember, wed the maid, 
and death shall weave the garland to grace thy Ibridal honours." 

Anna, shocked at these vehement threats, and anxious to save 
D'Anghien, now advanced, and prostrating herself at the Earrs 
feet, she said, " Oh, my lord, do not thus threaten your nephew ; 
feel no wrath against him ; I will be the security for his obedi- 
ence ; I will become the willing sacrifice to save him. I here 
protest, in the sight of God and man, as I kneel at your feet, 
that unless your own hand give me to Sir Walter, I will never 
become his wife." 

Sir Walter could no longer keep silence. " Oh, Anna ! " he 
exclaimed, " that rash vow has ruined me. I do not value life 
without you. Yet," he added, turning to the Earl as if an idea 
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of hope had suddenly crossed his mindy " my lord and uncle, I 
will no longer anger you with words. I will perish in your 
cause, or else/' he continued in a voice of exultation, ^ or else 
for Flanders I will do such good service as shall force even its 
proud Earl to comply with my desires." 

" Do what thou wilt," said the Earl, '^ this damsel never shall 
be thine." 

"Farewell, my lord," replied Sir Walter ; "I will not desert 
my duty, though thus ill-requited. I go to serve you. Fare- 
well, Anna, and may the Father of Mercy guard yonr innocence, 
and slielter you from all danger. My lord, not to me, but to 
God, are you answerable for ttie fuliilment of your vow." Sir 
Walter bowed, and quitted the apartment. 

Lewis, now left idone with Anna, seemed doubtful in what 
manner to address her. His passions were all of the most 
vehement kind ; but his honour, in matters where his word had 
been pledged, was not to be shaken even by his passions. He 
would not, therefore, trust himself alone with her ; he feared 
almost to look upon her, lest he should forget his duty, and 
stain his character by any act which would have rendered 
himself despicable in his own eyes. 

Thus did pride, rather than principle, afford that security to 
Anna which, under any other circumstances, she could never 
have experienced from the Earl. He now trusted the secret of 
her presence in the palace to his ancient nurse, an honourable 
person, who continued in his household more as a part of the 
family than as a dependent. A faithful varlet was also named 
to attend upon her, should she go abroad (concealed by her 
mantle and hood from observation) during her stay in Bruges. 
An apartment was also assigned to her remote from that of the 
Countess, and in a part of the palace where it was not likely 
Gilbert Matthew would intrude. 

It was in this obscure apartment that Anna found her refuge 
and concealment ; she never stirred abroad, except now and then 
to attend mass, when she also contrived to steal a visit to the 
poor widow who had so humanely attended upon her during the 
night of her father's death. 

Leaving, therefore, Anna in present security, the course of 
our narrative obliges us to return to the affairs of Ghent, that 
unhappy city, to which Sir Walter d'Anghien had laid siege ; a 
siege that still was carried on with the utmost vigour, though 
the knight at this period was not personally engaged in it. 
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The distress of Ghent had risen to the most frightful extremity ; 
famine stared the wretched inhabitants in the face, and it was 
now universally known, that within fifteen days their slender 
stores would be exhausted throughout the whole city. In this 
desperate state of things, Philip Von Artaveld once more essayed 
to make terms with Lewis de Male, and for that purpose de- 
parted to hold a conference with the council of the Earl, 
assembled at Tournay, whither also the Duchess of Brabant and 
Duke Albert of Holland had sent their deputies. 

But ere Von Artaveld could return, sickness, the offspring of 
want, had already spread its dreadful influence through the city. 
Many died from mere exhaustion. Others dropped down, seized 
with sudden fits, the consequence of weakness. The streets 
daily exhibited scenes of wretchedness and death, scenes that 
would have wrung the hardest heart with pity. The poor lay 
in some places heaped together, and were often found dead at 
the doors of the inhabitants, as they arose in the morning to 
open them. Whenever bread was baked at the shops of the 
dealers in com, it became necessary to place a strong guard of 
the White Hood«=j around them, otherwise the dealers would 
have been torn to pieces by the famishing people. And it was 
only by the wise regulations and the severe laws of Von Artaveld 
that the stores of insurgents (which were most sparingly dealt 
out) had at all been found equal to support them, so as to render 
them efficient to perform their duties. 

The aged inhabitants, who were incapable of exertion, could 
only obtain support by relying upon the kindness of a friend 
to bring them food for their necessities : whilst mothers, holding 
their sickly and fainting infants in their arms, themselves nearly 
famished by want, implored for them a little bread. Yet, even 
in this state of indescribable misery, there were not wanting 
wretches, fiends in a human form, who took advantage of the 
general distress to benefit themselves by the necessities of their 
fellow-creatures. One of these was Bernard Gold thrift, who, as 
soon as he found the scarcity of provisions promised a field for 
speculation, formed many ingenious schemes to obtain a good 
stock of com and wine. The infamous wretch sold these 'at 
enormous prices to private bidders, in order to avoid the severity 
of Von Artaveld's laws, which forbade extortion under any 
circumstances. To increase his stores, he actually submitted to 
a voluntary state of starvation, taking only just so much of 
food as barely to support existence. 
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One circnmstancc of his nefarious traffic we cannot pass in 
silence. A poor woman who had a sickly cliild in her arms 
(and three more famishing at home, with but two pieces of coin 
left as her whole stock of wealth), had endeavoured to obtain 
admission into one of the baker's shops in Ghent, in order to 
buy food, to delay, if possible, a day longer, the fate which hung 
over her starWng offs])ring. But the shop was so surrounded 
by guards, and thronged by people, that ere she could reach it 
all the bread was sold, and the mob were already fighting at 
the doors, in the endeavour to obtain by force from each other 
what they had been too late to purchase. 

The poor woman, who had neither strength nor inclination 
for such contests, remembered she had heard it whispered that 
Bernard Goldthrift sold bread privately to any one who would 
give ten times the rate which Yon Artaveld had fixed as lawful 
Necessity is said to have no law ; no wonder then that Von 
Artaveld's was often abused or wholly disregarded. She sought 
the house of the usurer, who began driving his hard bargain for 
a couple of loaves and a little jug of wine. The wretch himself 
looked gaunt with famine. His eyes were almost sunk into Ins 
head, and his temple and cheek bones were as distinctly visible 
as if neither flesh nor muscle remained, and nothing but a diy 
and withered skin was drawn across them. His step tottered, 
and his voice faltered. It was evident that the monopoly of 
Bernard had been to satisfy his purse, but not his stomach ; and 
that he had deprived himself of the necessaries of life, to glut 
his avarice. 

Bernard had agreed to sell the loaves and the wine to the poor 
woman for one of the pieces of coin before mentioned^ when his 
eye chancing to glance upon the other, he hastily stretched his 
arms over the two loaves, and swore the woman should not have 
them without she paid also the second piece of money. The 
woman remonstrated. It was useless. She thought upon her 
famished children, and consented to give her all for a little 
bread. " I will do my best for them," said she ; " we can but 
die when these loaves are gone." 

She wrapped the bread carefully in her cloak. Bernard's 
ghastly features were distorted into a triumphant grin ; he 
extended his hand to take the money, he grasped it, when 
instantly his countenance became livid and convulsed, he fell 
to the earth, and lay a stiffened corpse at the feet of her who 
was the object of his merciless extortion. Famine had done 
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its work, and avarice kept its hold ; for the pieces of coin were 
so convulsively clenched in his hand, that they could not be 
extracted without mutilating it, and he was buried with them 
in his grasp. 

As the woman was retreating from the house, a young man, 
of a noble but dejected aspect, on horseback, was slowly passing 
on towards the market-place. It was Von Artaveld. The 
populace followed him, anxious to learn what terms he had 
to offer them from the Earl of Flanders, and if there was a 
hope of peace. Philip was attended by Du Bois, and other 
leaders. When he had arrived in the market-place, having 
taken a convenient stand, silence was obtained, and he thus 
addressed the people, with an air, though sorrowful, yet calm 
and determined. 

" My friends and fellow-citizens ! the sufferings of this afflicted 
town wound me more deeply than I have the power to tell you ; 
but it is not in bewailing your miseries that I can liope to 
assuage them. I am now to address you for the last time, and 
when my words shall be ended, I will be the first to meet death 
in any shape to save you. Our affairs are desperate, since Lewis 
Earl of Flanders will on no terms grant us peace, unless all the 
male inhabitants of Ghent, between boyhood and decrepitude, 
leave this city, bare-headed and unarmed, and present them- 
selves before him on the adjacent plains, that he may choose 
such as he shall think fit to doom to death, and spare such as 
he may think worthy of mercy." 

Heavy groans, cries, and lamentations now burst from the 
assembled multitude, and loudly and tumultuously did they 
call upon Yon Artaveld to save them, to direct them what 
to do. 

" There is but one alternative," said Von Artaveld, "for I have 
already offered my head to the Earl of Flanders, if that could 
have appeased the wrath he cherishes against you. But my life 
is insufficient to satisfy our offended lord. Hear me, then, 
fellow-citizens ! if you are resolved not to accede to the Earl's 
proposal, you may yet die in the bosom of the Church, for die 
ycfti must, by famine or by the sword. Confess yourselves to 
God, retire into the holy sanctuaries of this city, and there 
patiently await the lingering death of famine. God will have 
mercy on your souls. Will you do this 1 " 

" No, no ; think of some way to save us — preserve Ghent — 
we will follow you — we will die with you — but not by famine." 
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These and many similar expressions again burst from the 
multitude. 

" I thank God that you are willing to follow me," exclaimed 
Von Artaveld, " for he will guide our steps to victory. Hear 
my plan. It is the determination of a desperate man, one whom 
necessity has rendered reckless. We will not yield ourselves, 
like cowards and slaves. If we must perish, we will die as 
brave men should do, in the support of our quarrel The Earl 
of Flanders is in Bruges, guarded by his knights, and supported 
by his citizens. Let us no longer tarry within our walls to die 
like famished dogs. Let us, ere to-morrow's sun can reach the 
centre of the heavens, let us sally forth, every man capable of 
bearing arms, and attack the Earl even in the very heart of 
Bruges. Victory may yet be ours ; and should you think such 
an enterprise desperate, look, my friends, upon our fathers, our 
wives, and our children ; look upon them as they fall daily 
around us with misery and want, and then ask yourselves what 
you dare do. I draw this sword for Ghent, and never will I 
sheath it till Ghent is delivered from her misery, and freed from 
oppression. Let those, therefore, who would live to rejoice with 
her, or perish to save her, let them follow me." 

Von Artaveld ceased, and retired from the market-place 
amidst the shouts and tumults of the enthusiastic multitude, 
who swore with one voice to follow him, and to perish with 
him. The plan was soon arranged — not a moment was lost in 
preparation. Five thousand men capable of bearing arms. were 
instantly summoned to be ready to march for Bruges on the 
following morning ; and so great was the distress of the city, 
that although these desperate insurgents loaded two hundred 
baggage carts with cannon and ammunition, they could only be 
supplied with sufficient provision to last them for one day. 

When the hour arrived for their departure, the grief and 
agony of the friends they left behind exceeded all description. 
Wives, parents, children, clung aroimd the necks of their 
nearest and dearest friends, imploring them not to return, 
without they could bring to their starving city some relief ; and 
in the despair of that trying hour, they vowed that should the 
White Hoods fall, they would close their gates, fire the city, 
and perish in its flames; so that a blackened heap of ashes 
should be aU that remained to point to Flanders where once 
stood the noble city of their fathers. 

The White Hoods departed fully armed, and led on by Von 
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Artaveld, amidst the prayers, th6 ardent wishes, and the 
lamentations of the wretched people they were to leave within 
their homes, they passed the gates of Ghent to re-enter them 
as deliverers, or never more to look upon their walls. 



CHAPTER XXV. 



The devoted hand of White Hoods were fortnnate in choosing 
the hour for their sally, and taking the besiegers to a great 
extent by surprise, succeeded in forcing their way through the 
lines with but little loss ; and on the day after leaving Ghent 
arrived near Bruges. The first care of Philip Von Artaveld was 
to choose an advantageous spot, where his people might encamp 
with safety for the night. As it was but now noon, he con- 
sidered there was time enough to efiect his purpose, since it was 
not likely the general combat would take place on the present 
day. He halted his small army upon the summit of a gentle 
eminence, defended in front (facing the city of Bruges) by a 
marsh, and guarded in the rear by the baggage carts that had 
conveyed the artillery, etc. He then caused his encampment to 
be made of rihaudeattx, or tall stakes with iron points, that were 
thrust into the ground. 

When these means of present security had been efiected, 
Philip ordered mass to be said, and afterwards addressed the 
people, showing them, in a speech of much animation, how 
great were their injuries, how often they had endeavoured to 
obtain an honourable peace, and how desperate was the state of 
their affairs. He then concluded with conjuring them each to 
a man to prove themselves worthy of the name of Ghent ; and 
pointing to the scanty supply of provisions now about to be 
distributed, he said, "This, my friends, is our last meal; for 
after this, would you save yourselves from famine, you must 
gain the means by conquest, or fall in the attempt." 

The men were then ordered to partake of their slender repast, 
and, this ended, to hold themselves in readiness for whatever 
might ensue. The strict discipline of Von Artaveld, when he 
commanded in person, brought into his army that degree of 
order, regularity, and submission, so necessary to the achieve- 
ment of an object that required at once prudence, vigilance, and 
courage. 
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While thcso circumstances were passing in the camp of the 
insurgents, all Bruges was busily employed in hasty preparations 
to encounter their paltry foes ; for in such contempt did they 
hold them, that they only laughed at the madness of a body of 
five thousand starving men, who had dared venture forth to offer 
battle to at least forty thousand persons, who were in readiness 
to receive them. It is true, that the greater part of this vast 
number consisted of artisans and citizens of Bruges, since the 
lances and men-atarms who were now with the Earl did not in 
all amount to more than eight hundred. These eight hundred 
drew up before the palace of Lewis de Male, ready to obey his 
orders, as the various bands of citizens hastened from all quarters 
of the town to join them, aroused by the shouts of the populace, 
and the ringing of all tlie bells in the diiferent churches and 
convents of Bruges, as well as the trumpets of the heralds, 
that summoned them to rally round the banner of their lord. 

The men of Bruges, never warlike as their neighbours of 
Ghent, rejoiced in the opportunity which now offered itself of 
gaining both honour and victory at so cheap a rate. " For what," 
said they, *^ could five thousand famished people do against 
forty thousand well-conditioned citizens, armed and safely lodged 
within the defences of their own town." They already enjoyed 
their triumph, and made jests upon the defeat of their foes, 
who, they said, had thus brought their ears to have them clipped 
off under the walls of Bruges ; and so much were they elevated 
by their supposed victory, and the contempt in which they held 
their enemies, that they grew careless and insolent, declaring 
they would make a sally and carve up their foes before they 
carved their suppers. 

This disposition of the citizens was soon made known to the 
Earl of Flanders, whilst he was preparing to join his knights 
and men-at-arms. Sir Walter d'Anghien (who had hastily been 
called from the defence of a fortress near Bruges) had but that 
moment arrived at the palace. Whatever were his private feel- 
ings, he never suffered them to interfere with his public duties, 
and he now earnestly entreated the Earl to prevent, if possible, 
the citizens from sallying forth that evening to give battle to 
the enemy. " I hold such a measure to be dangerous," said Sir 
Walter ; " our foes are advantageously encamped ; the sun is 
almost set, and we shall have darkness upon us before we can 
accomplish their defeat; and although our citizens of Bruges 
are forty thousand in number, yet I consider one thousand of 
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such desperate men as those of Ghent to be worth them all, 
especially when led on by Von Artaveld. To-morrow we shall 
have the day before us, and as it is said that our foes have eaten 
their last meal, hunger by that time will have considerably 
weakened their powers of exertion, and they will of necessity 
be obliged to quit their present position, when they may be 
easily vanquished. The advantage will be on our side if we 
combat to-morrow, but it is on theirs to-night." 

The Earl commended the prudent advice of Sir Walter 
d'Anghien, and endeavoured to enforce it. But so great was 
the conceit and the presumption of the citizens of Bruges, that 
ere Lewis could issue his orders several hundreds of his people 
had already advanced beyond the gates of the town, and, with- 
out either order or design, prepared for contest, dragging with 
them those pieces of cannon which might have been employed 
to far greater advantage had they been stationed on the city 
walls. 

The commands of Lewis de Male were treated even with 
contempt, and many of the leading citizens went so far as to say 
that the Earl and his knights might, if they chose it, go home 
to bed, and leave them to baffle their enemies. In this disorderly 
state of things, Lewis de Male and Sir Walter d^Anghien did 
the best they could to direct their own men-at-arms, and to form 
them into regular order for the combat. These prudent and 
■necessary measures, however, were not only interrupted, but 
rendered even useless, by the extremity of folly in the citizens. 
Amongst them was the burgomaster who had performed the 
part of Adam in the mystery; his conceit now shone conspicuous, 
and he resolved to take the lead amongst his fellows. 

Actuated by this motive, he expressed his indignation that 
they should lose time by awaiting the return of certain scouts 
sent out by Sir Walter d'Anghien to reconnoitre the enemy. 
Without, therefore, awaiting their return, he instantly led on, 
exclaiming to his band, " Come, my lads, let us begin the work 
at once ; if nobody else will, we will set the example ; as for 
the Earl and Sir Walter, if they like fighting best by daylight, 
let them go their own way to work. Come, what say you, my 
masters, shall we put a match to this cannon 1 " 

" With all my heart," answered a pert jerkin-maker's apprentice, 
who belonged to this worshipful company of engineers ; " give 
me the match, and so here goes," and saying this, he applied the 
match to the touch-hole and fired it; a signal for beginning 

Q 
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hostilities that was iustantly taken up by the rest, some of whom 
dischargetl tlie other pieces, whilst many let fly their anows ; 
not one of them could level the pieces they discharged ; their 
cannon injured nothing but the greensward of the base of the 
eminence where their enemies were encamped. 

Von Arte veld saw their folly, and knew how to seize upon 
the moment for acting with advantage. Causing, therefore, the 
banner of Ghent to be unfurled, he gave the signal, and in 
another moment two hundred cannon (already levelled and 
prepared) were discharged, sweeping down whole ranks. Von 
Artaveld lost not an instant in following up the advantage 
afforded him by the general panic that now seized upon the 
people. The White Hoods rushed down upon them, shouting 
their war cry of " Ghent ! Ghent ! The White Hood ! The 
White Hood ! " The cowardly citizens threw down their staves, 
and began to fly in all directions, intercepting one another in 
the distraction of their retreat, tumbling in heaps together, and 
literally crouching like dogs before their assailants. 

To describe the anger, the vexation, the astonishment of the 
Earl and Sir Walter at such dastardly conduct would be im- 
possible. They resolved to make a stand, and either to stem 
the torrent, or to fall in the attempt. Once more they en- 
deavoured to form their men-at-arms into a compact body, so as 
to prevent the entrance of Von Artaveld and his people into 
Bruges ; but even this measure was rendered ineflectual by the 
citizens, who so crowded round the Earl and Sir Walter to save 
themselves, and so hampered their operations, that in order to 
attack, or even to resist, the men of Ghent, they must at first 
have fallen upon those of Bruges. Thus obstructed and en- 
cumbered, they could do nothing : and, except the knights who 
bore them company, their own bands at length took the general 
alarm, and fled, like the rest, in all directions. 

Sir Walter d'Anghien now perceived that, surrounded by such 
a host of daring assailants, with no support save in a few brave 
knights, all resistance must ultimately prove vain. He was 
desirous to preserve the life of the Earl. Lewis was in danger. 
D'Anghien forgot his own injuries, and, conjuring his uncle to 
return to the palace, he proposed there to make a stand, and if 
possible to attempt to close the gates of the city. The Earl, 
seeing how desperate was his situation, followed this advice, and 
setting spurs to his horse, hastily retreated towards the palace. 
D'Anghien attempted to secure the gates. But the dastardly 
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citizens bad so neglected their own preservation, that one of the 
principal gates had been torn from its hinges and destroyed ; the 
White Hoods, therefore, with ease poured into the city, dealing 
death and confusion all around them. 

Whilst these events were passing, Gilbert Matthew had 
learnt what turn the combat was likely to take, and, anxious 
to preserve his own life (for he could expect no mercy from a 
White Hood), under a pretext of ensuring the safety of the 
Countess of Artois, he persuaded her to mount a swift horse, 
and attended only by himself and a few of her people, to make 
her escape by one of the postern gates that led from Bruges into 
the plains towards Lille ; pointing out to her, that by reaching 
Lille she could more effectually serve her son than by remaining 
to become a prisoner where she was. The Countess fled, in the 
hope to raise succours for Lewis ; Gilbert Matthew ran away, 
as all cowards do, for no motive but that of preserving a life 
already useless. They were gone before the Earl could gain the 
palace. 

During the general consternation, Anna was warned by her 
aged attendant to seek safety by flight. This woman had become 
attached to her young charge, for in every honest breast Anna 
found a friend. She had heard exaggerated accounts of what 
had passed in the combat, and was assured that every person 
found within the palace would be put to the swoixi. Too old 
herself to fly, she resolved if possible to save Anna, and to induce 
her immediately to quit a place where danger was inevitable. 

Anna, on hearing this, no longer thought of herself, or if she 
did, she believed her life was in no danger from the White 
Hoods, since she was known to most of the leaders of that party 
as the daughter of the deceased John Lyon. But she feared for 
Sir Walter d^Anghien ; she had heard of his return, and that all 
tis efforts to save the city had proved vain. He, perhaps, might 
suffer death ; the very thought of this filled her with consterna- 
tion. She felt too for Lewis de Male, for however unjust and 
even cruel his conduct had been to her, he had nevertheless kept, 
sacred the promise he made to afford her honourable protection ; 
and * kindness, ever nobler than revenge,' now pleaded for him. 
She thought that could she but be instrumental in saving her 
prince, as well as Sir Walter, it would be a generous act. Anna 
resolved to attempt it. She summoned all her fortitude to her 
aid; and hoping that could she but see Von Artavejd, whom 
she knew to be noble in his nature, she might induce him to 

Q 2 
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save the lives of the Earl and of Sir Walter, she resolved, not- 
withstanding her own danger and the horror of the time, to 
seek the rebel leader. 

Her resolution may he deemed desperate ; but heroism and 
true courage in moments of peril raises the female mind above 
the 8upiK)sed weakness of its nature, above the 'petty fears so 
common to the sex. Anna wrapped her large black mantle 
close around her, and snatching up a cloak which she found in 
the a]mrtmcnt, thinking that, should she meet the 'Eail or Sir 
Walter, it might stand them in stead in a moment of necessity, 
she quitted her chamber with a quick step, her heart full of 
anxiety, yet in her deportment, calm, firm, and collected. 
Leaving the palace by a private door, she endeavoured to make 
her way into the public streets. 

The night was totally dark, and the surrounding objects were 
only visible by the blaze of a few torches, which here and there 
gleamed around, and partially exhibited some sight of horror, 
the agonised and distorted features of the dying, or heaps of the 
fallen and pallid dead. The shouts of the victors, the clash of 
arms, the groans of the wounded, with shrieks of terror, imited 
in fearful and continued discord. That part of the city which 
had been fired by the White Hoods, now suddenly exhibited 
the horrors of a conflagration, which threatened to reduce the 
whole into a heap of ashes. The flames ascended high in the 
air, spreading ruin in every direction, and for a time dispelling 
the surrounding darkness. 

The white hood, the well-known symbol of the insurgents, 
soon attracted the eyes of Anna, and she resolved to make 
her way towards a band of these men, who were assembled 
together, and to demand that she might instantly be conducted 
to their chief. She knew well the power of Von Artaveld's 
name, that but to pronounce it acted like a spell even upon the 
boldest ruffian of his party. To declare herself his friend, she 
was assured would obtain for her a compliance with her demand; 
and when in his presence, she knew she had nothing to fear for 
herself, and that she had much to hope for those she was so 
anxi(jus to save. 

With this intent she still endeavoured to make her way 
through the crowd, and had nearly reached the spot where 
she purposed addressing the White Hoods, when some words, 
uttered by a man who belonged to them, struck upon her ear, 
and she paused for a moment to listen. 
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"I say," exclaimed this man to one of his companions, "there 
will be neither peace nor safety for Ghent while Lewis lives 1 
Von Artaveld would fain make him a prisoner and spare his 
life ; but I and Peter du Bois are for being rid of him at once, 
and that is the wiser and the surer way. So follow me, my 
friends, for I hear the Earl has just returned to the palace, and 
is about to leave it again, in order to summon the citizens to 
rally round him, and make a stand. Now is our time, therefore. 
We will go cautiously to work. We will beset the streets, so 
that he cannot escape, and we mayw^then entrap him and deal 
with him at our own pleasure; for though Von Artaveld has 
issued orders that he, as well as Sir Walter d'Anghien, should 
be spared, yet who is to obey such orders in the dark 1 how are 
we to know the Earl from another man ] Lewis is mounted on 
horseback. Murder every one you find upon a horse, and you 
are sure of him." 

" It is well spoken," said another of the White Hoods, " and 
Du Bois will bear us out if we do so. Let us about it imme- 
diately ; let every man take his post. I will fix my stand at 
the comer of this street, and whoever is seen comiug forward 
upon a horse, let him be slain instantly without mercy." 

Anna stayed to hear no more; her close black mantle had 
effectually concealed her from observation, and she quitted the 
spot, and retraced her steps towards the palace with breathless 
speed. She then went direct into the square or court-yard 
before the entrance. She now perceived a number of lighted 
torches borne by the EarFs people, who stood about him. Lewis 
was at the moment inquiring for Sir Walter d'Anghien. He 
was told that his nephew had gone, on assurance of safety, to 
hold a personal conference with Von Artaveld, in the hope that 
some arrangement might be made — some terms offered, to stop 
the effusion of blood, and the terrors of the present hour. 

Anna heard of Sir Walter^s safety with thankfulness; she 
now thought only of saving the Earl from a fate that would 
overtake him before Sir Walter or Von Artaveld could make 
any terms for his preservation. Without losing a moment, she 
rushed forward and caught the rein of the EarFs charger, at the 
very instant he was about to turn the animars head in order to 
quit the spot. "Oh, my lord!" she exclaimed, ** dismount, 
dismount, and save your life ! there are some hundreds of the 
White Hoods who He in wait for you, who even now perhaps 
are pressing on towards the palace with the intent to murder 
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you. They have placed a guard at the avenue of every street ; 
it is impossible you should escape — ^it is madness if you resist 
them. They are a host in number compared to your own peopla 
Dismount, and save yourself. I have heard all their plans. 
Do not tempt Providence by a desperate resistance. Dismount^ 
and save yourself." 

"What is it you tell me?" said the Earl; **and how is it, 
maiden, that you have gained intelligence 1 " 

"There is no time for parley/' replied Anna; "the least 
delay may cost you your life. Believe me, my words are true. 
It is from the White Hoods themselves that I have learnt their 
dreadful intents ; once more I conjure you to dismount, and ta 
preserve your life." 

Struck with the vehemence of her manner, Lewis obeyed, 
and sprang from his horse. He had scarcely done so, when 
a page of his household ran, pale and affrighted, towards him, 
and exclaimed, " Oh, my lord I save yourself, you are betrayed ; 
a band of men are advancing towards the pdace ; they come to 
take your life." 

At hearing these words Lewis ordered all the torches to be 
extinguished ; this was instantly done. He then directed the 
small company of his attendants to disperse, and to save them- 
selves as they best could. To be near him, he feared, would 
prove their ruin. " And now," said he, turning to Anna, "who 
shall protect thee t " 

"Fear not for me, my lord," said Anna, "my life is in no 
danger, since I am the daughter of a White Hood ; but think 
to save yourself." 

" My li^ is at its close already," replied Lewis ; " for so help 
me Heaven, I know not at this moment where to hide my head 
for safety." 

"Are you so friendless, so destitute of all resource 7" said 
Anna; "then follow me, my lord, and I will attempt your 
preservation. Here," she continued, "cast off your robe; put 
on this cloak, muffle it close round your head ; be silent, follow 
my steps, and may God direct them for your safety." Over- 
come by her emotions, Anna could not utter another word ; she 
pressed her hands together, raised her eyes towards heaven, and 
walked swiftly forward, foDowed by the Earl. Li a few seconds 
they had cleared the court-yard of the palace. 

Lewis had almost mechanically obeyed her directions. So 
vehement had been her manner, and so sudden the execution 
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of her purpose, that lie had merely followed the impulse of 
the moment, without any fixed attention, almost without a 
hope. Muffled in the cloak and hood, the Earl attended his fair 
guide, never doubting her sincere desire to preserve him, but 
wondering by what means she would attempt it. There was 
no opportunity to inquire; for the least word, the slightest 
circumstance, might have betrayed the prince, as he passed 
amidst a multitude of people, who pressed on towards the 
palace. 

The shouts of the advancing White Hoods now met his ear, 
and turning down a narrow passage that opened upon one of the 
streets of Bruges, Anna was suddenly stopped by an insurgent, 
who demanded of her who she was and whither she went. 
" "No one passes through this outlet," said the man, " without 
my leave ; so, damsel, please to let me know who you are, and 
who that fellow is that hangs so close at your skirts. I am 
ordered here on duty, and it is worth as much as my head to let 
you pass without knowing who you are." 

" Why, Martin," said Anna, recollecting the voice of the 
good-natured sentinel in the White Hood who addressed her : 
" why, Martin, you well know me. You may let me pass with- 
out fear, I am a White Hood^s daughter." 

" Ay, ay, lady," said Martin, " I know you well enough now 
I hear you speak, and I may let you pass," he continued, in a 
lower voice, "as I did once before, when you helped to let 
imprisoned birds slip the cage ; but I see how it is, some such 
thing now — well, well, the saints love you, if you are not the 
kindest sweetheart that man ever had ; I say no more. I spoil 
no true-love business, so there — I turn my back, and while I do 
80, do you pass on, and I will not ask who he is, nor say a word 
about it." 

A band of the White Hoods was advancing towards the 
palace, and as they did so, they caught a glimpse of two persons 
retiring hastily down this passage, where Martin kept watch. 
They deliberated a moment, and seemed doubtful if they 
should or should not pursue them. Anna observed their 
hesitation, and passed yet more quickly forward. In a few 
minutes she stopped before the door of a small house at the 
extremity of the passage. She then gently struck upon it. 
The door was opened by a poor woman, who demanded, in 
a voice that expressed apprehension, "what she wanted at 
that hour of the night 1" 
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"Admit us, my kind friend, I beseech you," said Anna. 
" Do you not remember the unhappy maiden whose father you 
attended in his dying hour 1 " 

"What," said the woman, "are you the daughter of John 
Lyon, and abroad in such a night as this is, in Bruges % Indeed, 
maiden, I can never forget you nor your distress." 

" You have a kind heart,*' rei)lied Anna, " and the widow's 
sorrows teach her to feel for the distresses of others. I conjure 
you to conceal this gentleman. He is of the palace ; and the 
White Hoods, who are masters of the city, pursue him to take 
away his life. Save him, I implore you ; give him shelter but 
for this night. I know not where else to guide liiTn^ nor to 
whom else his preservation may be trusted." 

" Woman," said Lewis, as he threw back the hood that had 
enveloped his head, " look upon me. I am thy lord, the Earl 
of Flanders ; my life is in thy power." 

" Holy Virgin ! " exclaimed the widow, as she raised her 
hands and eyes, "I know you indeed, my lord, you are the 
prince. Yet how can I protect you? Old and poor, with 
nothing but this miserable lodging, how can I protect you? 
Yet I will do my best, for I have often taken alms at your 
gates, and the bounty to the widow and the fatherless shall not 
be repaid with ingratitude. Here, my lord," she continued, 
" ascend this ladder ; my children sleep above ; conceal yourself 
as you may underneath the bed. Haste you, be quick, for 
surely I hear a tumult in the street — yes, there are people 
coming this way — lose not a moment, hasten to the chamber ; 
I will follow you, and do my best to hide you and to save you." 

The Earl of Flanders delayed not a moment to obey her 
instructions. He ascended the ladder, and hastily crept under 
the wretched bed. The honest widow adjusted such coverings 
as the place afforded to hide him from observation, and soon 
returned to Anna, who was anxiously waiting for her below, 
muffled in her mantle by the side of the fireplace, where a few 
embers were mouldering upon the hearth. 

The widow now took her youngest child, who lay in a cradle, 
in her arms, and placing herself opposite to Anna, was soon 
employed in nursing the little creature, and endeavouring once 
more to lull it to rest, for the infant, disturbed by the entrance 
of strangers, had been awakened and affrighted out of its sleep. 

In a short time the tumult in the street increased, and the 
door of the house was violently burst open. Several White 
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Hoods, bearing weapons in their hands, now rushed in, and 
demanded of the woman that she would let them see the man 
who had but lately entered her dwelling. 

" Alas ! " said she, " what man would you seek here ^ or why 
do you come with violence and threats to a poor widow with a 
family of small children ? " 

" Some one entered here not long ago," continued the in- 
surgent ; " we saw him pass in. Give him up to us, or it shall 
be worse for you." 

"I passed in myself not long ago, and this young damsel 
with me,*' replied the widow. "Look round this room, it is 
small enough and poor enough, God knows. Who could it 
conceal 1 " 

'* But here is a ladder," said another of the insurgents ; " we 
wiU soon see where that leads to. The Earl of Flanders has 
escaped from his palace, and a man muffled in a cloak was 
traced to this house. We suspect it was the Earl. Give me 
the lamp, woman — I will ascend the ladder." 

"Oh, do not, do not," exclaimed the woman, "my children 
sleep above." 

"Do notl" rejoined the White Hood, "nay then, I must 
ascend, for children could not be mistaken for men ; so you had 
nothing to fear for them." 

Anna saw the imprudence of the poor woman, and that it 
was likely to betray the Earl ; she therefore started up, seized 
the lamp, and turning towards the insurgent, she said, " Follow 
me, then, friend, you shall be satisfied ; but the good widow 
fears her children may be frighted if you disturb them in their 
sleep." Anna held the lamp with a steady hand, and ascended 
the ladder, followed by the White Hood, whilst the rest of his 
band remained below, still holding their naked weapons in their 
hands', and ready for the work of death, should Lewis be 
discovered. 

" Look round," said Anna, to the ruffian who was her com- 
panion, as she entered the apartment ; " what do you find 
here 1 " and advancing towards the bed, she held the lamp over 
the sleeping children, yet so as to avoid sufiering its beams to 
fall towards the bottom of the bed. " There," she continued, 
" there lie the widow's treasures and her cares, safely guarded, 
whilst they slumber, by him who is the Father of the fatherless. 
Are you satisfied 1 " 

** There is nothing here," answered the man surlily, and he 
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turned to descend. " The devil, I think," said he, ** has got 
Lewis before his time ; for I could have sworn that I saw a man 
with a muffler about him enter here but just now." 

** I have on a muffler,'' said Anna, '* and I entered bat just 
now ; come, let us descend." 

" Ay,*' replied the man ; " but first, with your leave, I will 
see you without that same muffler ; so uncloak, dame or damsel, 
and let me see if you be such as a man may look upon without 
being sorry for his pains." 

"Descend," said Anna, **and I will draw aside my mantle 
below ; your comrades wait for you ; " and so saying, she swiftly 
passed forward, still carefully holding the lamp so that it might be 
shaded by a portion of the drapery she wore about her. The 
ruffian paused at the top of the steps. " Hold up the lamp," 
said he to Anna ; " do you leave such visitors as we are to 
break our necks in the dark 1 " 

Anna trembled when she heard these words, lest the rays of 
light should fall towards the floor of the chamber, but she dared 
not disobey. At length the man descended the ladder without 
suspicion. " And now, damsel," said he, ** let us see your face ; 
who are you ? " 

" One of your own people," boldly ai^swered Anna ; " and one 
whom Von Artaveld protected, as your comrade there, honest 
Martin, can avouch. I beseech you, therefore, that you will 
suffer me to remain as private as I desire to be. Von Artaveld 
would suffer no insult to be offered to me." 

Martin, who ha<i been dragged along with the other "White 
Hoods in search of the Earl of Flanders, and who really suspected 
Anna had somehow or other managed to conceal Sir Walter 
d'Anghien, now advanced, and said, that he knew the damsel 
had been well cared for by Von Artaveld at Ghent, and he was 
sure that his master had a great value for her, and so, he sup- 
posed, she had followed him to Bruges. 

The White Hoods laughed at Martin's account, and offered 
one or two jests upon the subject. At length the leading ruffian 
proposed to depart : " Come along," said he to the rest ; " we 
must search further; we do but lose time here. Lewis must 
not escape with life ; and as for Von Artaveld, he may have as 
many damsels as he pleases, and we all know that he loves a fair 
maiden as well as a bow-string or a battle." 

So saying, the man quitted the house, attended by his com- 
panions. Anna and the poor widow rejoiced at their departure. 
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The latter now hastened to the Earl, in order to concert mea- 
sures with him for his security, as it was absolutely necessary 
that he should remove from Bruges early on the following 
morning. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 



The greater part of that night, in which the Earl of Flanders 
so miraculously escaped the imminent dangers by which he was 
surrounded, was spent in devising means for his departure, since 
it was deemed better that he should quit the town as soon as 
possible, and rather trust to such a chance of escape as the open 
fields and plains might offer, than remaia where he was. 

The widow busied herself in assisting to disguise his person. 
His long hair, which according to the custom of the nobles of 
the time he usually wore bound round by a chaplet of pearls, or 
a fillet, so as to confine it to the back pait of the head, was now 
dishevelled, and suffered to fall close about his face and brows. 
A common jerkin, such as was worn by artificers, with a brown 
leather belt, and a cloak and hood of blue stuff, were put on as 
carelessly as possible — the latter drawn close over a little skull-cap 
placed on the crown of his head. 

Thus equipped, Lewis prepared once more to sally forth with 
Anna. It was scarcely daybreak when they quitted the house. 
The lane in which it stood was empty, and as they passed down 
several streets (towards the gates which opened upon the fields 
without the town) they met but few persons at that early hour. 
The White Hoods, after having burnt the habitations of some of 
their foes, had been prevented from committing further violence 
of the like nature, on pain of death, by the command of Von 
^rtaveld. The victors, considerably fatigued, not only by their 
previous exertions, but also by the energy and enthusiasm with 
which they had attacked the citizens of Bruges, found so much 
comfort and refreshment in the various quarters assigned them, 
that they at length gave over the work of destruction ; and though 
nothing could withhold them from pillage, yet they contented 
themselves for the present with such portions of gold as they 
could readily obtain from the well-stored coffers of the wealthy 
burghers ; and having regaled themselves upon their good cheer 
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tho greater part of the nigbt, the rebels had at last sought 
repose. 

As Anna and Lewis passed through the streets, silence and 
desolation ruignod around them. ; and frequently was Anna 
chilled with horror, when, stumbling against something which 
ohstmcted lior passage, and was scarcely visible through the dim 
twilight of early dawn, she perceived heaps of the dead lying 
before her path, which the victors had not yet found leisure to 
remove. As the day approached, she looked more cautiously 
around, and often turned aside to avoid such spectacles of death. 

At length she passed, with her companion, beyond the gates 
in safety ; and advanced into the plains. 

Whilst they were passing through the streets, from prudent 
motives they had observed the profoundest silence. But, though 
now they were alone in the open plains, and no danger could 
ensue from conversation, neither of them seemed much disposed 
to be the first to enter upon it. Both were silent, and from 
opposite feelings. 

Anna, whose conduct was constantly regulated by fixed prin- 
ciples and generous feelings, had undertaken to assist the Earl 
in his escape from the most liberal motivea She resolved not 
to desert him whilst she could be instrumental to his preserva- 
tion ; for should he fall into the hands of the White Hoods, she, 
as the daughter of John Lyon, hoped that she might, perhaps, 
have some influence with them, or, at least, induce them to tdke 
the Earl before Von Artaveld, on whose honour and humanity 
she placed great reliance. Lewis had once pursued her with 
lawless love. He had threatened her destruction when he dis- 
covered the attachment that subsisted between her and Sir Walter 
d' Anghien. To save Sir Walter she had voluntarily resigned him, 
unless the Earl gave his sanction to their mutual affection. These 
were bitter remembrances, but still Lewis had kept his faith 
towards her. He had sheltered her in honour and safety within 
his own palace, at a time when, but for such shelter, the worst 
evils might have fallen upon her ; and Anna, whose nature was 
ever prone to forgive injuries, now thought she was bound by 
gratitude to assist him. But still was she doubtful how far Lewis 
would acknowledge her service to him, or how far it might work 
upon his mind, to induce him to give up any remaining feelings 
of lawless passion in favour of his nephew's honourable affection. 

Lewis had been bred in a court; he had been an indulged 
son, and was accustomed to the uncontrolled power of a prince, 
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but he was rather of a weak, than of a depraved heart. The 
current that flowed thence had been polluted, but the source 
was not wholly contaminated ; and though he had been hurried 
into bad actions when under the influence of passion, he had 
neither that callous feeling, nor that cold-heartedness, which 
renders a man incapable of listening to the dictates of reason, 
when she speaks during the stillness of the soul. 

Such characters as Lewis de Male are capable of remorse. 
A great occasion will sometimes powerfully arouse it, and re- 
pentance will often follow, though the inclination reluctantly 
gives place to admit it. In such a temper of mind was Lewis 
at this moment. Desirous to conquer, as much as possible, 
his passion for Anna, he feared the power of her fascinations, 
he wished to avoid their influence. Wandering and distracted 
in his thoughts, he walked silently forward, with his eyes 
averted from his fair companion. 

At length they came to the extremity of the plain where two 
roads presented themselves. One of these led towards Lille, 
and the other to a wood of some extent, in which the Earl, 
during the days of his prosperity, had often followed the chase. 
They paused here for a moment, when Anna ventured to address 
her companion, but in a low and timid voice. " My lord," said 
she^ " tlus, if I mistake not, is the road to Lille ; but might I 
presume to counsel you, I would not venture upon it here. 
Yonder I perceive a troop of persons advancing. They are well 
mounted, and seem partially armed. I should fear they are 
enemies ; for your friends, I think, would hardly venture so 
near to Bruges, and so openly, unless they came supported by 
a more numerous body of men-at-arms than advance yonder. 
It will be prudent to avoid them." 

The Earl looked in the direction to which Anna pointed. 
"Yes," replied Lewis, "those are no friends of mine ; for surely 
the banner of Ghent floats above their heads. We will leave 
the road, and turn into the wood. I know a path which 
opens thence, at about a league's distance on the road to Lille. 
We can seek this, and either immediately proceed, or remain till 
the shadows of evening shall assist us. But how, maiden, will 
you, who during the night have found neither rest nor sleep, 
support the toil of journeying thus on foot? " 

" My lord,'* said Anna, " the distracted events of these sad 
times have too often broken my rest, to render the trial new 
to me. I have health and strength ; and in a good cause, God, 
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I trust, will give me spirit to bear all hardships. Besides, we 
may rest ourselves in the wood, before we continue our journey." 

Wliilst Anna spoke, they turned into a path which led 
directly into the wood. Lewis now offered her his arm for sup- 
port, with an air of gentle kindness that spoke more assurance 
to Anna than the words by which he accompanied the action. 
Still she felt timid and reluctant. "Nay, lean on my arm, 
maiden," said Lewis; ^'can you fear to accept that support 
which but for your own generous conduct I could not now 
offer you 1 " 

Anna no longer hesitated. Though young and inexperienced, 
she ])ossessed that intuitive delicacy of feeling, which in an 
instant detects the difference of expression subsisting between 
an act that proceeds from kindness, and one that is the conse- 
quence of passion. 

Lewis and Anna soon gained the interior of the wood. The 
widow had bestowed upon them all the means of refreshment 
her house could afford. These consisted of a small loaf of 
bread, and a few dried ffsh. The fugitives now sought some 
place where they might part£ike of their frugal meal, with the 
hope of present security; and diverging somewhat apart from 
the direct path, they passed under the pendant boughs, and 
following the course of a small stream, came to a natural recess, 
where it welled out from a rock, and spread into two separate 
channels, that watered the forest in opposite directions. Here 
the wanderers paused, and Lewis sunk down upon a fragment 
of the rock. Anna looked upon the Earl, and observed in his 
countenance an expression of intense anxiety and grief, whilst 
the deadly whiteness of his cheeks indicated a considerable share 
of bodily indisposition. 

" My lord," said she, " I fear you are little able to bear the 
toils to which you are exposed. The events of last night have 
overpowered you. You are ill." 

The Earl fixed his eyes upon Anna's features, whilst a grave 
and solemn expression overspread his own, and taking her hand 
within his, as she stood before him, he said, "Maiden, I am 
sick in soul; these events, I fear, are but the beginning of 
sorrows ; they are but the scourges of heaven in requital of past 
deeds. And it is from you that I must receive help 1 from you, 
whom I have injured, that I must now receive succour^" 

"My lord," answered Anna, "God is my witness that I 
think not of the past, irnless it be to remember that you kept 
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faith with me, and sheltered me. I would now serve you, as 
I am in duty bound to serve you, whilst I have strength to do 
it, for you are my natural lord and prince." 

"Alas, Anna!" said the Earl, "you know not half the 
danger you incur by serving me. Should I fall into the power 
of Du Bois, you have no hope for liberty or honour. And 
should you return with me to Lille in safety, where I could 
alone protect you, I fear I could not there conceal you from 
the vigilance of the Countess of Artois, or from the malice of 
her dependent, Gilbert Matthew. It seems to me, therefore, 
that the best course you could adopt for your own preservation 
would be to return to Bruges, and at once to place yourself 
under the care of Von Artaveld ; he is honourable, though my 
enemy. Leave me, then, maiden, leave me to my own fortunes. 
I have no right to look for aid from you." 

" My lord," replied Anna, " every creature, be he prince or 
peasant, has a right to look for aid at the hand of his fellow- 
being, and I will not desert you in your extremity of sorrow." 

A ray of joy lightened the pale countenance of Lewis, and 
emphatically pressing the hand of Anna between both his own, 
he said in an earnest manner, " Canst thou, canst thou forgive*?" 

" So help me Heaven," answered Anna, and she looked up as 
she made the solemn appeal, "I do forgive thee, even as I would 
be forgiven ! Continue thus to me — be to me as a father and a 
prince, and I will serve you as your true vassal, even to the 
death." 

Scarcely had Anna pronounced these last words, when a 
rustling of the leaves, near the spot where the Earl and herself 
were conversing, struck upon her ear. Lewis started up, and 
drew from beneath the mean cloak in which he was disguised 
his dagger, the only instrument of defence he had retained about 
his person. Anna turned pale, but summoning her resolution 
to her aid, she looked at Lewis, and placing her forefinger upon 
her lip in token of silence, bent her head, and softly whispered 
in his ear, " Eetire within the recess of the rocks ; you may not 
yet be seen. I am in no danger. I will issue forth, and see 
what you have to fear. If you are observed, all may be lost. 
I beseech you, my lord, to withdraw among the rocks, and leave 
the rest to me." 

Lewis obeyed her directions. Anna drew her mantle close 
about her face, took up the little basket that contained their 
repast, and stepped boldly forward. Again she heard a rustling 
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ainon^t the loaves and boughs of the trees, near the pathway 
ivhon* she ntood. Anna paused for a moment, the steps instantly 
ceased. This circumstance convinced her, that whoever the 
conct'rtlod imtsou mij^ht l)e, he was watching her motions. 

Afl those thou<^hts jtassoil through her mind she paced leisurely 
forwanl, filling hor basket from the bushes and plants that grew 
thick nnnind. Still the footsteps of the cautious lurker seemed 
to follow her, and she no longer doubted they were the steps of 
somt^ one who suspecteil her to be in company with Lewis in 
his flight. Exceedingly alarmed by this apprehension, in order 
nevertheless the l>etter to deceive the observer, whilst she 
strolled on, she sang a little air, common with the Hftnu^lg of 
her country. 

Scarcely had Anna warbled a few notes, when the concealed 
person suddenly rushed forth, and ere she could recover from 
the alarm this action had occasioned her, he crossed her path, 
throw his arms about her, and, clasping her with fervour to his 
bosom, oxclaimod, " Thank Gk)d, you are safe, then I ** Anna 
looked up, and beheld Sir Walter d'Anghien ; his dress in great 
disorder, his countenance pallid, but expressive of the liveliest 

joy- 

For some moments she remained silent, from pleasure and 
surprise ; when the words — ** Walter I thank Heaven that you 
too are safe ; how came you here 1 " escaped her lips in such 
agitation, that they were scarcely articulately pronounced. " I 
will tell you all anon," replied Sir Walter. " I am safe for the 
present ; but where is the Earl 1 Surely some one was with you 
when I first observed a female, whom I then little thought to 
be Anna, standing under the shelter of the trees." 

" The Earl is in the wood," said Anna. " Why did you lurfc 
near us without speaking ] " 

** I was doubtful who you were," replied Sir Walter ; " and 
you will soon find that I have sufficient cause to observe some 
degree of caution. How did you escape from Bruges 1 " 

* * I will tell you all as we pass on to join the Earl," said Anna; 
" let us instantly seek him." 

Whilst they did so, Anna related briefly the events of the 
preceding evening, and the manner of their escape from Bruges. 
She spoke quick, and her whole frame appeared agitated with 
the delight and surprise she experienced at again meeting Sir 
Walter in safety. 

Joy, like sorrow, is the parent of violent emotions. Anna 
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could not conceal her feelings, and yet, steady in the observance 
of her principles, she would not allow herself to mention a 
subject so intimately connected with their mutual affection ; for 
although Lewis had changed his manner towards her, he had yet 
given no sanction to the pretensions of his nephew. 

Lewis had retired within the rocky recess. He now perceived, 
through the branches of the trees by which it was sheltered, 
that Anna returned to him, accompanied by another person ; he 
did not at first discover that it was Sir Walter d'Anghien. But 
no sooner had he recognised his nephew, than a thrill of surprise 
passed through his veins ; it could hardly be termed the surprise 
of pleasure, for Anna leant on the arm of Sir Walter, nor did 
she leave it till actually within the recess. An involuntary sigh 
escaped from the bosom of Lewis ; but his better purpose induced 
him to suppress his feelings, and he received his nephew with 
every mark of kindness. 

From Sir Walter he now learnt that having been unable to 
arrange with Von Artaveld any terms that would satisfy the Earl, 
their conference had ended in disappointment ; and that he had 
accepted the permission given him to quit Br Ages in safety, 
on the condition that he should depart thence instantly, and 
alone. Sir Walter had heard it rumoured that the Earl had 
escaped from the palace, in company with some female of his 
household. He guessed this to be Anna ; and, in the hope to 
gain some intelligence of them, he had purposely lingered with- 
out the walls of Bruges, till, observing that he was watched by 
some of the party of the White Hoods, he judged it more 
prudent to retire into the wood. 

The means to be pursued to ensure the Earl's escape from so 
dangerous a neighbourhood was next taken into consideration. 
They agreed that they would rest for some time in the wood, and 
towards the evening continue their journey on the road to Lille. 
Anna, exhausted by the fatigues she had undergone, obtained 
some sleep within the recess, whilst Sir Walter and his uncle 
watched without, and debated upon their affairs. Thus passed 
the early part of the day; and about the hour of noon they 
partook of what remained of their scanty provisions, slaked 
their thirst from the water of the rock, and prepared to continue 
their route. 

The little party speedily passed the wood. For some hours 
they walked on without meeting any serious interruption ; but, 
faint, and refreshed but little by their scanty meal, they all were 

R 
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anxious to find some place of rest for the night Anna, more- 
over, before they came in sight of either town or village^ seemed 
ready to sink down with fatigue. Sir Walter, distree»ed at her 
situation, observing a horse grazing in the field of an old cottager, 
whose dwelling stood near the wayside, proposed to purchase it, 
to help his companion on her journey. The old man at length 
agreed to part with it for about treble its value. The cottager 
narrowly eyed the party. His manner implied suspicion ; and 
the singular bargain made by such poor travellers, on casually 
passing his door, was in itself sufficient to excite cariosity. 
When they were about to depart, " It is likely," said he, " you 
may meet horses in your road nothing better than mine, that 
you may think so sorry a beast ; for, saving that it is now old, 
and something hard worked, there was never, though I say it, a 
better horse in all this country in times gone by. But, as I 
said before, you may meet horses in your way not a whit better; 
for those who went yesterday from Ghent to Lille, looked as if 
neither horse nor rider had known what it was to have a bellyful 
for many a long day. Mayhap they may come back in better 
condition than they went out ; for people say that the starved 
men of Ghent last night beat the fat citizens of Bruges." 

** Did any of the citizens of Ghent, then, go to Lille yesterday," 
inquired the Earl, "before the attack was made on Bruges 1" 

" Ay, a few of the old ones did," said the cottager ; " for they 
thought it would go hard with Von Artaveld and his men, and 
so they set on to Lille, to try if they could do anything to 
mollify the hearts of some of the good citizens of that place, 
to plead for them to the Earl to save Ghent from famine. And 
sure they looked more like starving men who went to beg an 
alms, than burghers of such a place as Ghent used to be. They 
had all of them on a white hood; so, should you meet them 
returning back again, take heed of yourselves, if you be of my 
lord's party ; for the White Hoods, they say, are likely now to 
pluck down the finest hood, be it of purple or scarlet, that ever 
sat upon a court head." 

The traveUers bade him adieu ; and placing Anna upon the 
animal. Sir Walter led it by a halter, for bridle there was 
none, and the Earl walking by her side, they thus continued 
their journey, till twilight warned them to seek some shelter 
for the coming night. 

It was now the hour when objects in the landscape can only 
be distinguished in broad masses, or by their general outline; 
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when every variety of colour assumes a uniform tint of one deep 
and dusky hue ; when stillness and silence succeed to the bustle 
of the day. The party again paused, to deliberate upon the 
measures they should take to obtain rest and refreshment. At 
a short distance they perceived a house, through whose case- 
ments several lights were seen to twinkle, as they spread their 
beams far across a level and open country, of the usual character 
of Flemish scenery. 

"Surely," said the Earl, "I should know that house. It 
must be a little inn that stands in the direct road between 
BrugeiS and Lille. It is too poor to be much frequented ; and, 
disguised as I am, I think I may pass unnoticed. We will 
venture to take refuge there for a few hours ; we may rise with 
the dawn to continue our journey." 

They aU agreed to the proposal, and the little party soon 
reached the door of the inn. The host speedily appeared, 
and by his alacrity, although an aged man, (his accent, and 
the volubility of his speech, it seemed he was a native of 
France and not of Flanders. He gladly undertook to accom- 
modate the whole party for the night. There was a civility 
of manner in his speech, which even in those remote times 
distinguished the nation to which he owed his birth. 

As he stepped forward to conduct the guests to the only 
chamber on the ground floor, besides the kitchen, they ob- 
served, in crossing the latter apartment, two men and a woman, 
seated round a table, who wore upon their heads the symbol of 
their party — the well-known white hood. Anna shuddered ; 
nor did the Earl feel at all pleased to find himself so near his 
foes, uncertain if these were all he had to fear, or if others of 
the same band lurked in the neighbourhood. But retreat was 
now too late ; it would only excite suspicion. The travellers, 
therefore, passed on in silence to the chamber destined for 
their use. 

It was a miserable apartment, and evidently showed that 
no neat-handed Flemish maiden here ruled the household. 
Everything around bespoke negligence; everything in the 
room was black with dirt ; the door was in a dilapidated state, 
and a wretched bed stood within a small recess, partially con- 
cealed by an old curtain, that drew across the front part from 
one side to the other. Here the party sat down, whilst the 
host placed a lamp upon the table, and received a brief order 
to bring them such refreshment as the house afforded. Sir 
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"Walter intimated that they were travellers, who mnst depart 
early in the morning, as their affairs would not admit of 
delay." 

It is as dilhcult to disp^ise the accent and manner natural 
to persons of birth and education, as it is impossible for the 
vulj^r to assume the manners of their betters. Sir Walter^s 
cluak was plain, and the whole of his di'ess in disorder, and 
Anna and the Earl were carefully attired, so as to disguise 
their real condition. But there was nothing about them of 
common breeding ; and the French host, a lively and shrewd 
old nmn, accustomed daily to witness the boorish air and speech 
of tho country people, or the important self-sufficiency of the 
wealthy traders, soon entertained a suspicion that his guests 
were not what they seemed to be. He had no intention, how- 
ever, to communicate his suspicions to any but the party them- 
selves, and this was rather in his manner than in his words, for 
he treated them with the utmost deference and respect. 

The table was now covered, and a flagon of wine produced, 
of a better quality than so poor an hostelry seemed capable of 
affonling. "NVhen supper was ended. Sir "Walter d'Anghien 
requested that Anna might be accommodated with another 
apiirtmeiit, declaring that himself and his companion would 
])ass the night where they were. The host said that he was 
sorrv ho had but an indifferent chamber for her service, but 
that he would conduct her to it whenever sKe pleased. 

Anna expressed her willingness to retire as soon as possible, 
and bidding a good repose to her companions, the old man 
took up tho lamp he had trimmed for her use, and stepped fo^ 
ward to guide her to her chamber. In order to do so, it was 
necessary to cross the kitchen. Anna dreaded being discovered 
by any of the persons who were there seated. But there was 
no remedy; and, drawing her mantle close around her, she 
passed on as quickly as she was able, nor did she venture to 
turn her head to look upon these fearful strangers. But what 
was her horror, when, as she gained the foot of the stairs she 
was to ascend, she heard the following words pronounced by 
the shrill accents of Ursula, who seemed to be engaged in 
vehement discourse with the "White Hoods who were with her. 
" I tell you," said she, in her accustomed strain of mysterious 
speech, "I tell you, that the last hour of pride is at hand; and 
tlie lion and the lioness shall have a crimson escutcheon for 
their funeral honours." 
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CHAPTEK XXVII. 

Scarcely had Anna retired from the apartment, when the 
host returned to her companions, and first looking cautiously 
about him, closed the door, as well as its dilapidated condition 
would admit, and advancing towards Lewis, he thus addressed 
him, in a manner at once serious, respectful, and impressive. 

" I am a Frenchman, and although necessity has reduced me 
to my present state, I was born to better fortune. I live, it is 
true, in Flanders, but I am not leagued with the White Hoods, 
nor am I an enemy to the Earl ; though, for my own security, 
I am obliged to open my doors to his enemies." Here the host 
again looked around, and advancing nearer, he threw himself 
at the feet of Lewis de Male, and said, ** Forgive me, my lord, 
if I tell you this is no place of security for you ; since I know 
you to be the injured Earl of Flanders, and this noble youth 
who bears you company, if I mistake not, is Sir Walter 
d'Anghien. I have often seen you ride by my doors, in your 
way to Lille, in better times than these. My lord, if you will 
observe my counsel, I may save you from danger, and place you 
beyond the present reach of your foes." 

" Eise," replied the Earl, " rise, good old man ; I am, indeed, 
the unhappy prince of this distracted country. I will hear your 
counsel, and shoxild it prove useful, I will not hereafter be 
ungrateful" 

** You must be gone from this place, my lord," rejoined the 
host, " as soon as it is possible. The men whom you saw with 
that woman are two of the boldest of the White Hoods. I 
have learnt by their conversation, that they expect others of 
their party to join them early on the morrow, perhaps even to- 
night. Your safety, therefore, demands flight, and you must 
be gone before the daylight exposes you to observation. You 
have but one horse for three persons; now, if Sir Walter 
d'Anghien will but do as I shall direct him, in less than two 
hours I could procure for you three as swift horses as ever were 
ridden by man. I have a kinsman, who lives about a league 
from hence ; he has been busy in these times, and has turned 
the little money he possessed to advantage, buying of the White 
Hoods, at different periods, some of the spoils they have taken 
by the chance of war. Amongst other purchases he has possessed 
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hiniAclf of three fine horses ; these animals my kinsman would 
ghully sell for a good price; have you the means to pay itl" 

** I have," said the Earl. ** Here, Sir Walter, take my pnrse, 
and lose no time in doing as this honest man directs." 

" Go, then," continued the host to Sir Walter, " and keep on 
the direct road from this house towards Lille, and the first house 
you come to on the left-hand side, is the residence of my kinsman. 
Tell him that I sent you to him, knowing he could supply your 
netul. Follow me — I must now let you out ; but do not speak 
to, or even look at, the men who are seated in the kitchen. In 
less than two hours you may return with the horses, and then 
«h»j)art with my lord and the fair damsel who is retired to rest; 
and before the morrow is sped, you will be safe." 

Sir Walter dejwrted ; the host was a^ain busied in attending 
upon his guests in the kitchen, who called for a fresh supply of 
wine ; and the Earl of Flanders, in the hope to gain some rest 
l>efore he continued his journey, threw himself upon the bed 
that stoo<l in the chamber where he had supped. For some 
time his thoughts dwelt with anxiety upon the singular and 
distressing state of his affairs, till weary both in body and mind, 
exhausted nature claimed her due, and he sunk gradually into 
sle(»p. We must now for a moment return to Anna. As she 
walked through the kitchen, to ascend to the chamber where she 
was to pass the night, she paused for an instant at the foot of 
the stair*', in order to steal a hasty glance at the men who wore 
the fearful white hood. A lamp was burning upon the table 
round which they were seated, and plainly showed the counten- 
ance of each. One of the men bore the appearance of un- 
common strength and brutality; this man she thought to be 
Oxhead, a rebel and a butcher of Ghent; and the other she 
knew to be Arnoul le Clerc, the villain who had decoyed her 
from the house of Sir Simon de Bete, on the day that he had 
attacked the abbey near Bniges; the same Amoul who had 
encoimtered and escaped Sir Walter d'Anghien. Shocked to 
find herself so near him, she hastily ascended the stairs, entered 
her chamber, closed the door, and prepared herself to pass the 
night, not in sleep, but in watchfulness. 

To return to the party in the kitchen. As Oxhead and 
Amoul le Clerc were refreshing themselves at the table, Ursula, 
the reputed witch, stood near them leaning upon her staflF, and 
speaking with her accustomed energy to her companions. The 
host had left the apartment to busy himself elsewhere, and 
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to be on the watch for the return of Sir Walter with the 
horses. 

" I reckon it," said Oxhead, who had been listening to Ursula, 
" that we last night gave such a knock-down blow to the fat 
calves of Bruges, that there was scarcely need for us to make 
this hasty journey to carry the news of it to our friends at. 
Courtray. And, for my own part, I had rather have stayed 
quietly withia the walls of the conquered city, to taste some of 
the jolly citizens' good wine, than have thus been sent off to 
look out for enemies that we may not find, and to tell news that 
will spread itself fast enough. But Peter du Bois never rests 
quiet. He is just like a sheepdog that worries while he drives, 
and will never let one rest lest the wolf comes to his fold, 
though there be ten dogs to one wolf." 

** Peter du Bois did well," said Ursula. " He but obeyed my 
counsel in sending you forth to bear this intelligence to our allies 
of Courtray. And I came thus far with you for a better purpose. 
To-morrow I depart for Toumay. I must now hold a conference 
with you alone, Amoul le Clerc ; but first, I have a word for 
your companion ; listen then to me." 

Oxhead was instantly all attention to her commands. He 
looked upon her as a slave looks upon a master whilst the whip 
is ready to strike him ; who obeys because he fears, and hates 
whilst he obeys. Ursula again was about to speak when she 
was interrupted by a loud knocking upon the door of the inn. 
The host hastened to answer it. After a short interval he 
returned, conducting into the kitchen five or six elderly men, 
each wearing a white hood. They seemed to be upon a journey, 
and had stopped in their road to find quarters for the night. 

Upon seeing them enter, Ursula dropped her voice, became 
silent, and throwing herself into a chair, looked at her com- 
panions, and pressed her skinny finger upon her lip, in token 
that they should also be silent. 

" Nay, mother," said Amoul le Clerc, ** you may speak out, 
for these men wear a white hood like ourselves." 

Again the hag motioned silence, and one of the newly entered 
party was heard to say, in reply to some discourse addressed to 
him by the host, " Never trouble yourself about it, master host. 
No room, you say; all pre-occupied ? But I would have you 
to know, that whoever the guests may be they must give place, 
since we, who are now arrived, are certain honourable citizens 
of Ghent, returning from Lille, where we have been upon a 
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deputation of some consequence ; and that /, who demand a 
chamber, am no less a person than one of the chief supporters 
and officers of that honourable city of Ghent ; I, Sir Simon de 
Bete, knight, master of the Goldsmiths' Company, and " 

*' And a traitor and a fool to boot ! '' exclaimed Amoul le 
Clorr, OS ho raised his voice, and turned towards the last speaker. 
" What ! art thou alive, old coward 1 I thought that thy fat 
sides had long since made a banquet for the worms." 

"And so they would, Master Amoul," answered Sir Simon, 
who turned pale at thus unexpectedly meeting his old enemy ; 
** and so they would if thy cruel attempt to kill me had answered 
thy intents. But I was saved ; I am not dead ; nor am I such 
a traitor, but I can rejoice to see my dear city of Ghent rescued 
from famines, thougli at the expense of Bruges. Nor am I such 
a fool, but that I have proposed and ventured on a deputation, 
which, had Von Artaveld failed in his enterprise, could alone 
have saved his head, and thine too perhaps. Nor am I such a 
coward, but that I will defend my life against you, Amoul le 
Clcrc, should you dare again to venture on any second attempt 
to take it from me. I am an armed man, and an honest one y 
so tolerably well prepared to meet a rogue." 

" It shall not need," replied Amoul le Clerc. ** Our party 
have the upper-hand now ; and a leader of the White Hoods 
may do what he lists, and never fear, and yet let such a felloe 
as you are breathe the air, and vapour about his dignities, with- 
out heeding him. I am in no wrath with you now ; and so you 
may live to be hanged, if it please ye, for aught I care." 

Sir Simon's anger was kindled at this speech, but he fdid not 
wish to enter upon any farther debate with Amoul le Clerc. 
Indeed, the very sight of him had caused all Sir Simon's recently 
healed wounds to smart afresh; and turning to the host, he 
again demanded to be shown into a chamber apart from the 
kitchen. 

"I have but one," replied the old man, "and that is now 
occupied by a traveller." 

**Nay, then," said Sir Simon, "he may, nevertheless, admit 
me to share it, for surely there must be room enough for us 
both ; and I have no desire to remain here in company with 
Master Amoul le Clerc, nor with that old dame in the great 
chair. And the rest of the party, who cannot be accommodated 
in the house, have agreed to accept your offer of the bam and 
clean straw for their night's rest. But such accommodation will 
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hardly suit with me, who have recently been employed in quality 
of chief of a deputation to Lille. So, honest host, open the 
door of yonder chamber, and I will civilly entreat this same 
traveller to give me entrance." 

As Sir Simon advanced towards the door of the chamber in 
which Lewis de Male was now reposing, Ursula started up, and, 
raising her arm, she struck her staff upon the ground, and 
exclaimed, in a voice of fearful energy, " Forbear 1 No one 
shall enter that chamber who wears a white hood; for if he 
enters, my curse shall fall upon his head.'* 

The party who accompanied Sir Simon, and were following 
him towards the door, slunk back at hearing these words ; for 
Ursula's power was nothing doubted, even by the boldest among 
them ; she had obtained an extraordinary ascendency, not only 
over the lower orders, but even over those of the better rank 
among the citizens of Ghent. 

Oxhead looked surprised at hearing the interdict of Ursula, 
and Amoul le Clerc seemed about to question her purpose, but 
ere he could do so, she bent her head, and whispered something 
in his ear. Amoul immediately started forward, drew his dagger, 
and placed himself before the door of the chamber. " Ursula," 
said he, " declares to me that no White Hood can enter this 
chamber and live : a curse lies upon it for any of our people. 
Retire, then, citizens, and look you do not cross her will, for it 
is to her spells, more than to our arms, we owe the victory of 
last night — else had five thousand men never vanquished Bruges." 

Tbe worthy goldsmith looked astonished — his party alarmed 
— but they did not venture to question the will of Ursula. 

It had been before agreed, that the party who accompanied 
the worthy burgomaster, should pass the night in the bam, upon 
clean straw ; and though Sir Simon did not much relish the 
lodging, yet, on second thoughts, he began to consider that this 
would be the safest place for himself, as it was better to be in 
company with his own party, than to remain in the house with 
no other chance of society than such as might be found in a 
butcher, a cut-throat, and a witch. 

But notwithstanding Sir Simon was neither a very bold, nor 
a very imprudent man, yet he could not tell why he felt reluc- 
tant to quit the house, at least till he had satisfied his strong 
curiosity to know who the traveller might be. He longed to be 
peeping into the forbidden chamber, since Ursula's interdict 
would have had no influence with him, were it not that she was 
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in company with a fellow so desperate and so dangerous as 
Amoul lo Clerc He now narrowly watched them, as his party 
drank some wine to refresh thamselves before they retired for the 
night ; and he once observed that the eye of the hag was fixed 
upon the door of the mysterious chamber, and that a look of 
intolligoiice passed between her and Amoul le Clera 

Sir Simon also had taken an opportunity of learning what he 
could on tho subject (in an under voice) from the host. The 
old man said that the traveller had retired to rest; that his 
companion was absent for a short time, in order to get three 
horses for their journey at dawn, and the fair damsel who bore 
thoni comi)any was in a chamber above the kitchen. The words 
fair damsel had a singular effect in still farther exciting the 
ijitorost of Sir Simon for the welfare of the travellers, who he 
could not help fancying were in some danger from the arts and 
plots of Ursula and her companion. But it was now time to 
retire into the bam ; and though Sir Simon lingered as long as 
he could, fear so far mastered both curiosity and good-nature, 
that he willingly arose to follow his party to their lodging. The 
host led the way ; and, still anxious to be of what service he 
could to the persons he sujiposed to be in jeopardy, as he thought 
the bringing along three horses would occasion delay, Sir Simon 
prevailed with the old man to go in search of the traveller's 
companion, and to hasten his retum to the inn. The host left 
his house, and set off after Sir Walter d'Anghien, to help him 
on with the horses, and to let him know what had passed, and 
to hasten his return with all speed, mounting the old horse 
Anna had ridden for the nonce. Scarcely had Sir Simon, his 
party, and the host quitted the house, when Ursula arose from 
her seat, and bid Arnoul le Clerc follow her, directing Oxhead 
to watch, and on no account to suflfer any person to enter the 
chamber where the traveller was taking his repose. Ursula now 
opened the house-door, and passed out, attended by AmouL 

The little inn, where the scene we have just described took 
place, was a poor habitation constructed within the walls of what 
had once been a religious house, before it was destroyed by fire 
during some attack of the Flemish insurgents, in the days of 
Jacob Von Artaveld, father to the present rebel of that name. 

Ruins of the building and walls, and even of several chambers 
of the monastery, yet remained standing, though in a tottering 
and wretched state. One portion of these ancient buildings was 
pecuL'arly interesting and picturesque, and but little injured 
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either by the hand of time or the violence of man. This portion 
was the cloisters. They ran round an open space of ground, 
their vaulted roof supported by open arches and columns of the 
finest Gothic workmanship. 

The cloisters had a bad name, on account of the last abbot of 
the house having been murdered beneath them, after a vain 
attempt to defend his sanctuary against the rebels. Superstition 
had peopled the dreary spot with her usual train of restless and 
perturbed spirits ; and the old vaultings were said to return their 
echoes to such sounds as never came from human lips. After 
dark, the peasant shunned the spot; and the boldest of the 
wicked, who neither believed nor feared anything divine or 
human during the light of day, turned aside to avoid the place, 
from an apprehension of something terrible, that has neither 
substance nor name. 

This was the spot to which Ursula led the way, followed by 
Amoul le Clerc. She looked cautiously about her as she ad- 
vanced, and at length having stopped at that part of the cloisters 
where the last abbot was said to have been slain, stood fixed in 
one of those attitudes she was accustomed to assume when 
dealing forth her pretended spells. Her head was raised, and 
her eye fixed upon the dusky and impenetrable obscurity which 
totally veiled the more remote parts of the building. Nothing 
could be distinctly seen ; since the only light that appeared was 
from the feeble rays of a few stars that glittered in the firma- 
ment, and chiefly derived their brilliancy from the contrast with 
the surrounding darkness. 

Arnoul^stdpped, and bold and daring as he was, he neither liked 
the place, the time, nor the person that he had to deal with. 
** Why are we here, damel" said Amoul ; " and what is it you 
would tell me that could not be communicated either in or near 
the house 1 Speak quickly." 

" This spot," said Ursula, in her usual emphatic tone — " this 
spot is fitting to the subject I have to speak upon. It is fitting 
for the purpose to be pursued ; for here the spirits that obey my 
will keep their midnight vigils, and give their aid to deeds that 
no mortal power could effect without them." 

" Come, come," replied Amoul, ** leave all this talking. It may 
do with such fellows as Oxhead, and those foolish old citizens 
of Ghent and Bruges, but with me, who know both your tricks 
and your employer, there is no need for mumming. Tell me 
what it is you would say, but do not waste more time — since 
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wherever you are, dame, be it in a hostelry, a cHamel-hoase, 
or ill a cloister, there will the Evil One be for ever with you." 

At this moment something rustled near; it might be the wind 
that stirriMl the ivy that hung thick about the walls. Amoul 
started. Ursula raised her staff. ^ Hush, fool ! " said the hag 
to him, " do not mock the powers of the air, lest they blast you 
on the s{>ot. I will bid them back now with my staff. Hear 
me, hut be silent." 

" Why, I am silent," said Amoul le Clerc, in a tone of voice 
much lower than his last speech ; " and so tell me quickly what 
you would communicate, and let us go hence, and if you get me 
back again, why then the fiend (with reverence be his name' 
spoken) shall catch me if he can." 

" Arnoul," replied Ursula, " it is not only to meet my friendly 
and favoured spirits that I am here. It is, because that which 
I have to tell thee may meet no mortal ear save thine own. 
There is not one amongst all that crew of old and idiot White 
Hoods, who return as deputies from Lille, that would venture 
near this spot after dark for the worth of his city. I am, there- 
fore, here, that no eavesdropper may now listen to what I have 
to teU." 

" A better place for telling a secret, or for cutting a throat, 
could scarctily be chosen, mother," said Arnoul. " Go on, then ; 
I am all attention." 

" Mark me well," replied Ursula; " I am the agent and friend 
of Du Bois. I act for him, and with him; and much is done 
that we both conceal from the knowledge of Von Artaveld, for 
he has too much in him of that phantom called honour : a thing 
that men admire, as they would a picture that looks well, but 
can neither think nor act ; a very thing of shadows and painted 
shows. Von Artaveld would not join in our plans ; he is, there- 
fore, kept ignorant of them. Du Bois has agents everywhere. 
By one of them we have learnt, that Margaret Countess of 
Artois has been in secret carrying on a league with the French 
court, through the ministry of her tool, Gilbert Matthew ; and 
that she has so far succeeded, that the youthful King Charles 
the Sixth of France is now actually advancing towards Toumay, 
with a band of chosen knights, there to join the Countess, who 
has summoned her own vassals of Artois to flock round the 
royal banner, in order to form an alliance, and to march at once 
into Flanders, to give battle to the White Hoods, and restore 
Lewis to his power and his earldom. Hitherto Lewis de Male 
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has been purposely kept in ignorance of these plans of his wily- 
mother. She would not have him know them, till such a time 
as all should be ripe for action, lest he should interfere, and 
insist upon taking the command of the men-at-arms ; a station, in 
which the prudent Countess and the cunning Duke of Burgundy 
(who treat Lewis more as a vassal than an injured princie) would 
fear to trust him. Du Bois has also learnt, but last night, that 
the Countess, seeing that all was prepared, was about to com- 
municate her plans to her son, when the sudden attack on 
Bruges prevented her doing so, and compelled her to flight." 

"And how did Du Bois know all this," inquired Amoul, 
"when myself and Von Artaveld knew nothing about the 
matter? Has any of those friends of yours, that wait here- 
abouts, helped him to the knowledge of this affair 1 " 

" Du Bois," replied Ursula, **' has learnt all by human means. 
He last night took prisoner a French herald, who was found 
lurking in Bruges, ready to depart. He seized this man and his 
papers, with certain letters written by the Countess of Artois, 
and addressed to the King of France, Sir Oliver de Clisson the 
constable, and the Duke of Burgundy." 

" And wherefore," again inquired Amoul, " wherefore should 
these circumstances now only be made known to me, and by 
you, and at such a time, and in such a place? There was 
something strange, methought, in your conduct but now, 
when you whispered in my ear, that as I would thrive and 
gain all I hoped to do in Flanders, I should not suffer the old 
Sir Simon and his friends to see the traveller in yonder 
chamber. What did you mean by this? There is some 
mystery in all you either say or do." 

"I will quickly expound all," answered Ursula. "I go 
to-morrow to meet the Countess on her road. It was her 
express desire that I should see her before the attack on 
Bruges. I will meet her. She does not know how far I am 
In the interests of Du Bois. She once bought of me a certain 
dmg, that did its duty on an enemy of mine as well as of hers ; 
80 she thinks that she may consult, nay, command me, when 
she lists. Margaret will gladly learn from me how the heavens 
look upon her purposes. I will meet her, ay, and counsel 
her too," said Ursula, in a tone of voice that sounded as if 
the speaker already enjoyed an internal triumph of deadly 
malice. 

Again there was a low sound that rustled near. Guilt and 
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foar aro never separated. The least movement awakens the 
latter in the bosom where the former inhabits. 

" There, again ! " said Arnoul le Clerc ; ** did you hear 
nothing) I am sure that was a noise as if some one lurked 
near." 

" No," replied Ursula, " no ; it was no sound of this world 
tliat met your ear. It came from the spirit of the air. It is 
Orthon who now speaks ; he who weeps when maidens breathe 
their prayers, and laughs as he howls despair to the ear of the 
dying sinner." 

In spite of all his profligacy, a cold shudder stole over the 
frame of the bold Arnoul le Clerc, as Ursula described the 
properties of the wicked spirit, whom she averred (and in all 
probability herself believed) now lingered near her. 

** Come, haste to finisli your tale, mother," said Arnoul, " and 
let us go hence ; at least, let me go — and you may stay and 
diince with your friends upon besoms, if you list, so I be clear 
from your infernal rites ; for they do not suit with such fellows 
as I am, who have no armour about me forged in hell. But, 
with your leave, I wUl first take a peep beMnd that column ; 
for I am more apt to believe after all — " (continued Arnoul, 
who regained his courage at hearing the sound of his own voice), 
*^ I am more disposed to credit spirits that inhabit the flesh, and 
walk upon two logs, than those of the air, who sail upon ¥dngs 
like a butterfly." 

Arnoul shook off his fears, boldly drew his dagger, and 
advanced to the column. He looked about it, and behind it, 
but there was nothing to be found except an owl, that quitted 
tlie nest she liad made amidst the branches of the ivy, as Arnoul 
disturbed them in his search. 

" It is the bird of night," said Ursula; "an omen of evil, but 
not to us. Now, Arnoul, are you satisfied ; or will you still be 
incredulous as to my power, or that of the spirits who assist itf 
This very bird is sent to me." 

" I never doubted as to who were your friends, dame," 
answered Arnoul, *' but I something question their palpable 
and bodily appearance. But go on." 

"Mark me still, then,'* said Ursula: "I have made known 
these circumstances respecting the French alliance to you, in 
order to give you a proof of the necessity of doing what I am 
now about to direct. But first tell me, do you wish Du Bois 
to thrive, that he may execute his long-laid scheme to seize 
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hereafter upon the EarVs power and his lands ? Do you wish 
success to the White Hoods 1 " 

" Do I wish it ! " replied Amoul, " when I know that I am 
so necessary to Du Bois, that he can do nothing without me, 
and that I am to be second to himself in FJanders ; whilst you, 
worthy dame Ursula, are to have plenty of gold, and one of the 
EarFs palaces, if you like it, for the devils to dance in as they 
have often done before, with courtiers for their partners, and 
nobles to play the pipe." 

"Well, then," said Ursula, "all depends upon yourself. 
I can at this hour place all within your grasp." 

" Who ? you do this, dame ! " replied Arnoul, with a scornful 
laugh. "Youl No, no, good mistress of toads and black 
books, there needs something more than your skill, though 
you are well enough in your way ; but there must go a little 
of Amoul le Clerc's wit, and a good deal of his daring, to the 
account, before he writes himself second in the good country 
of Flanders." 

" Indeed ! " said Ursula. " AriB you sure that I can so little 
serve you? Obey me, and in less than an hour Anna shall 
be yours." 

''What?" exclaimed Amoul; "howl speak, Anna! the 
lovely daughter of John Lyon 1 She who escaped me when I 
was about to reap the richest reward of all my toils ! Prove 
but the truth of this assertion, and I will do your bidding, 
though it be to serve the fiend. Give me but^ Anna." 

"Look up, then," said Ursula; "do you mark the ray of 
light which glimmers through the casement of yonder window 
in the house 1 You may descry it through the aperture of these 
dismantled walls." 

" Ay, I mark it," replied Amoul ; " but what of that 1 " 

"That light is burning in the chamber of her you would 
possess — of Anna," answered the witch. " Shall it, ere an hour 
be past — shall it light you to her?" 

"Let it but do so," said Amoul, "and, though it should 
afterwards fire a city, I would call it the dearest fiame that 
ever burnt for me." 

*' But something must be done first," replied Ursula. " Dark- 
ness must know the deed, whilst light shall show you its reward. 
The maiden came not hither alone, one of her companions is 
still within the house. Did you observe them as they entered?" 

"No," said Amoul, ''I only saw a woman in a mantle, 
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nttondod hy two men in poor apparel. I did not see the faces 
of any of th<»m ; I thought they might be some of the poor 
pcoph^ who had fled from Bruges, — I saw them not distinctly." 

" r»ut I did," said Ursula ; " I caught a view of that fair 
Croat urt'^s countenance, fair as the fiend would have it when 
woman first tempted man to evil. I saw too, that the dis- 
hevelled locks, the closed hood, the mean apparel, could ill 
conceal from my searching eye the lord of Flanders." 

"What! Lewis de Male?" exclaimed Amoul, "is lie the 
traveller 1 " 

**Ay, even ho," said Ursula; "he was left in the chamber 
when his companion went forth." 

" Then I can perfectly comprehend," answered Amoul, 
" why you forbid its being entered by that butter-hearted fool, 
Sir Simon, and his old dotard companions." 

" If Lewis were once dead," continued Ursula, " the French 
alliance would come to nothing. These Frenchmen will enter 
Flanders to restore Lewis to his lost power ; but once destroy 
the head, and the members of the body will fall of themselves. 
Were T^ewis dead, the men of Ghent could make their peace 
with France on easy terms. Lewis gone, and Anna is in your 
power ; and when you carry to Du Bois the news of the EarFs 
death, he will gladly give you the silly girl as an earnest of 
farther reward." 

** T understand you," said Amoul ; "but how is it to be donel 
Those old White Hoods, it is tme, have left the house for the 
night — they cannot interrupt us. Let me think. Oxhead shall 
guard the door. But then, the host, though an old, yet he is a 
lusty fellow ; he may not like the deed ; how shall we dispose 
of him r' 

" He was not within the house when we left it," said Ursula; 
"if he return, I will send him out of the way to prepare for our 
departure. You must be quick. You have but to secure the 
door, and then do what you list. Only use despatch, lest the 
companion of Lewis de Male, who came with him, and quitted 
him (most likely to forward his escape), should chance to return 
before all is over." 

" T will use despatch," replied Amoul, " I will do it imme- 
diately." 

Arnoul and Ursula now quitted the deep shade beneath the 
cloisters where they had been conversing, and came into the 
square which they surrounded. On turning their steps towards 
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the house, Amoul paused a moment, and said, in a graver tone 
of voice than he had yet used dui'ing their discourse : " Whikt 
you direct Oxhead, Ursula, I will take a cup of wine, for, I 
know not how it is, my spirit seems darkened to-night, like the 
colour of the time ; for though I have struck down many a man 
in my day, yet I never yet had to deal with one who may be 
sleeping.'* 

** Give me thy dagger," said Ursula, " and take my knife in 
exchange, it will be a surer instrument, it is poisoned." 

" Give it me, then," said Amoul, and the exchange was in- 
stantly made between them. " Now for the house," he con- 
tinued, " and a cup of wine, and then — ^what then 1 why Anna 
is my own. I will think of her." 

With these words he set forward, and the wicked Ursula and 
her profligate companion slowly and cautiously returned towards 
the house. They slunk along the most circuitous path, and 
kept under the deep shade of the old walls, as if afraid lest the 
common darkness of the night was insufficient to shroud them 
from observation. Fear is the constant attendant of the guUty, 
and follows their footsteps, even as the shadow cast by their 
own bodies on the ground. 



CHAPTEE XXVni. 



Bbforb we continue to follow the steps of Amoul and Ursula 
we must return. to Anna. 

Left to her own reflections, her thoughts dwelt with anxiety 
and dread upon the scene she had witnessed in passing through 
the kitchen ; and her apprehensions were rendered more intense 
upon learning the subsequent strange conduct of Ursula which 
the old host had briefly related to her in a visit to her chamber 
before he set forth to hasten the return of Sir Walter d'Anghien. 
One circumstance he had not mentioned in his haste ; that Sir 
Simon was arrived, and that by Sir Simon's advice he was 
himself going in search of the traveller's companion. How 
would the heart of Anna have rejoiced to find herself once more 
80 near the worthy man who had been to her as a father. Every 
particular of Ursula's conduct and Amoul le Clerc's had been 
stated to her. But in all probability, the host, in the midst of 

s 
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his alarm ) had not attended to or even heard the name of the 
worthy goldsmith, or it is likely he would have repeated it> 
whilst relating to Anna the incidents that had taken place. 

Anna, whose faculties were at all times acute and imaginative, 
at this hour of danger hecame attentive to the least circmnstance 
from which she might gather any information relative to what 
was passing among the enemies of the Earl and Sir Walter. 
Ilor apprehensions were awakened, and fancy conjured up a 
thousand vague alarms on their account — sJarms too justly 
founded upon her knowledge of the characters both of Ursula 
and Amoul le Clerc. 

She pondered in her thoughts again and again the extraor- 
dinary scene the host had related to her. " For what purpose 
could Ursula have forbidden any one to enter the chamher 
whore Lewis was reposing?" The more Anna considered the 
subject, the more she was convinced that this circumstance, and 
the wicked woman's dark speech, inferred some impending danger 
to Lewis. 

These thoughts banished from her mind all other considera- 
tions. She could take no rest ; but determined to pass the night 
in watchfulness, and recommending herself to heaven, she took 
from her bosom the little crucifix that she always wore next to 
her heart, pressed it to her lips, and thought, why should she 
fear for herself or others, since the eye of heaven was everywhere 
upon her 1 

The performance of the duties of the religion in which she 
had been educated gave her renewed strength of spirits; and 
having trimmed her lamp, she placed it on a table, and walked 
softly towards the window. She unfastened the casement, and 
looked out, but the darkness of the night prevented her seeing 
anything but such objects as were close to the house, and these 
were imperfectly visible. She perceived that her window was 
at no great height from the ground, and immediately over the 
door that opened from the kitchen. 

Whilst Anna leant upon the window, she heard this door 
open. Fearful of being observed, yet desirous to know who it 
might be that issued forth at such an hour, Anna drew back, 
but left open the casement, and fixed herself close to it, by the 
side of the wall, that she might hear if any one spoke below. 
She listened in breathless attention. She could distinguish the 
voices of Ursula and Amoul le Clerc, but their conversation 
was carried on in too low a tone for her to make out its purport 
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A few unconnected words met her ear: but at length she distinctly 
heard Ursula direct Amoul to follow her to the ruined cloisters^ 
where she would communicate to him something of importance. 
Anna's imagination immediately connected this communication 
with the previous circumstances detailed to her by the host; 
and she was convinced that it referred to the Earl, perhaps to 
Sir Walter d'Anghien and herself. Terrified and alarmed, she 
sickened with apprehension, and remained motionless where she 
stood, till she heard the retreating footsteps of Ursula and 
AmouL At length they were lost in the distance. 

She felt doubtful how to act. Sir Walter, she knew, was not 
returned; and the time of his return was uncertain. Some 
unforeseen occurrence might delay him. And what might happen 
during the interval, she feared to think upon. At all events it 
appeared absolutely necessary that she should apprise the Earl 
of her fears and suspicions. They might possibly be able to 
leave the house together, to follow to the place where Sir 
Walter d'Anghien was gone before — they might meet him on 
his return. 

Let what would happen, she wished the Earl to be upon his 
guard, and to know the circumstances which had so alarmed her 
for his safety. 

Governed by these considerations, Anna now resolved that 
she would attempt to descend into the kitchen and seek the 
friendly host. Should he be there, he might communicate her 
fears to Lewis ; but if the old man should be absent, then she 
herself would warn the Earl of his danger. With this intent, 
she unbarred her chamber-door, and softly stepping out, she 
reached the head of the stairs, whence she had a full view of 
the kitchen below. She there saw Oxhead. He was alone, 
and seated before the table where his companions had supped. 
A large and heavy axe, his usual weapon of defence, lay before 
him. The brutal rebel was engaged in drinking from a flagon 
that he held in both hands, and he appeared already to be 
affected by its potent contents, since their motion was unsteady 
as he raised it to his lips. 

In her anxiety to serve Lewis, she had forgotten this man. 
His presence was an insurmountable bar to her purpose. She 
did not dare descend, as she justly apprehended that he would 
prevent her going to the Earl after the commands of Ursula 
respecting that chamber, the door of which stood immediately 
facing the seat where Oxhead had taken his station. Again, 

s 2 
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she thouglit of seeking the host, bat feaied that her doing so, 
after Imving rctin^d for the night, must excite suspicion in her 
enemies ; and this, instead of preventing, might hasten, any eyil 
plan they meditated against the £arL 

Anna retired again into her apartment, and resolved to be 
"watchfnL The better to effect her purpose with security to 
herself, she now placed the lamp upon the hearth, and hong 
before it, on the back of a chair, the covering that was upon the 
bed. She then once more ventured to the window, and after 
being stationed there for some time, her eye became accustomed 
to tlie obscurity of the night, and she could distinguish several 
objects which seemed before lost in darkness. 

She observed a portion of the ruined monastery, within whose 
walls tlie little hostelry had been built from ^the fragments of 
the ruins, and slie thought she could distinguish the shadowy 
forms of two persons, who seemed to issue from beneath an 
archway of the dilapidated structure. 

As she looked with fixed earnestness upon the spot, she heard 
footsteps ; tliey drew nearer, and she could now not only clearly 
see the figures of two persons advancing, but could also hear the 
voices of Ursula and Arnoul le Clerc. They seemed in earnest 
conference. In a few minutes they were beneath her window ; 
and these words, uttered by Arnoul, distinctly met her ear : " I 
will but SCO if all is safe without. If the sleepers in the bam 
are secure, then no one can give an alarm. Wait for me ; I will 
instantly return.'' 

Alarmed at hearing these words, which she doubted not re- 
ferred to the immediate execution of some plan against Lewis 
do Male, she resolved at all hazards to quit her chamber, and to 
seek him. Anna directly left the window, opened her door, 
and with a noiseless step, once more stole to the head of the 
stairs. She now saw, by the light of the lamp that was burn- 
ing in the kitchen, Oxhead still seated in the same chair, and 
sleeping as profoundly as fatigue, a heavy temperament, and 
potent drink, could make him. Anna lost not a moment ; and 
swiftly descending, she crossed the kitchen with the utmost 
rapidity, gained the door of the Earl's chamber, and entered 

There was no light within this apartment, for the lamp was 
extinguished; but it received a faint illumination from that 
which burnt in the kitchen, as the door remained half closed. 
Lewis de Male was sleeping upon the miserable pallet, where he 
had thrown himself after parting from Sir WaltCT, without 
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having removed any part of Ms attire. An old curtain hung 
half-drawn athwart a recess in the room within which the bed 
was placed. 

There was a noble character in the features of Lewis de Male, 
at all times striking, and which the mean apparel he now wore, 
his recent fatigue, and disordered state of mind, could not 
destroy ; but his cheek was pale, from the anxiety of his spirits 
and the exertion of his body ; and his sleep, haunted by un- 
quiet dreams, was neither calm nor sound. The brow was knit, 
the lips moved, and his hand, which lay extended on the bed, 
was firmly clenched, as if it still grasped the dagger he carried 
with him as the only weapon of defence. 

Anna stole softly towards the bed, with the intent to awaken 
the Prince, but as she drew nigh, he started in his sleep, and 
muttered. Fearing lest, in this disturbed state, he might utter 
an exclamation which would rouse Oxhead, Anna marked well 
the position of the bed, and then stole back to close the door 
communicating with the kitchen, ere she ventured to awake 
the Earl. Having effected this, with the utmost caution she 
once more turned her steps towards the bed. She was in total 
darkness, when she heard a slight noise, and instantly the door 
of the inn was softly opened and then shut. 

Soon after she could plainly hear Ursula awaken Oxhead, and 
immediately steps were close at the chamber door, the latch 
moved, some one was about to enter. Despair suggested the 
only means of self-preservation that remained for Aina. She 
quickly placed herself (behind the curtain that hung across the 
recess) on the left hand of the Earl's bed. This curtain was so 
old, that in several places it was torn and tattered ; and any one 
who stood behind it, might observe through one of the many 
rents what passed in the chamber, without being seen by others. 
The door now slowly opened, and again the lamp in the kitchen 
showed imperfectly the objects within the Earl's apartment. 
Anna kept her station. She could see without being herself 
observed, and she now saw two persons standing before her in 
the doorway. As their backs were turned towards the light, 
she could not distinguish the faces of either ; but she knew too 
well the tall figure of Arnoul le Clerc, and the dark dress and 
form of Ursula, to be mistaken in either of them. 

For a moment they neither moved nor spoke. Anna sup- 
pressed as much as possible her respiration ; she feared even to 
breathe. A cold and damp moisture overspread her face, whilst 
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every nerve in her body trembled ; yet she summoned al] her 
resolution to her aid, and, instead of uttering one exclamation, or 
making a single movement, vehich must betray herself, and could 
not save the Earl, she stood fixed, motionless, and watchfuL 

At length, Ursula said to Amoul, in a low yoice, ''All is 
silent ; he sleeps ; now is the tim&" 

" I will take away his dagger first/' replied AmouL '^ He is 
armed." 

" No, no,'' said Ursula, ** do not go near him till you strike 
the blow, else he may awake and struggle with you.** 

*'He shall awake in hell then," answered AmouL ''This 
shall do it" 

On saying this, Amoul advanced directly towards the bed, 
bent forward, and raised his arm to strike; but even at the 
instant he dealt the blow, Anna started from her concealment, 
rushed out, and struck the arm of Amoul le Clerc with so much 
firmness that, unprepared for such an attack, his arm was forced 
back upon his bosom as he bent forward, and the point of the 
knife slightly wounded him in the breast 

Before the villain could shake off Anna's hold, or recover 
from his surprise, by her cries of " Murder ! murder ! " she 
awakened Lewis, who sprung up and seized his dagger, exclaim- 
ing, OS he did so, as if still under the influence of his dream 
(which corresponded with the real and terrific scene before him), 
** Murder ! where 1 what ? I know it ! I grappled with the 
villain ; I had all but beat him down." 

Whilst Lewis spoke thus wildly, he looked distractedly 
around, impressed with that sensation between terror and sur- 
prise, which persons are apt to experience when they awake 
in a strange place, where they have lain down to take rest under 
circumstances of anxiety. But he was soon recalled to his 
perfect senses, by the violent assault of Amoul le Clerc, who, 
having at length shaken off Anna, sprang upon the Earl, with 
the intent to stab him ere he could recover from his alarm. 
Ursula, in the mean time, had retreated to the house-door to 
call in the assistance of Oxhead, whom she had there stationed 
as a guard to prevent interruption from without. 

The Earl, who neither wanted courage nor resolution to defend 
himself against his enemies, closed with Arnoul le Clerc, and 
aided by that supernatural strength .which despair, like the 
ragings of a fever, will often impart, he became strong as his 
fierce opponent Grappling with the villain, he held him by 
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the throat, whilst he wrenched the knife from his hand ; but in 
doing so Lewis dropped his own dagger. 

At this moment Ursula returned, followed by Oxhead, v^ho, 
still under the influence of his debauchery, held his axe in his 
grasp, and, with a stupid gaze and an unsteady step advanced to 
give his assistance, more like one who is about to take a part in 
a drunken brawl, than to become the instrument of a daring . 
and determined purpose. Lewis in an instant observed his new 
assailant, and finding that he should have two ruffians to deal 
with instead of one, whilst he was himself unarmed, he suddenly 
struck with his clenched hand so violent a blow upon the head 
of Amoul le Clerc, that the assassin, stunned by the force of it, 
fell senseless upon the ground. 

Lewis bent forward to snatch up his dagger ; but ere he could 
recover himself again, Oxhead was before him, and, with a 
bitter oath, prepared to strike him dead. But heaven again 
interfered to preserve the Earl, for at this instant, some one, 
who had entered the kitchen, came suddenly upon the wretch, 
and interposed between him and Lewis de Male. Oxhead in- 
stantly turned upon his new assailant, but, stupefied with the 
effects of strong drink, he was no match for the brave Sir 
Walter d'Anghien (for it was he who had entered the house). 
The contest was soon ended, and Oxhead rolled at the feet of 
his opponent, in the agonies of the last struggle, from which he 
was speedily released by death. 

Sir Walter now advanced towards the Earl, who had placed 
himself before Anna, as if to guard her from danger. He was 
about to speak, when Arnoul le Clerc, who had been stunned, 
but not killed, by the blow he had received, once more sprang 
upon his feet, and attempted to seize the axe that had fallen 
from the hand of Oxhead. Sir Walter prevented his purpose, 
seized upon Arnoul, and held the point of his sword at his throat, 
as he said, " Yield thee, villain ! make but the least attempt 
at self-defence, and my sword shall end your life on the instant.'* 

Ursula, who now saw all her hopes were frustrated, quickly 
advanced towards the door, in order to save herself by flight ; 
but the Earl rushed before her, closed the door, and forced the 
wretched woman back into the chair in which Oxhead had so 
lately been seated, threatening her with death if she attempted 
to escape. Sir Walter still held Amoul with the sword pointed 
to his throat. The villain, perceiving resistaiice would be useless, 
exclaimed, " I yield : spare my life, and I will yield." 
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Anna hoard those words, and observing the blood upon 
ArnourR clot lies, which had issued from the wound he had 
rot^eived, — the charity that ever animated her bosom prompted 
hor t<) intorfore in the behalf of her enemy. She looked at Sir 
Waltor, and said, " He has yielded ; let that satisfy you. The 
wrotoliod man is already wounded by his own knife, and by his 
own linnd, as I interfered to save the £arL Let us stanch the 
blood of his wound, that he may not be cut off in the midst of 
his sin, and so j)ori8h eternally." 

Anioul (alike insensible to every feeling of gratitude, and to 
all S(nise of foar) laughed at the humane purpose of Anna's 
intercession in his behalf, and only answered, **No, no; the 
wound is but a scratch. It is nothing ; leave me alone." 

Ursula, who was seated in the chair, to which the Earl had 
hastily confined her with a cord that he had found in the apart- 
ment, on hearing these words of Amoul le Clerc, turned her head 
towanls him, and said, with the expression in her countenance 
of a sj)irit that delights in malice, " What, Amoul ! a wound 
from the knife of Ursula, is that nothing?" 

These few words flashed despair upon the mind of Amoul le 
Clerc. He recollected that Ursula had given to hiTn her own 
j)oisoned knife, for the ])urpose of rendering certain the death 
of Lewis de Male. ** Great God!" exclaimed Ajnoul, who, in 
his alarm, forgot his usual infidelity, and called upon the name 
of a Being, the violation of whose laws had been the constant 
occuj>ation of his life, " Great God ! then I am poisoned." 

It seemed as if the conviction of his danger, acting upon the 
whole frame, and giving a sudden revulsion to the blood, assisted 
the effects of the poison, for a fearful change was instantly 
produced. Scarcely had Amoul finished this short sentence, 
when the veins in his forehead swelled, his face became livid, 
his hands fell motionless by his side, and as he sunk upon a 
bench in the apartment, his eye seemed to wander in the restless 
gaze of mental distraction. 

** Ay," said Ursula, " thou art indeed poisoned. The blood 
that now runs boiling through thy body will soon become cold 
and stagnant, like the spring of waters congealed by the winter^s 
frost, that once rushed dancing through the veins of the 
earth." 

" Accursed woman," said Amoul, " I am slain by thy aits. 
Give me some of thy drugs, that may even yet render the poison 
powerless." 
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" Woman," cried Anna, " give it quickly ; and free your own 
soul from the guilt of this act of blood," 

Ursula looked upon Anna with a contemptuous smile, as she 
replied, " He receives a just reward. Had he struck the blow 
wisely, he would not have been as the fool who falls by his own 
snare. There is no human power can save thee, Amoul ; the 
poison that boils in thy veins is certain death." 

" Hag, sorceress, fien4 ! " exclaimed Amoul, " call up thy 
devils, then, to help me. If thou hast power with the spirits 
of the damned, bid them come to thy aid to save me." 

** No," said Ursula, ** I have power to help them to their prey, 
but none to keep their victims when the hour is come to claim 
them." 

" Fool that I was," cried Amoul, " to trust thee ; and is this 
the end of all thy arts, thy promises 1 Yet I will not die unre- 
venged. If hell awaits me, thou, who hast helped me thither, 
at least shall bear me company. Woman, accursed woman, thy 
hour is come as well as mine." « 

Half frantic with the agonies of bodily pain and mental 
suffering, Amoul started from his seat to wreak upon Ursula a 
terrible revenge. But as he darted forward, he was again 
intermpted by Sir Walter d'Anghien. " Miserable man," said 
Sir Walter, '* rather think how short a space remains to you on 
earth, and employ it in the endeavour to make your peace with 
heaven, instead of seeking vengeance as the last act of your life." 

"Talk not to me of heaven," replied Amoul; "leave it to 
priests and women to pray and fear — I will call upon nothing 
but the fiends to help me. Look at yonder hag ; some revenge 
is left me yet. Lewis, hear me ! stab her to the heart now she 
is in thy power. She it was who proposed to me to murder thee 
whilst sleeping. She it is, who, to prevent thy mother from 
joining with the French king, to restore thee to thy power, now 
seeks the Countess of Artois, perhaps to silence her in the tomb. 
Stab, stab her to the heart — with her own knife do it. The* 
poison will work sure; it boils in my veins, it consumes my 
body while I speak. Kill her, then, and may every fiend she 
has served on earth, may every spirit she has helped to the 
accursed in hell, hover round her in her last moments, to torture 
her soul and body in death ; may they bear her, with every pang 
that the bad can suffer, to their torments of everlasting misery." 

" Peace, blasphemer," said the Earl ; " peace. You have, 
indeed, told me things I little thought to hear. Wretched man, 
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think upon thy cncL Pray — do not cuise ; think how soon the 
grave will claim thee." 

'' Xay, lot him curse/' said Ursula; ''his hour is near, and 
even now it is come. Hence, Amoul, go and curse with those 
spirits who await thee. Even now thou art dying ; the poison 
is finishing its work." 

" Lying hag," exclaimed Amoul ; " I will yet live to revenge 
myself, and to ruin thee." The wretqjL again started up; it 
seemed as if ho had received an addition of strength even from 
the oncrgy of his own sufferings, for he freed himself from Sir 
Walter d'Anghien's hold in a moment, and darted forward 
towards the chair where Ursula was confined. But ere he 
reached it, the supernatural degree of strength that had given 
him momentary power forsook him; the mortal agony seized 
upon his limbs, and withered his whole frame ; his face became 
black and convulsed, his throat rattled, he uttered a horrid 
blasphemy, foil backwards, and expired. 

Ursula laughed, and pointing with her finger to the corpse 
which lay upon the ground, whilst every one else in the apart- 
ment was mute from horror, she exclaimed, ''Cast the carrion 
to tho doga, and to the ravens ; let it not blacken here." 

" Silence, woman," said the Earl ; " silence — another word, 
and it is thy last." 

" My lord," said Sir Walter d^Anghien, " do not waste your 
breath in parleying with that guilty sorceress. I cannot stain 
my sword with the blood of a woman, in whom age, that is 
honourable in the good, is but an aggravation of her crime, 
since her hairs are grown grey in the practice of iniquity. Bat 
for this, I would avenge her intent to murder you." 

** And thou, Lewis," said Ursula, " what wilt thou do to me? 
Take my life if thou wilt, for I am in thy power ; but know 
that the spirit of Ursula, even from the tomb, shall hover round 
thee, and mark thy destiny with ruin." 

" Wretched woman," replied the Earl, " again I bid you be 
silent. For the present I leave you ; when we are gone, I will 
give orders that you shall be set at liberty. And now hear what 
I command. Quit this country, and without delay ; and if such 
a soul as inhabits that miserable body can repent, let it be so. 
But hereafter, if you are found within the most remote comer 
of these lands, and I have once more power as their lord, the 
public executioner shall do justice upon you for all the crimes 
of your past life." 
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" When you have the power, I will suffer," replied Ursula, 
scornfully; "you have bound me fast, or I would not now 
submit." 

" Let us go hence, my lord," said Sir Walter d'Anghien ; " all 
is in readiness — ^the horses are prepared for your departure ; I 
met the honest host, who came to hasten my return, fearing you 
were in danger. I am thankful to heaven that I came in time 
to be of service." 

" Oh, let us instantly depart," said Anna ; " I cannot bear 
to look upon this sight of horror. This has been a dreadful 
night, but thanks be to God, we are preserved from the snares 
of the wicked." And, turning to Ursula, she said in a tre- 
mulous voice, whilst her countenance, pale with fear, expressed 
apprehension even to meet the eye of the sorceress, " We leave 
you, Ursula, surrounded by the dead. They were your associates 
in guilt ; let their end fill your heart with some remorse, and 
leave this wicked course of life, that will too soon number you 
in misery with them." 

Ursula muttered some reply, but it was lost, for Anna, leaning 
upon the arm of Sir Walter d'Anghien, hastily quitted the 
house. The Earl followed. In a few minutes they reached the 
spot without the ruined walls, where the aged host, unconscious 
of the dreadful circumstances that had passed, was holding the 
horses in readiness for their departure. The Earl briefly told 
him all that had occurred, and commanded that the miserable 
woman he had left bound should be set at liberty, and suffered 
to depart. He then gave the old man some gold, and the 
promise of a greater reward, should he ever more be restored to 
his possessions as Earl of Flanders. 

The little party immediately after mounted their horses, bid 
farewell to the friendly host, and set forward on their road to 
LHle. In their way from the inn, they passed by the ancient 
bam where the worthy Su: Simon and his compauions were 
lodged for the night. But, ignorant of the circumstance, Anna 
little thought she was so near her beloved guardian ; and Lewis 
(de Male was wholly unconscious that to Sir Simon's good-nature 
in sending the host to hasten the return of his companion he 
was in all probability indebted for the preservation of his life. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Having left the Earl of Flanders, Sir Walter d'Anghien, and 
the fair Anna, safe from the snares by which they were en- 
compassed, and upon the road to Lille, the course of our narra- 
tive now obliges us to quit them for awhile, in order to speak of 
other matters of considerable importance in the affairs of Lewis 
de Male. 

It is already known to the reader that the Duke of Burgundy 
(uncle to the youthful monarch Charles the Sixth of France, 
who had now succeeded to the throne), was son-in-law to Lewis, 
having espoused his only legitimate child, a girl but fourteen 
years old. By this marriage, the Duke hoped to become pos- 
sessed hereafter of Flanders, in right of his wife, as her lawful 
inheritance. On account of this expectation, he had busied 
himself in the intrigues of Margaret Countess of Artois, to 
prevent any second marriage on the part of the Earl, lest the 
birth of a male heir should dispossess him of the succession he 
hoped to gain by his young wife. 

The Countess of Aitois, haughty and ambitious, by her inter- 
ference had brought about this marriage between the Duke and 
her granddaughter ; and desirous of maintaining her ascendency 
over her less ambitious son, a second marriage on his part had 
always been feared by Margaret, lest she should lose not only 
the power which she exercised even to despotism over Lewis, 
but likewise her influence with the Duke of Burgundy, who, for 
his own interest, had suffered her to exercise a greater degree of 
rule over his actions, than he would otherwise have permitted. 

The rebellion of the White Hoods, threatening to deprive 
Lewis de Male of his earldom, and consequently his daughter 
of her inheritance, had been a cause of serious alarm to Burgundy. 
In vain had he endeavoured to persuade the late King Charles 
the Fifth to take part with Flanders against the rebels; but 
that monarch would never consent to do so, on account of the 
resentment he felt towards Lewis de Male for having given 
shelter to the Duke of Brittany in his court, at a time when 
that Duke had offended the French king. 

But no sooner was Charles the Fifth dead, and his youthful 
son had succeeded him, under the guardianship of his uncles 
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Berry and Burgundy, than Margaret of Artois despatched 
Gilbert Matthew on a secret mission to the Duke of Burgundy, 
to intimate to him the extreme danger of the Earl's affairs, and 
that, could the Duke now induce the young/ King to unite with 
Flanders, the inheritance would be confirmed as his own. 

Sir Oliver de Clisson, the favourite of the late King, had been 
appointed by him constable of France; and as he had much 
power in the kingdom, and possessed a considerable influence 
over the mind of the young prince. Burgundy had a cautious 
part to play; for the constable was to be gained over to the 
interest of Flanders, as well as the King himself. Many letters 
therefore passed between Burgundy and the Countess; and it 
was not till the night of the attack on Bruges that Margaret 
ledeived such certain information of his success, that she resolved 
to seek the King of France in person, the better to forward her 
suit. 

Conscious of the impatient temper and the open dealing of 
Lewis de Male in all political affairs, his mother had purposely 
kept him in profound ignorance of a negotiation that could only 
be worked out by cunning, patience, and intrigue ; nor did she 
intend that Lewis should learn her design till all was ripe for 
action. 

Upon the night that the Countess fled from Bruges with 
Gilbert Matthew, she went to Lille ; but fearful of any delay 
at such a juncture, she did not remain there even to ascertain 
the fate of her son ; resolving, if he should be dead, to make 
an attempt to grasp at the earldom of Flanders for the Duke 
of Burgundy, in right of her granddaughter. For this purpose 
she set forward upon the very next morning, accompanied by 
Gilbert Matthew, to seek the Duke at Toumay, according to a 
plan that had been previously arranged between them, as it was 
at that place (where we must now conduct the reader) she was 
to meet the young King. 

After the Countess's arrival at Toumay, having despatched 
Gilbert with a letter to the Duke of Burgundy, she sat in her 
apartment anxiously awaiting his return. The features of the 
Countess seldom expressed the passion of her mind ; but this 
day she looked more disturbed than was usual with her, and she 
paced her chamber in some impatience, expecting the return of 
Gilbert. He at length appeared, and bowing obseq^uiously as he 
entered, stood prepared to answer the questions of his mistress 
with an air of profound attention. 
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''Gilbert/' said the Countess, ''what says the Duke of 
Burgundy to my plan) Shall the King be spoken with 
to^ay ! " 

" Madam/' replied the deacon of the pilots, " the Duke will 
again propose the matter to his Majesty, and entreats that you 
will meet him in the hall of audience at the usual hour of 
Charles's coming forth; for it is said that the affair having 
become known to the White Hoods, in consequence of some 
papers found upon a French herald, who was taken prisoner in 
Bruges, a deputation is arrived with a flag of truce fh>m Ghent, 
to endeavour to make terms with the King, that he may not 
enter the country of Flanders with any hostile purpose." 

" Indeed ! " said the Countess. " That must not be, or I see 
how it will end : the rebels will offer to place themselves under 
the dominion of France, and the Earldom will be lost to us for 
ever. I must see the Duke of Burgundy. This must be pre- 
vented by any means. But have you heard any intelligence of 
my son 1 Now he is most wanted, he is not to be found. ^ He 
escaped, you said, from Bruges 1" 

" It is so rumoured," answered Gilbert Matthew ; " and some 
poor cottager has spread a strange report, that he saw the Earl 
in a mean disguise, attended by some young knight, and a 
damsel he declares to be the daughter of John Lyon. He farther 
says, that they were in much distress, and that he sold them a 
horse to help them forward on their journey." 

"The daughter of John Lyon with the Earl in his flight!" 
exclaimed the Countess. " It is impossible ; she was not in 
Bruges." 

" Not so far as you know, madam," said Gilbert. " But as 
Sir Walter d'Anghien is the assured friend of your son, he 
might assist him to secrete a favourite damsel, who, it is univers- 
ally believed, in spite of her low birth, and her being the 
daughter of a rebel, Lewis will one day espouse." 

" He shall perish first," said the Countess. " I will never 
see my blood debased by such an alliance ; and it is the interest 
of Burgundy that no second union should give birth to what 
may ruin his hopes of the succession. And now, Gilbert 
Matthew, where is Ursula 1 " continued the Countess, in a lower 
tone of voice. " Is she in safe ward ? " 

" She is in my own apartment, as you directed," replied 
Gilbert ; "she has followed you from Bruges, but will not 
remain here beyond this day. Yet, madam, I would have you 
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cautious how you trust to one who is an assured and ahle instru- 
ment in the hands of the White Hoods, and especially of Peter 
du Bois." 

" Do not counsel me," said the Countess, in her usual haughty 
manner. " I tell you that Ursula, under the semhlance of being 
an agent for the White Hoods, has a thousand times betrayed 
their schemes to me. You forget it was Ursula who sold the 
poison that dispatched the arch-traitor John Lyon." 

" She had a personal enmity against the man,*' replied Gilbert. 
" Yet, believe me, she is no friend to the Earl of Glanders ; and 
I think, from the cautious manner in which she came hither, 
and her eager desire to leave this place after her expected inter- 
view with you, she has something more to fear than we may 
imagine from our own party. I much doubt but that she has 
been engaged in some dark proceedings, of which she would 
keep you ignorant.'* 

** I must see her," said the Countess, " I must see her ; send 
her to me. One interview more, and she shall depart. Do you 
await me, Gilbert, without, near the chamber of audience." 

Gilbert bowed, and retired. The Countess, after he was gone, 
walked towards a table, and took from a small box that stood 
upon it a paper. This she held in her hand, and for some time 
considered the contents. She then made notes, as if adding 
somfething of importance that occurred to her mind. The door 
opened, and Ursula stood before her. 

The pretended sorceress bore in her hand the mystic wand 
which she used when employed upon those absurd spells, whose 
diabolical influence was credited, even by many of the most 
enlightened of the times in which she lived. 

"Make fast the door," said the Countess, "lest Gilbert 
Matthew should lurk without. I trust no one further than 
necessity requires ; and he has nothing to do with my conference 
with thee." 

Ursula obeyed. 

"Come nearer, woman," continued the Countess, with an 
aspect in which awe and solemnity were depicted in strong 
characters ; for, though insensible to every feeling of virtue and 
religion, Margaret of Artois was a devout sharer in the super- 
stitions of the age. " Ursula, have you learnt the event of these 
proceedings ? And shall the blood of Artois yet flow through 
the veins of the future Earls of Flanders 1 What will be our 
success t " 
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*'It will doiKsiid/' replied the sorceress, with the look of one 
who apiKsared to observe in the very air what was invisible to 
other eyes than her own, *'it will depend upon this night 
Before the glass runs down the twelfth'hour, the doom of Artois 
and of Flanders will be sealed in the book of fate." 

*' What mean you, woman 1 '' said the Countess ; '^ I cannot 
read your riddle." 

" I dare not siKjak it plainly," replied Ursula. "There are 
powers who act for us, but will not be named ; there are deeds 
that must be done, but never told ; there are charms that operate, 
but wo must not think wherefore they do so. Mark what I 
shall direct, and the end you look for shall be yours." 

"That end is power," said the Countess; "so I would in- 
terpret your dark speech. But how is it to be attained f What 
are the means 1 " 

" I have consulted," answered Ursula, " fearful spirits, who 
reveal their purposes by those bright stars that look like gems 
in the mantle of the dark and melancholy night, and they 
promise you success, should France unite with Flanders. But, 
to gain this, you must observe what I shall now direct." 

" Direct ! *' said the Countess, who, even whilst under the 
tutelage of the sorceress she employed, could scarcely suppress 
her haughty spirit. " What is it that you dare utter in the tone 
of command to Margaret of Artois]" 

" When you shall this day," continued Ursula, "confer with 
the Duke of Burgundy on the means of entering Flanders, 
make him promise that he will lead his people into Flanders by 
the bridge of Commines." 

" The bridge of Commines ! " repeated the Countess, with 
astoniv«^hraent. " Why should the French enter Flanders more 
by this bridge than by any other ] " 

" It will lead to success," replied Ursula. " Mark my words, 
proud lady. Either this promise must be given to you by the 
Duke of Burgundy ere the glass runs the twelfth hour to-night, 
or your enterprise will fail, and the coronet of Flanders pass to 
an alien." 

" Your words are wild," said the Countess, " and you give me 
this counsel without a shadow of reason. How can I rely upon 
you 1 What proof can you give, either that there is sincerity 
in your words, or prudence in your directions 1 " 

* * I can vouch the past to make you trust me for the future," 
replied Ursula. Who told Gilbert Matthew that the deputation 
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was to arrive here to-day from Ghent ; was it not Ursula ? Who 
made known to him (and for your benefit) that the dotard 
citizens would worship France, displace their Earl, and bow the 
knee to a foreign prince, so they might keep their gold in safety ; 
was it not Ursula 1 And who, lady, to obey your commands, 
to follow in the paths of your own crafty policy, induced the 
White Hoods to commence their hostilities in France itself ; was 
it not Ursula 1 " 

" Hast thou done this 1 " exclaimed the Countess — " then I 
will trust thee. If this be done, all hope of terms between 
France and the WTiite Hoods must be for ever at an end." 

" It is done," said Ursula, '* and by my instigation ; a party 
of Peter du Bois's men have burnt a village on the frontier of 
France. It was your own plan, Margaret of Artpis, to set the 
French king at bitter enmity against our people. Now do you 
believe that I serve your cause ? " 

"I do, I do," said the Countess, exultingly. '* Here, Ursula, 
here is gold. I must to the council The Duke of, Burgundy 
shall give his consent ; he shall give me the promise you require, 
or the lances under my command in Artois shall never join him. 
I will remember the bridge of Commines ! " 

" Ay, the bridge of Commines," replied Ursula, whilst a gleam 
of malignant joy stole over her dark features. ** There death 
shall hold the watch, and I will tell the hour." 

The Countess bowed her head in token of assent, and went 
towards the chamber of audience. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

The ancient city of Tournay, whose remains, at the present 
period, aflford such an interesting field for the artist and the 
antiquary, at the time of our narrative was at the height of its . 
glory. Tournay commanded a vast champaign, and was sur- 
rounded by walls and towers of ponderous construction. The 
cathedral of Notre Dame St. Eleutaire, of the early Norman 
architecture, presented the finest combinations in its internal 
parts, simple but massive, vast yet elegant. The round-headed 
arch and the curiously carved columns united, with the many 
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filirines and altars of the cathedral, to form an object at once 
rich and imposing ; whilst the venerable castle and the magni- 
ficent abbey of St. Martin (of which at the present time scarcely 
a vestige remains), were deemed equal in strength and beaaty to 
any buildings of the period. 

The youthful King, Charles the Sixth of France, was now 
lodged in the castle of Toumay, whither he had journeyed at 
the instigation of his uncle the Duke of Burgundy, and where, 
for the present, he hold his court The hall of audience, in 
which the King usually received strangers, or held his council, 
was of a peculiarly interesting character, being (like the cathedral) 
of early Norman architecture. Two rows of short and massive 
columns, finished by the round-headed arch, supported the roof 
of carved oak ; whilst a corresponding gallery ran round the 
sides of the apartment, at the foot of lofty windows, which were 
filled with the rich and deep hues of the finest painted glass, 
representing the arms of the city, the kings of France, and 
various nobles and knights, whose names were all more or less 
connected with Toumay. 

Towards the upper end of the hall appeared a raised seat, 
ascended by several steps, covered with cloth of crimson and 
gold. The high back of this seat was finished by a carved 
oaken canopy, covered also with cloth embroidered with the 
arms of France, surmounted by a crown. 

Here the lords of the council and the court were now assem- 
bled, expecting the entrance of their youthful princa No one 
presumed to take a seat, but all waited bareheaded, with their 
eyes often cast towards the door that opened from the apartment 
of the King. 

On the right of the throne stood the King's uncles, the 
Dukes of Berry and Burgundy, arrayed in robes of state, heavy 
with the purflings of their embroidery. On the left stood 
the lord high constable of France, Sir Oliver de Clisson, who 
succeeded the famous Bertrand du Guesclin in that office. Sir 
Oliver was of the middle size, strong and muscular in form ; his 
countenance had been handsome in youth, and was now more 
changed by service than by age, for he was scarce fifty years old 
The forehead was high and flexible, but a habit of frowning 
had contracted it into deep wrinkles. The frown of Sir OHver 
proceeded neither from intense thinking nor ill-humour ; he had 
been deprived of the sight of his right eye, by the blow of a 
battleaxe in the field of Auray, and ever since that period he 
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was observed to frown, as if to assist the sight of the remaining 
eye, by protruding the brow, so as to afford it a greater degree 
of shade from the light. This accident had considerably im- 
paired the natural grace and harmony of his features, but the 
eye he still possessed was large, full, and brilliant, and seemed, 
by its quick glance and watchful observance, to be quite equal 
to the double burden imposed upon it. The mouth was of a 
rigid character; and altogether the features of Sir Oliver de 
Clisson presented what might be justly termed *a confirmed 
countenance,' united with military frankness. 

The character of De Clisson may be best delineated from his 
actions. As a soldier, he was brave in the field and prudent in 
counciL As a man, he was honest, stern, and blunt in his 
general manners; yet capable of acts of generosity. Quickly 
susceptible in feeling, he seldom suffered an injury to pass un- 
revenged or a benefit unrequited. Such was Oliver de Clisson, 
respected by his friends, feared by his enemies, and the idol of 
the men-at-arms, who had followed him through many a daring 
contest.* 

Sir John de Vienne, the brave Admiral of France, conversed 
apart with Sir Oliver; but (whilst other courtiers spoke in a 
half-whisper, as if the very walls of the royal hall of audience 
should not be offended by too bold a speech). Sir John and Sir 
Oliver spoke in the ordinary key of voices that were rather 
remarkable for their depth than for soft accentuation. 

The handsome young Count de Montmorenci was also stationed 
near the throne ; and though one of the bravest and most gallant 
knights of his time, he was in nothing deficient in those more 
polite accomplishments, that had been sung by the troubadours 
as excellences framed to attract ladies' eyes, and steal away their 
hearts. Montmorenci could handle the tilting lance with grace 
as well as strength, he could carol a ditty or dance in hall, and 
wore his shoes long toed to the extreme verge of fashion ; whilst, 
not content with having the arms of his house worked in em- 
broidery upon the breast and back part of his mantle, he had 

♦ Sir Oliver de Clisson was buried at Josselin, in Brittany. The beauti- 
fill marble effigy and monument erected to his memory (the former being 
considered an excellent likeness of him) were torn to pieces during the 
French revolution. The author, in company with her late husband Mr. 
C. Stothard, during her travels in Brittany, had the good fortune to dis- 
cover and to rescue from total destruction the head of Sir Oliver's effigy. 
It was found in the garden of a tobacconist, where it had been stuck up 
as a scarecrow. See * Tour in Normandy and Brittany ' 

T 2 
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tliom also gaily emblazoned on a ground of bine and silver, 
down the front of his coat or jerkin. 

The Count stood alone, and amused himself, in the absence of 
the ladies, with one of their fayourite toys, a young squirrel, 
fastened by a silver chain, that sat and frolicked upon his arm. 

The young Count do St. Py was also present^ and leaned with 
folded arms and outstretched legs against the back of one of 
the oak chairs, whilst he seemed to be engaged in counting the 
number of the archer that formed the carved ceiling, for his eyes 
■were iixed upwards, but his looks betrayed rather the listless 
idleness of not thinking at all, than the abstraction of thinkisg 
deti])ly. 

At length that door, so ominous and eventful to the eyes of 
courtiers, opened ; and several of the chamberlains and knights 
in attendance uj)on the king sallied forth. Then came the 
squire of the body followed by an usher bearing a silver staff 
surmounted by a fleur-de-lis. These marshalled the way ; whilst 
the nobles in the hall ceased to converse with each otiier, drew 
themselves up into an erect position, and fell some paces back, 
to make rooui for the passage of the King to the ttrone. 

Charles the Sixth, the object of this general respect and 
silent attention, now entered the hall with that easy step and 
unembarrassed air that proclaimed he had been used to these 
ceremonies from childhood, and that they had neither the power 
nor the novelty to draw his attention from the amusements of 
boyhood. Charles was but sixteen years old, and the beautiful 
young falcon he bore upon his wrist seemed, for the moment, to 
engage and interest him more than his court. 

The King was of a fair complexion, tall and well formed, light 
and active in his motions, and with a play of cheerfulness and 
good-humour about his face that is always capable of rendering 
youth peculiarly pleasing, and, in a prince, was deemed the 
height of fascination. His face was fair, but too delicate for 
strength of constitution; and even at this early period there 
was a wild expression about the eye, which was remembered 
and remarked many years after, by the learned leeches, as indi- 
cative of the unhappy malady that so often afflicted his mind at 
a maturer age. 

Yet these post-prophetic observations of the leeches can hardly 
be deemed of sufficient force to prove that the King's malady 
was constitutional ; since it should rather seem, from the accounte 
given by the writers of the period, that his first attack was 
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produced by over-exertion, and the excessive heat of the sun 
affecting the brain, at a time when he laboured under some slight 
indisposition. Be this as it may, at the period of our narrative 
his mental health was unimpaired ; he was neither deficient in 
personal courage nor in intellect. On the contrary, Charles 
possessed the accomplishments that were usually given to the 
youth of his day who were of noble birth; and his romantic 
attachment and marriage with his beloved queen, some years 
after, evinced a spirit capable both of sincere affection and 
gallantry towards the lady of his choice. 

The young king was attired in regal splendour. He wore the 
crimson mantle of state, lined and trimmed with ermine. His 
dalmatic fell in large and graceful folds over a tunic of white 
linen. It was formed of light blue silk, embroidered with the 
fleur-de-lis in silver, and fastened in front with a fermail or 
brooch of diamonds. The throat was bare. The beautiful light 
brown hair, for which Charles was so remarkable, hung in pro- 
fusion down his back, and curled so thickly round his forehead 
as almost to conceal the fillet of fine pearls that was bound about 
his brows, and confined the longer tresses to the back of the 
head. 

Charles advanced towards the throne, graciously saluted his 
attendants, and, with a quickness of perception that marked his 
manners even at this early age, addressed each in a way ap- 
propriate to his several character or profession. Having spoken 
a few words almost to every one present, he turned to the young 
Count de Montmorenci, whose age and habits had rendered him 
a favourite companion to the youthful monarch. " See, my 
lord,'* said Charles, ** we have this morning received a fair 
present from a fair dame. The noble Countess of Artois has 
sent us her young falcon, who will chase a heron with any bird 
in our dominions, and will come again to the lure without 
wandering. We this morning will try our falcon against yours, 
my lord, so our good uncles of Berry and of Burgundy will but 
grant us a short council, and put aside their grave matters ; for 
in sooth we are tired of these long debates, and long for a horse, 
a heron, and a fair field." 

" My gracious nephew and prince," said the Duke of Burgundy, 
advancing, " I should be loth to hinder you of the sports that 
become your age, and are suited to your health ; but there are 
matters of such moment to lay before your Grace, as demand 
your instant attention ; they may not brook delay." 
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** Yon connsol us bluntly, my lord," replied Charles with the 
utmost giKHl humour ; " but we will not take offence^ nor plaj 
truant. 8|)eak, therefore, and we will do our best to understand 
and receive your counsels. And Montmorenci," continued the 
King, turning to his youthful companion, as he added in a half 
whi8]H'r, ** do you steal out and bid the falconer have all things 
in n^aiiiness ; for, please our Lady of St. Eleutaire, when we 
})avc escaped from our uncles, we will instantly to horse and 
away. My Loni de St. Py will join us." 

Tlie Lord de St Py, who had removed his eyes from the 
ceiling to something like a sensible observance of passing objects 
ut the entrance (^f the young King, bowed respectfully his ac- 
ceptance of the invitation ; and Montmorenci hastened to have 
all things in re.idiuess to fly the hawks, as soon as the council 
should break up. 

" Your Grace,** said the Duke of Burgundy, " will this 
morning have a fair suitor, Margaret Countess of Artois, who 
now waits without to solicit, as I before told your Highness, 
your assistance against the enemies of her house." 

** Admit the noble dame,** replied Charles. " In sooth, we 
should be no true knight in heart did we refuse to hear a lady's 
prayer ; and do you, my Lord de St. Py, marshal her to us, 
since you are more accustomed to be the squire of dames than 
our uncles or the valiant Sir Oliver.** 

The Lord de St. Py again bowed gracefully, and walking 
upon the very tip of his toes, left the chamber, and returned 
conductinfj Margaret of Artois, followed by her attendant the 
deacon, Gilbert Matthew, who on this occasion acted as the 
train-bearer of his mistress. The Countess, whose manneis 
were naturally dignified, and her person graceful and noble in 
every movement, advanced direct towards the throne, and bend- 
ing her knee upon the first step,<{iade her obeisance to the King. 

Charles instantly raised her, and said with a smile, " In sooth, 
dear lady, our knee is rather due to you, since, if beauty, wisdom, 
and courage claim the homage of our sex the Countess of Artois 
may challenge princes to her service.** 

** Your Grace speaks like the Lord of Montmorenci himself,** 
said the blunt Sir Oliver ; " but the lady, I fancy, will be better 
satisfied with the assistance of your Highness*s men-at-arms, than 
with the smooth words of your courtiers.'* 

^'Nay, Sir Oliver,** replied the King, "you shall not chide 
our courtesy, nor will we be wanting to use courage, though we 
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take example of the first from our friend Montmorenci, and of 
the last from our Constable. But we must first hear this lady's 
suit.'' 

The Countess of Artois then stated, in a brief and forcible 
manner, the wrongs the Earl of Flanders and herself had sus- 
tained by the rebellion of the White Hoods ; and in order to 
show the necessity which existed for the French King to espouse 
her cause, she dwelt with much art upon the outrage committed 
by the Flemish rebels in burning a small village in the dominions 
of France. The Duke of Burgundy saw the favourable moment, 
not only to act upon the mind of the young King, but also to 
propitiate Sir Oliver de Clisson, who had hitherto entered but 
coldly into the cause. He anticipated that De Clisson would 
fire at the smallest injury offered to the French people, and he 
was not mistaken. 

" By the soul of my father," exclaimed Sir Oliver, " this is 
not to be borne ! Shall these rascally mechanical fellows of 
Ghent, who live upon the plunder of their own country, insult 
ours 1 No ! there is not a man here but will unite with one 
accord to chastise them. Let but our sovereign speak the word, 
and Oliver de Clisson again draws his sword to chastise the 
enemies of Charles the Sixth, as he has often done those of his 
royal father. Speak, my prince, and we will obey you." 

While Sir Oliver pronounced these words, he suddenly turned 
towards the King, because the eye in which there was no sight 
had hitherto been next him. It seemed as if he had turned 
to enforce, by a fixed and determined glance, the command he 
had requested the King to give him, in a voice and manner of 
authority rather than a solicitation. 

" We will not be wanting, my lord constable," said the young 
King with much spirit, " to take up arms, and proclaim war 
against these insolent Flemings, as well in revenge of our own 
injured people, as to right this noble lady and her son, our 
cousin of Flanders. My lord constable, do you take upon you 
to issue our proclamation, that all knights and squires in our 
dominions may hasten to our banner, and we will instantly 
march against these White Hoods." 

The Duke of Burgundy and the Countess of Artois lost no 
time in confirming the good-will expressed towards their cause, 
and immediately entered into consultation relative to the measures 
to be adopted, in order to collect their men-at-arms, and to com- 
mence the march into the Flemish territory. De Clisson heartily 
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concurrod in thcso plans. It .was, therefore, finally arranged 
tliat the Countess of Artois should set forward, without deky, 
to collect her j)cople in Artois; and she proposed that they 
should enter Flemish ground by the * Bridge of Commines,' on 
the river Lis ; where, also, she could unite her forces with those 
of the King and the Duke of Burgundy. 

Some objections to this last proposal were started by certain 
members of the council, but the Duke of Burgundy, fearing to 
contradict the Countess, joined with her entreaty ; and it was 
finally settled, that the allied armies should pass into Flanders 
by the bridge of Commines. The Countess, impatient of the 
least delay, resolved to depart on the present hour for Artois, to 
collect her men-at-arms, and was about taking her leave of the 
young King, when a new subject of interruption occurred, that 
must be told in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 



There was a bustling movement towards the extremity of the 
hall of audience, and a mingled sound of voices that seemed to 
indicate contention, a thing very unusual so near the presence 
of majesty. Charles heard the noise, and observed a stir amongst 
his attendants at the end of the hall. " Prithee, my Lord de 
Montmorenci," said he, " go and learn what is the cause of this 
disturbance." 

The young courtier obeyed, and soon came back again with 
a smile upon his lips. **My gracious sovereign," said Mont- 
morenci, "yonder is a man of most mechanical aspect, who 
wears a gown and cap, such as would suit a court fool at a 
mumming; yet he is very consequential in his manners. He 
is attended by four or five greybeards, who bear with them a 
white cloth, much in the form of a table napkin ; it may in all 
probability be of their own spinning ; and this they call a flag 
of truce. The old leader represents himself to be the chief of a 
deputation from the men of Ghent to your Grace." 

" And why do our attendants refuse to admit a deputation 1" 
inquired the King. 

** Because," replied Montmorenci, " it has been proclaimed 
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for some days past, by your Majest/s council, that no deputation 
from the Memish rebels should be admitted, unless they had 
previously obtained letters of permission from your Grace to 
pass hither; failing in this, all such persons as compose the 
deputation are liable to be considered as lawful prisoners. But 
these men still insist on coming into your royal presence." 

" Admit them," said Charles, " and we will then judge how 
far they are liable to the penalty. We had forgot the pro- 
clamation, issued on the advice of our uncle of Burgundy." 

The Countess of Artois and the Duke of Burgundy, who 
were desirous that no deputation from the White Hoods should 
be received by the King, for obvious reasons connected with 
their personal interest, now exchanged an expressive glance with 
each other. 

" Gracious prince," said the Countess, addressing the King, 
"I would counsel your Majesty, for your own safety, to beware 
how you admit these men. Had they designed fairly, they would 
have obtained, your warrant for the deputation. You know 
not half the deceits practised by the men of Ghent ; they are 
capable of the worst treachery." 

" We will not lightly trust them,** replied the King, " but yet 
we will hear them. Surrounded by our brave knights, and in 
this hall, we have nothing to fear. Bring forward these men of 
Ghent, Montmorenci.*' 

The Count obeyed, and returned conducting four or five 
elderly men, headed by no less a person than the worthy Sir 
Simon de Bete, who, attired in robes of office, and wearing an 
enormous gold chain, as master of the goldsmiths* company, 
walked forward with an air of consequence, that was not 
diminished even by the presence of majesty itself. 

The little round figure of Sir Simon, his singular dress, air of 
pride, and the comic expression of his countenance, in which 
good-humour and self-importance were blended, so forcibly struck 
the young King, that he could not suppress a 'smile, as he re- 
turned the profound and respectful bows and salutations of the 
goldsmith. The Countess of Artois stepped some paces back, 
and whispered to Gilbert Matthew. 

All ceremonies being past, Sir Simon bowed, hemmed, and 
thus opened the purpose of his mission: "May it please your 
Grace's king's majesty, to hear, in my person, the sentiments, 
opinions, and good dispositions of the worthy and sober part 
of the citizens of Ghent towards your Majesty. The citizens 
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aforo-named, having attended to certain suggestions of mine, 
designed for the pablic good, thought fit to depute me as the 
head of a deputation to your Grace's majesty — I, being Sir Simon 
de B^te, knight, master of the goldsmiths' company, and burgo- 
master of the said city, and in all things your Majesty's humble 
servant, in an honest way, and consistent with the duties of 
my own public station." 

This singular address caused the courtiers to titter, and even 
Charles to smile. Every one seemed amused except Burgundy 
and the Countess ; they feared that the very simplicity and plain- 
dealing of Sir Simon might throw an obstacle in the way of 
their schemes. 

" Most worthy burgomaster," said the King, addressing Sir 
Simon, " we nothing doubt your own good intentions, and will 
hear you ; although we fear the mission must be fruitless, since 
we have ourself been injured by your people. The men of 
Ghent have already commenced hostilities in the kingdom of 
France ; they have pillaged and burnt a village on the frontier." 

At hearing these words, the countenance of Sir Simon 
changed from its self-satisfied expression (that spoke the certain 
expectation of success) to a most woeful and blank aspect. 

" May it please your Grace," said Sir Simon, ** I, and these 
my fellow-citizens, knew nothing of the matter of this affair of 
burning the village on the frontier." 

" And were you also ignorant," inquired the Duke of Bur- 
gundy, **that, by daring to approach this presence without 
letters of permission, you now stand a lawful prisoner 1 " 

Sir Simon turned towards the Duke, perfectedly astounded at 
this intimation. "A prisoner!" said he, **a prisoner! but I 
bear the flag of truce from the good town of Ghent! Why, 
the greatest franchise that was ever taken from us, was nothing 
compared to such an injury as this ! Please your gracious 
Majesty to hear me speak ; for, as a king, you ought to hear a 
man before you judge him." 

** It is certain you are in danger of becoming a lawful prisoner 
under our proclamation," replied Charles ; " yet we will hear 
you, although we fear that we cannot grant your terms." 

** My lord king," said Sir Simon, ** the worth of gold is never 
known till it is tried, and so it is with men. Had your Majesty 
no occasions for showing mercy, the world could not say, the 
yoimg king (and with the blessing of our Lady may you so 
continue to your life's end) is a merciful king. Now, as I came 
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hither to do good, and without thought of evil, so I hope to be 
allowed to return in safety, whether my mission succeed or not. 
For I came but to say, that the elder and more sober citizens of 
Ghent, being more minded to peace than to war, and hearing it 
was urged that your Majesty should take part against them, they 
would fain oiFer to submit themselves to your will in all things, 
and to lay down their arms, on the condition that your Majesty 
would promise to restore to them their franchises, for they dare 
no longer trust to the Earl, the Lord Lewis de Male." 

At the hearing of these words another expressive glance was 
exchanged between Burgundy and the Countess of Artois. "And 
what security can you offer, citizen," said the Duke in an ironical 
tone, " for the fulfilment of these proffered terms of submission, 
when at the very time you make them, your own people are 
burning and pillaging our towns, before we have taken one 
active step against them 1 " 

" They were some of the rabble who did so," answered Sir 
Simon, " and without the knowledge of the sober citizens, or of 
us, the rulers of Ghent." 

" The sober part of your citizens are few in number," replied 
the Duke ; " and your rule is but in name, if such acts are done 
with impunity." 

Sir Simon hung down his head at the hearing of these words, 
whilst De Clisson spoke apart to the King, and in so low a tone 
of voice that what he said could be heard by no one else in the 
apartment. Charles appeared to listen with much attention, 
and, turning towards Sir Simon, said, " Our valiant Constable 
has advised us ; and though, since our proclamation, we are not 
bound to receive your unauthorized mission, still he would that 
we should entertain it, on condition that you bear back to the 
citizens of Ghent a proposal of such terms as we may accept in 
justice to our allies." 

" I will most gladly bear your Grace's proposition," said Sir 
Simon, ** because it must be an honourable one, since it comes 
from the lips of a king." 

"Hear, then, the terms on which our wise counsellor and 
valiant Constable advises us to accept the submission of Ghent, 
and to forbear to carry on the war," continued Charles. " First, 
that the heads of your leaders, Philip Von Artaveld and Peter 
du Bois, be forfeited to the executioner, as an act of public 
justice ; and secondly, that it shall be at our pleasure to restore 
such franchises as we may think fit to grant, and no other." 
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Sir Simon started at hearing the proposal of these terms. 
His head, which had hitherto hung down, became suddenly 
erect, his cheeks flushed, and the whole person of the little 
goldsmith seemed to swell with feelings of indignation. "What! 
my lord king," said Sir Simon, who felt a more than ordinary 
share of courage from the wrath that was boiling within him, 
" to whom does your Grace think your Majesty is making such 
terms of proposal? I am no kinj^, nor constable either; hut 
one who has long expounded the laws and done justice as chief 
burgomaster in the good town of Ghent, and I never yet found 
a law, divine or human, that could sanction treachery, though 
the proposal of it came from the lips of a prince." 

** You are an insolent and a bold man," said the Duke of 
Burgundy ; ** you shall suffer for this." 

*' I am an honest man," replied Sir Simon, and he turned to 
confront the Duke, *' and I dare suffer for it" 

Montmorenci, who exceedingly enjoyed the scene that was 
passing, as an excellent subject for jesting, and had continued 
to provoke Sir Simon, by attending to his speeches with an air 
and a smile of ineffable contempt, now, in order still further to 
enrage tlie hunted goldsmith, said.** In good sooth, most worthy 
expounder of laws, and compounder of metals, it were pity you 
left the court ; since, if you remain, we should have the benefit 
of wisdom that would instruct us all." 

" If wisdom can be taught by fools," replied Sir Simon, 
sharply, as he looked at the young Count, ** there will be no lack 
of it whilst you prate in a court." 

Tlie laugh now turned against Montmoreaici, in which the 
young King heartily joined. The scene was altogether an ex- 
traordinary one. It was one of mirth, and yet too serious not 
to alarm the fears of Burgundy and the Countess of Artois, for 
they had all along apprehended that the citizens of Ghent, in 
order to terminate the war, would throw themselves upon the 
government of France, to the final exclusion of the Earl of 
Flanders. All their hopes, therefore, rested in rendering fruit- 
less the attempts at negotiation on the part of the rebels, and 
inducing Charles immediately to commence hostilities in Flanders. 
The return of Sir Simon to Ghent was a thing by all means to 
be prevented, since his detention as a prisoner would, for the 
present, prevent all farther attempts at negotiation on the part 
of the White Hoods with the King of France. 
The Countess resolved to make a bold effort to procure the 
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end she desired. Fully aware that she was secure of being 
supported by the Duke of Burgundy, she advanced immediately 
before the throne, and thus addressed the King : " My gracious 
prince, I know something of this man, who comes here as the 
chief of a deputation from his party. He has twenty times ere 
this acted in the same capacity. I know him to be an artful 
insurgent, the instigator of rebellion. It was he who, in com- 
pany with John Lyon, and the infamous Peter du Bois, once 
foiced himself into my presence at a banquet I gave to the 
citizens of Bruges. I now bid you beware of him ; his assumed 
simplicity is but the cloak of deceit. I openly proclaim him an 
arch-traitor." 

" This is indeed a serious charge," said the King ; ** and yet 
there is something about Sir Simon that would make us, lady, 
think you judged too harshly of him ; for plain manners and 
plain dealing we have been taught to believe, from the example 
of our Constable, are sure notes and signs of honesty." 

" Yet there is one question I must ask," said the Duke of 
Burgundy, " that seems to me of import. Were you. Sir Simon, 
in company with John Lyon and Du Bois, when they forced 
themselves into the presence of the Countess, at her banquet at 
Bruges ] " 

" I was with them, I grant," replied Sir Simon ; ** but I was 
not one of those who either proposed or wished to intrude my- 
self at the supper of any dame, however noble. And how that 
banquet concluded, the Countess herself may best tell you." 

" Still you admit you were present," said the Duke, **and in 
company with two of the most daring leaders of this rebellion. 
The circumstance is alone sufficient to excite the worst suspicions. 
Your Grace must not let this man depart." 

"If I am to be dealt with," said Sir Simon, "according to 
the suggestions of the lady of Artois, I would beg a priest to 
shrive me, and a clerk to make my testament, for I should look 
for little else than the fate of John Lyon." 

"What mean you, madman," exclaimed the Countess, "by 
these dark insinuations 1 Do you presume to impugn my name 1 
and in this presence ! " 

"You are apt, madam," replied Sir Simon, "in comprehend- 
ing all I mean. I charge you with nothing in direct terms, for 
I know well you would bear me down, though I spoke with the 
tongue of truth itself. I do not attack your fair fame ; but a 
fair fame cannot cancel a foul deed. And low bom, as you are 
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pleased to call me (yet I am not so low bom either, for I am 
something in my native city, as chief burgomaster and master'^of 
the golddmiths' company, to say nothing of the honour of my 
knighthood), yet I would rather be the poorest wretch that walks 
the face of the earth, than bear about with me a heart in whose 
storehouse I could look to find nothing but base metals and 
bastard gold, acts gilt over to the world, but worthless as dross." 

" Hold your peace, insolent man," said the Countess, ^ nor 
dare thus give license to your tongue in the presence of 
majesty." 

" I may more easily hold my peace," continued Sir Simon, 
" than you can quiet a little voice that will some time or other 
speak to you, day and night, and bid you remember a poor gid, 
an orphan, whose father died (I do not say how) at your 
banquet" 

**Have done with this," said the Duke of Burgundy. "I 
arrest you. Sir Simon, for having passed hither without permis- 
sion from the council, according to the t^ior of the proclamation, 
and ^on suspicion of your being a spy. Tour fellow-citizens, 
who attend you, must also remain prisoners. Conduct them all 
to the dungeons of the castle. I act as guardian to the king, to 
save him from danger." 

"Nay, uncle," said Charles, "you shall not be thus rigid. 
We do not fear these men ; let them go hence in safety ; and 
for Sir Simon, we judge better of him than you do. Give him 
liberty." 

**No," said Sir Oliver de Clisson, interfering, ** these men 
must not return to Ghent at the present moment. Should we 
suffer them to do so after the proclamation, we contradict our 
own act, and show it to be useless ; other unauthorized deputa- 
tions will intrude upon us ; and at the present time, when we 
are about to march against these Flemings, they may carry back 
intelligence injurious to our cause. You may nse them well, 
my prince, but they must remain prisoners." 

" We are loth to lay violent hands upon them," replied the 
King, " since they came hither trusting our good faith ; but we 
must not run counter to the opinions of wiser and older heads 
than our own. Sir Simon, you and your fellow-citizens are 
prisoners to France. Give up your swords." 

" There, your Grace," said Sir Simon, ** there is mine ; and I 
can safely say it has a clear conscience, clear as its bright blade, 
for it has never yet been dipped in the blood of a fellow-creature. 
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I am a man of peace, and act more with the sword of justice in 
the town-hall of my own city, than with one of hattle in the 
open field. All the deputations, and they have been many, 
that I have headed, have all been in the hope to obtain peace ; 
and so they have at last brought me to be a prisoner. £ut I 
would crave a boon of your Grace's majesty." 

" Say it,'* replied the King, " and if it be one that we can 
grant, consistent with our duty, it shall not be denied." 

" My lord king," said Sir Simon, " I have hitherto been 
housed and cared for, and lodged fitting my condition and my 
name as an honest man ; but as honesty is not always a shield 
against the evil accidents of this life, I once got into a fray 
which consigned rue for some time to the Earl's prisons of Ecclo. 
I was innocent, and I forgive those who sent me there, since, if 
they believed me guilty, they did right, and they could only, 
by putting me in prison, give me the penalty of the deed of 
which I was accused. But, somehow or other, ever since that 
period, I have looked with terror upon stone walls, iron bars, 
and double locks. I would, therefore, beg your Grace to feel for 
me ; and if I must be a prisoner, to keep me such on my word 
of honour — a prisoner at largo, but not to send me to a dungeon, 
nor these my honest companions, like rebels and malefactors. 
None of us have ever drawn a sword." 

Charles, jsensibly moved by the simplicity of the goldsmith, 
could not but thmk his uncle and the Countess dealt hardly 
with him. 

"We will accept your word of honour, and that of your 
friends," replied Charles ; ** you shall all of you remain prisoners 
on your parole." 

Sir Simon gratefully acknowledged this act of liberality in 
the young King, pledged his word, on the honour of a knight, 
both for himself and his companions, neither to take up arms 
nor to attempt an escape whilst under the power of France. 

The Duke of Burgundy made some objections to this indulg- 
ence; but De Clisson, who was of a nobler mind, approved 
the conduct of the young king, at the same time advising that 
Sir Simon and his companions should be kept about the court, 
in order to be under the eye of the council, for fear of their 
holding intercourse with the enemy. De Montmorenci, who 
foresaw much amusement from the simplicity of the goldsmith, 
highly approved the measure, which was adopted. 

Apartments were assigned to the unlucky members of this 
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fruitless (loputation, and they were forthwith conducted to them, 
in ordor that the council might pursue their deliberations on the 
measures necessary to be taken in the march against the Flemings. 
Charles, with the impatience of boyhood, eagerly followed a 
new pursuit Delighted at the thoughts of playing the man, 
and wearing armour in an actual contest, he forgot his desire to 
go out a hawking, and talked of nothing but the expedition. De 
Clisson rejoiced to see this martial spirit in his young prince, 
yet' insisted on a greater time for preparation ; but tiie King 
would scarcely hear of it, so great was his impatience. 

On the same day the Countess departed to raise her people, 
having previously induced the Duke of Burgundy to promise 
iier tlmt he would so aiTange matters, that the allied army should 
enti»r Flanders by the bridge of Commines. 

A few days after the departure of Margaret of Artois, the 
King of France received intelligence that the Lord Lewis de 
Mule had reached Lille in safety, after a perilous escape from 
his enemies, and that he was now collecting a powerful army to 
join the king, in order to attack the White Hoods in full force. 
In the mean time the rebels, elevated by their late successes, 
were more intent upon subduing the town of Oudeuarde, which 
thoy liad besieged, than in watcliing the movements of the Earl 
and his party, since, in fact, they held both in contempt, think- 
uig themselves invincible after the capture of Bruges. 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

We shall not dwell upon the various intrigues that went on 
either on the part of the rebels or of the French, in the course 
of the war which the latter had now openly proclaimed against 
the former. These intrigues will be found amply detailed by the 
historians of the time. Suffice it to say, that Philip Von 
Artaveld made a fruitless attempt to obtain the alliance of the 
English ; and that the Duke of Burgundy, ever mindful of his 
own interest, and impatient to wear the coronet of Flanders on 
his own head, so successfally managed his intrigues, that when 
Lewis de Male joined with the French, and brought up his 
forces, he was held but secondary in the quarrel which had been 
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originally instituted in order to restore him to his dominions. 
The Earl was not consulted on any material point, nor was he 
even summoned to take a place in the council of the French 
Kin.c:. 

Whatever were the sentiments of Sir Walter d'Anghien, he 
still faithfully adhered to his uncle's cause, nor did he sufEer the 
indignation he felt at these proceedings on the part of the French, 
to slacken his own exertions in the path of duty. Conscious 
that it was impossible the Earl could now break with France, 
he avoided everything that could lead to a rupture, or increase 
the jealousy of Burgundy. 

Another powerful motive to stimulate Sir Walter to honour- 
able exertion, was the presence of Anna, she having accompanied 
the train of Lewis in this expedition ; for the Earl was not in- 
sensible of the obligations he owed to this heroic maid, and, 
anxious to preserve her life and honour, he had not dared, in 
the present distracted state of the country, to leave her at Lille ; 
nor could he confide her to the care of the Countess, wlio (in- 
dependent 'of her personal dislike to Anna) was now busied in 
raising her men-al^arms in Artois, and was no fit guardian for 
the unfortunate orphan of a rebel leader. It was at first 
determined that Anna should be placed within a religious 
sanctuary, but upon the very eve of her departure, the convent 
that had been chosen for her security was burnt and pillaged by 
the White Hoods, the miserable inhabitants suffering every 
indignity civil war could inflict. After this outrage, the Earl 
and Sir Walter d'Anghien judged it better for Anna's safety, 
that she should accompany them with the French army, where 
although she must necessarily remain in the midst of war and 
tumult, she was at least secure of brave and devoted friends, 
who would guard her at the risk of their lives ; and, should a 
battle prove inevitable, they could then, if driven to extremity, 
place her in some convent near the scene of action, till the fate 
of the day should be decided. 

When Lewis de Male had joined the French, and found how 
indifferently he was received by his allies, he became yet more 
anxious to keep Anna from the French court. She was, there- 
fore, held apart in the utmost privacy, attended by one of her 
own sex, who had accompanied her from Lille; and it was 
given out, both by Sir Walter and Lewis, that the damsel they 
had brought with them was an orphan, under the guardianship 
of the Earl. 
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In consoqucnco of this circumstance, and the little cordiality 
that 8ii]>8istod between the French and the Earl, it so chanced 
that neither Anna nor Sir Walter met with Sir Simon de Bete, 
thou^li ho was still a prisoner on his parole at the court of 
Charles. The elders who had borne him company, being con- 
sidered of less importance, from having assumed less consequence 
than the honest goldsmith, had been suffered to return to Ghent^ 
in exchange for some French prisoners. 

All things were now in readiness to commence the marcli 
against the rebels, when the Earl received intelligence from 
Gilbert Matthew of the sickness of the Countess of Artois. She 
was said to be lingering imder some disorder for which the 
leeches could not account, and her spirits were so a£Pected by it 
that she appeared to look on everything about her with perfect 
apathy. At the present moment, it was impossible Lewis could 
leave his station to attend the sick-bed of his mother ; he was, 
therefore, obliged to bid Gilbert Matthew return to the Countess 
of Artois, strictly enjoining him, in case of her death before the 
termination of the war, that ho should keep the event as secret 
as possible, and lose no time in communicating it to the Earl 
himself, before it could be made known to the Duke of Burgundy 
and the French council ; since Lewis resolved that, should his 
mother die during the unsettled state of his affairs, he would 
instantly do homage to Charles, in his own person, for the 
inheritance of Artois, before Burgundy could have time to 
interfere with his dangerous intrigues. Gilbert promised to act 
faithfully, and departed. 

It had been finally resolved that the attempt to cross the river 
Lis should be made at the bridge of Commines, as proposed by 
the Countess. On the morrow, therefore, the King, the Earl, 
and all their people, departed on this expedition ; and having 
gained the banks of the river, Charles was quartered in an abbey 
near the spot, where the council met to determine upon the 
measures to be next adopted. 

The passage of the river was, indeed, more dangerous than 
had been anticipated. Ursula, a useful instrument in the hands 
of Du Bois, had been so ably tutored by him, that, under colour 
of betraying tlie White Hoods to the Countess, she had more 
than once become the means of assisting his plans. It must he 
remembered that it was the Countess who had suggested, through 
the agency of Ursula, the burning of the village in France, in 
order to exasperate the French, so that they should no longer 
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hesitate to join her cause. The wily sorceress communicated the 
plan to Du Bois, who (conscious how vain would prove the 
attempt on his part to conciliate the French, when the Duke of 
Burgundy was heir to the Earl of Flanders) had allowed his 
band to commit the outrage, rightly judging that such an act 
would confirm the Countess in her blind trust of Ursula. Du 
Bois then meditated a deep-laid scheme for the destruction of 
the Countess and her forces at Commines, and employed Ursula 
to become the instrument of his policy, as has been narrated in 
a previoils chapter. 

Sir Walter d'Anghien, who had gladly taken the field in 
support of his uncle's cause, and was now with his followers on 
the banks of the river Lis, considered that it would be well 
previously to reconnoitre the spot where the vanguard of the 
army was to cross the Lis. 

During his residence at the French court, by his bravery and 
courteous bearing, he had made friends, notwithstanding the 
cold manner in which his uncle was received. He had gained 
the esteem of the two gay young lords, Montmorenci and St. 
Py. Young men are less susceptible of party jealousy than 
those of a more mature and calculating age; so that, whilst 
many a grave and subtle courtier looked coldly upon D* Anghien, 
for no other reason than because the royal Dukes did so. Sir 
Walter was a favourite with many of the young nobles and 
thoughtless knights, who regarded him for himself and not for 
his party. 

Of this number were Montmorenci and St. Py. Conspicuous 
for their fopperies at court, they indulged their afiectation, and 
sought to be admired for qualities their better judgment would 
have condemned, but for the vanity of youth, which, rather 
than want distinction, will often seek it by the most frivolous 
means. Yet these fopperies were forgotten when the two young 
lords followed the bent of their natural spirit, which led them 
to brave deeds and manly enterprise. D'Anghien knew well 
their character, and it was to them he now resolved to address 
himself, to gain their assistance in reconnoitering the bridge, 
before the vanguard should attempt to cross it. 

They gladly joined Sir Walter, and advanced with the utmost 
precaution. They soon discovered that the supports of the 
bridge, beneath the arches, had been artfully weakened. They 
also discovered that Peter du Bois was stationed on the opposite 
side with a considerable force, ready to take advantage of the 

u 2 
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stratagem he had contrived for his enemies. D'Anghien now 
held a brief council with his companions, and having come to a 
resolution as to the manner in which they should act, they 
despatched a messenger to Sir Oliver de Clisson, simply to inform 
him of the state of the bridge ; and that before it could be 
crossed, he must provide timber, and all things necessary to 
repair it. Sir Oliver lost no time in despatching people to 
pr« icure whatever might be necessary ; and whilst he was con- 
sidering before the bridge of Commines what must be done, 
D'Anghien and his friends continued to follow the course of the 
river, in order to find out the most advantageous place for 
executing the purpose upon which they had resolved. 

At length they came to a spot where they observed some trees, 
near a hut, which probably belonged to one of those poor people 
who gained a livelihood by fishing in the Lis. A thick grove 
stood on the opposite bank. " There," said Sir Walter to his 
companions, ** there would be a most desirable spot for us to 
attempt our purpose, could we but obtain that boat which I see 
yonder near the margin of the river. Let us hasten on, before 
the boatman can descry us." 

They did so ; but the fisherman observing several armed 
knights coming towards the place where he was engaged in 
angling, and fearing they were the enemy, pushed off, and made 
for the opposite bank of the river as fast as the current of the 
stream would admit. " If he gain the bank," said Sir Walter, 
" our enterprise is over ; he may give intelligence to the White 
Hoods, and they will be down upon us. Here ! help me to 
disarm ; I will dash into the stream, and at all events secure 
the boat." 

In great haste his companions assisted Sir Walter to disarm. 
He no sooner found himself freed from the cumbrous weight of 
his steel casings, than he plunged into the river, bearing nothing 
with him but his dagger. Expert in swimming, strong and 
active, D'Anghien gained the boat, placed his hand upon the 
gunwale, and was safe within her, before the aflrighted fisher 
could recover from his surprise. Sir Walter now promised the 
man to do him no injury, on condition that he would carry the 
boat back again towards the hut, threatening him with instant 
death, should he refuse compliance or give the least alarm. 

The fisherman, who saw no chance of escape, complied, and 
before Sir Walter reached the banks, he was farther induced by 
the promise of reward, to point out a place where two other 
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boats could be procured, and a quantity of cordage, necessary 
for their purpose. 

By this time some of the men-at-arms had joined D*Anghien*s 
party, and they now hastened to carry their plan into execution. 
For this purpose they fixed a strong stake securely into the 
ground, and attached to it a cord. Sir Walter then again entered 
the boat, and crossed the stream with a few of his people. They 
drove a second stake into the opposite bank, to which they 
fastened the other end of the cord, so that the, boat might be 
taken across without the assistance of oars or rudder. The boat 
being cleared, a single person could return with it, to convey 
over others. A similar arrangement was made with the other 
two boats. 

The young Lord de St. Py, desirous to be the first to cross 
the river, jumped into the boat, followed by some of his com- 
panions, and gaining the opposite bank, they immediately con- 
cealed themselves within the thick grove of trees, as had been 
previously arranged, after leaving the boat. 

Sir Walter then embarked with many other knights who had 
been summoned by Montmorenci to join in this enterprise. At 
length Sir Oliver de Clisson heard of their attempt, and, struck 
with the madness of such a daring act, as he deemed it, he 
exclaimed bitterly against the rashness of D'Anghien,and forbad 
any of his own battalion to join the expedition, considering 
those who had already undertaken it as lost men, since he had 
learnt that Du Bois was supported by not less than ten thousand 
of the rebels. 

Yet, willing to aflbrd Sir Walter's party all the assistance 
within his power, the Constable, in order to divert the attention 
of the enemy, caused the arbalisters to shoot from their cross- 
bows upon the people of Du Bois, who were stationed on the 
causeway opposite the bridge. The skirmish was hotly carried 
on, and the van of the allies now appeared as if they were 
determined to effect their passage over the river by the bridge. 

In the mean time, the boats continued to pass over all such 
knights and squires as resolved to join D'Anghien ; and so eager 
were they to follow his example, that they pressed on to the 
spot, and crowding upon each other, a contest prevailed which 
should be the first ; so that it was with considerable difficulty 
any degree of order could be preserved, to prevent accidents 
from overloading the boats. 

The danger of these bold adventurers was extreme ; for had 
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Du Bois entertained the least suspicion of what was going on, 
lie could with ease have surrounded the grove where the knights 
concealed themselves, have hemmed them in, and cut them to 
pieces at pleasure. The evening drew on apace, and the clouds 
that hung thick and heavy during the day, now poured down 
their accumulated burthens in torrents of rain. 

The brave knights, who were stationed in the grove, had 
nothing with them but their arms ; nor was there any place 
where they could procure the least refreshment or repose. But, 
undaunted in spirit, they buckled on their helmets and their 
arms as securely as possible ; and forming themselves into a 
compact body, they resolved to march, though scarcely more 
than four hundred in number, against Du Bois and his host. 

Holding their banners and pennons erect before them, they 
began their march through a deep and heavy marsh near the 
river, led on by D*Anghien, St. Py, and Montmorenci, resolving 
that they would that night make good their quarters in the town 
of Commines, or perish before its walls. But the ground through 
which they had to pass impeded their progress at every step, 
and sunk with them above the steel solerets that guarded their 
feet. Notwithstanding these difficulties, they kept their ranks, 
and advanced undismayed towards the scene of action. 

Du Bois from the advantageous station he occupied upon ijjie 
causeway, descried these men coming towards him, and exclaimed, 
** What do I see 1 What devil has conjured up this armed host 
of madmen 1 How have they crossed the river ] But hell that 
sent them forth, shall soon receive them back again. Before 
morning dawns, not a man shall live to tell how he came to this 
spot." 

Peter le Nuit^e, who acted as second in command under Du 
Bois, proposed that they should instantly fall upon them, and 
offer them up that night as a supper for the crows. 

" No," said Du Bois; ** let them advance; we have the ad- 
vantage of position. When the night comes on, we will down 
upon them, and cut them off ; for by that time they must be 
exhausted and spent with fatigue. Let our men remain where 
they are for the present." 

The orders of Du Bois were strictly obeyed ; his men continued 
in a body upon the causeway at the foot of the bridge, in silence, 
waiting for their enemies. In the mean time, the evening drew 
on apace, yet it was not so dark but that De Clisson could 
perfectly well observe what was passing on the opposite side the 



THE WHITE HOODS. 295 

• 
river. And now, looking towards the marsh, he burst into a 

passionate exclamation of grief and dismay, when he beheld the 

flower of the knighthood that composed the allied armies, the 

youngest and the bravest, marching on to meet inevitable death. 

At the sight of this. Sir Oliver lost all patience ; and his blood 

ran cold within his veins, as he exclaimed, "Oh, my brave 

knights, my gallant friends ! You are lost, and I live to see it. 

I look upon you advancing to death, without the means to aid 

or save yoiL But by St. Denis ! " continued the valiant Constable, 

" I will not play the woman, and wail, whilst a chance remains 

that I might act to serve you. I, who forbade my people to 

follow on this mad enterprise, now give permission to all to pass 

over, if they can in any manner gain a passage. Let them cast 

timbers athwart the bridge. Collect boughs from the trees. 

Throw down your shields to make a footing ; do what you can, my 

brave followers, to save that gallant band, or to die with them." 

No sooner was this command issued by De Clisson, than 
every knight, esquire, and man-at-arms, who composed the 
vanguard, hastened to be of the rescue. "With the utmost alacrity 
they brought forward planks of wood, and whatever they could 
collect, to make a footing to pass the bridge, casting down even 
their shields to facilitate their purpose. The cross-bow men 
continued to pour their shafts upon the White Hoods, who, thus 
warmly attacked, scarcely knew what they did — so distracted 
were they between the enemy from the marsh, and those who, 
stationed on the opposite side of the river, were using every 
exertion to rescue D'Anghien and his party. 

But notwithstanding these most strenuous exertions, the van 
were soon obliged to give over the attempt, for the night closed 
in upon them in such obscurity, that they could no longer act. 
The scene was rendered yet more dark and dreary by the thick 
clouds and the heavy rain that pattered down in all directions. 
Still, anxious for the safety of their friends, neither De Clisson 
nor his people could leave the spot, and they remained in awful 
suspense, awaiting the return of that light which they expected 
would show them nothing but the objects of their anxiety a 
heap of fallen men. 

But neither darkness nor danger, nor toil nor rain, nor hunger 
nor thirst, could subdue the spirits of these brave and self- 
devoted adventurers. Struggling at every step, they had now 
gained the very centre of the marsh, and there they made a halt, 
since it was so dark that to move forward was impossible ; and 
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here they resolved to stand, through the long and cold night, 
under arms, and ready for battle. They were now ankle deep 
in water, whilst the rain that beat upon their helmets ran from 
them like a torrent. 

D'Anghien and St. Py, who both knew the country, all the 
night long at times advanced, even to the very outposts of the 
enemy, to observe their measures, and to guard their own people 
from a surprise, encouraging them both by their words and their 
example. At length the cold and dim light of morning gradually 
broke through heavy clouds that gave a grey and dismal appear- 
ance to every surrounding object. The rain still fell, yet with 
less violence ; and although the morning-light presented a sad 
spectacle to the eye of these brave men, pale from fatigue, 
hunger, and want of rest, their bright arms tarnished, their 
pennons drooping and dripping with water, yet still it showed 
them equally firm and unchanged in spirit, resolved never to 
give way, but to pursue their enterprise even to death. 

During the whole of the night they had preserved a profound 
silence, lest they should draw upon themselves the attention of 
the enemy. No murmur nor complaint had escaped their lips ; 
and notwithstanding all the difficulties by which, they were 
surrounded, they neither broke their ranks nor laid down their 
spears and shields. 

The hour now approached when Du Bois, taking advantage 
of the first dawn of light, prepared to come down upon them. 

D'Anghien saw the movement. "Now, my friends, now," 
he exclaimed, " since our numbers are too few to advance to the 
attack, let us stand firm to meet it. When the Flemish dogs 
come down upon us, let our spears receive their bodies on the 
point. They are rude and undisciplined ; they cannot cope with 
a body of chosen knights. They come ! they come 1 — close 
ranks, advance spears, and shout with me, *Our Lady for 
Flanders ! St. Sebastian for the Lion ! * " 

In a moment all was changed. The wide extent of open 
country, which hitherto had been wrapped in profound silence, 
now rang with the cry of war, the confusion of the melee, and 
the shouts of the warriors. The tumult was fearful, and meet- 
ing the ear of De Clisson and his companions, as they were 
stationed on the opposite bank, they started up, and De Clisson, 
finding it impossible to join his beloved comrades, rode up and 
down by the side of the river, shouting with them, and talking 
aloud, as if he was actually engaged by their side, and would 
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encourage them to the onset; varying his shouts and his ex- 
clamations according as he observed the fluctuation of the field. 
" Our Lady for France ! " exclaimed the Constable, " St. Denis 
for D'Anghien ! Gallantly encountered. A body of men that 
would delight the eyes of Du Guesclin himself— lances Hke a 
hedge, to impale the rogues that rush upon them ! ^Now 
Bordeaux steel be firm and sharp, and the day is our own. 
Ay, shout, my brave knights. See, my lord of Burgundy," he 
continued, addressing the Duke, who was now by his side, " see, 
the rascals are falling like rotten sheep in their own pastures. 
False-hearted, cowardly knaves ! Ay, now, that is right ! 
D'Anghien follows up the rout. Down with them ; spare none. 
See ! see ! they fly ! St. Py follows — D'Anghien leads on. 
But, good God ! " exclaimed De Clisson, " he is mad ; he is gone 
too far." 

" Who is that fellow," said the Duke of Burgundy, " that 
surrounded by a crew of desperate ruffians, armed with iron 
staves, makes such a stand 1 " 

" I know the wretch," replied De Clisson, " for he wears the 
armour of a knight ; it is Du Bois. D'Anghien will be sur- 
rounded ; he must be cut off. Oh ! I cannot look upon the 
slaughter of so brave a spirit ; " and the Constable, used as he 
was to battle, and accustomed to see the young and the brave 
fall by his side, turned aside his head, and shuddered. 
" Look ! look again, my lord," said Burgundy. 
" D'Anghien is still alive," exclaimed De Clisson, in almost 
breathless anxiety ; " he fights like Du Guesclin. Oh, brave 
D'Anghien ! all the saints fight for you. St. Py to the rescue ; 
Montmorenci follows him; he is saved; thank God! thank 
God ! And look who falls ] " 

" It is Du Bois," said Burgundy; **he is pierced through by 
D'Anghien's spear ; see, his men bear him off the field." 

" But the villain is not dead," exclaimed De Clisson, " for he 
points with his hand to D'Anghien. They foUow, they follow : 
the day must be our own. On, on ; St. Denis be with you ! 
Hark ! again they shout ; ay, our Lady for Flanders ! our Lady 
for D'Anghien ! " Thus did the gallant Constable continue to 
shout, and to charge up and down the side of the river, where, 
though unable to share the danger of the contest, or to aid the 
success of his friends, he partook of all the fluctuating hopes 
and fears, of all the enthusiasm of battle ; and seeing his com- 
rades finally victorious, half frantic with joy, he snatched his 
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own banner from the hand of the body squire that bore it, and 
exclaimed, as he waved it to and fro, high in the air, " Victory ! 
victory ! victory for France ! Victory for D* Anghien ; " and so 
he continued shouting, as if to make the victors sensible that he 
witnessed and shared in the glory of their triumph. 

Their victory was, indeed, beyond their utmost hopes. Their 
enemies fled before them, whilst Du Bois, dangerously wounded, 
and unable to direct the movement of his people, escaped but 
with life, as he was hurried off the field of action, borne on the 
shields of his own men-at-arms. Again did the vanguard of 
De Clisson renew their exertions ; and in less than three hours 
the bridge was rendered passable. Sir Oliver then poured down 
upon the rebels ; they were completely defeated, and above four 
thousand left dead upon the spot. 

The allied armies, victorious in their first onset, now prepared 
to cross the Lis. Charles the Sixth of France, the Earl of 
Flanders, and all their knights and followers, entered in triumph 
within the precincts of Commines. The King was lodged in 
an abbey, from which all the monks had fled, in fear and amaze- 
ment during the scene of the morning. The town was taken, 
burnt, and pillaged ; and before night, the whole of the army 
managed to pass over in safety that bridge of Commines that 
had been designed to become the means of their destruction. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



Although, in the preceding chapter, we have given an ac- 
count of the daring action at Commines, it is not our intention 
to detail the various interesting events which followed previous 
to the battle of Rosebecque. Suffice it to say, that, although 
the French held their footing in Flanders, they had not yet 
subdued the "White Hoods, since Von Artaveld maintained a 
powerful force, and, assisted by Du Bois, who was now recovered 
from his wounds, eagerly desired to meet the Earl and his allies 
in a regular battle, that might at once decide the fate of these 
long-contested quarrels. The rebels had gone too far to look for 
mercy j nor could the people of Ghent hope for any peace that 
would uphold their liberties, unless it was obtained by victory. 

Philip Von Artaveld, determined and active in his measures, 
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levied so powerful a force, that scarcely did he leave in Ghent 
a man capable of bearing arms, except a sufficient number to 
guard the city from surprise. With a body of not less than 
sixty thousand men, Philip once more took the field, and ad- 
vanced to meet the King of France, who was now quartered, 
with the Flemings of the Earl's party, near Kosebecque, there 
suffering many hardships, both from the season of the year and 
the incessant exertions they had made to keep the field. 

Between Kosebecque and the open extensive country which 
lay before it, was situated a small eminence or hill, called * Mont 
d'Or;' and about half a league from the foot of this hill ap- 
peared a thick grove of trees, guarded in front by a deep fosse. 
Here it was Von Artaveld encamped ; and it was soon under- 
stood by both armies that a decisive battle must speedily ensue. 
The greater part of Von Artaveld's men were armed with steel 
caps and haubergeons, with clubs sharply pointed with steel and 
bound with iron, and each man had by his side a long and 
broad-bladed knife. The companies of the different towns wore 
a peculiar habit, like a surcoat, worked with the arms of their 
city ; and the banners of the various trades to which they 
belonged were carried by persons appointed for that service. 
Their engines of war consisted principally of cannon, the cross 
and long bow, and a sort of hand-grenade. A stout band of 
English archers were also enlisted (having stolen from Calais for 
that purpose), at a high rate, to give their assistance. Thus 
armed and supported, Philip advanced, and on the 27th day of 
November, in the year of grace 1382, encamped in the plains 
near * Mont d'Or,' expecting that on the morrow the French 
would advance from Kosebecque to give him battle. 

Upon that memorable night Von Artaveld gave a supper to 
all his chief captains, when the various plans and the order of 
the combat were discussed. After supper, Philip addressed his 
companions in arms in the most animated manner, representing 
to tiiem the sufferings and injuries Ghent had sustained, and 
conjuring them, to a man, to support her freedom with the last 
drop of their blood. Du Bois also addressed them ; but whilst 
Philip Von Artaveld dwelt upon the justice of their cause in 
support of liberty, Du Bois talked only of revenge, and stimu- 
lated them to an unsparing attack on the morrow. 

The supper ended. Von Artaveld ordered a strict watch to be 
kept during the night, and all the rest of his people to recruit 
themselves by repose. Exhausted by the unremitting exertions 
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he had made during the day, he retired early from the supper to 
his tent : Du Bo is (whose tent was stationed next to Philip's) 
promising to become the captain of the watch, and, if necessary, 
to apprise Von Artaveld, should anything of import occur to 
require his presence. 

All was profoundly still throughout the encampment of the 
insurgents, save when now and then the clink of arms was 
heard, or the cry of the guard from out-post to out-post, as they 
hailed each other at the hour of relief. The air was fresh and 
cold, and the moon, now in her wane, looked pale and sickly, as 
masses of dark and heavy clouds flitted before her. In various 
parts of the held large watch-fires had been kindled ; some were 
still burning, and blazed high in the air, their flames eddying 
with the wind, whilst others lay but a heap of smouldering ashes. 

Within the tent of Von Artaveld a small fire was still burn- 
ing ; and, though the night was cold, he had left the entrance 
partially open, in order that he might hear, should anything 
occur daring the night to require his attention. Through this 
opening a ray of moonlight now and then stole in, as the clouds 
cleared for a moment to afford a melancholy light — a light that 
now gleamed upon one who sat watching the slumbers of Von 
Artaveld, ai* he rested on a rough bed within the tent, still 
partially armed, in readiness for any exigency. 

The person who thus watched the slumbers of the young and 
valiant leader of the White Hoods was clad in the dress of a 
page, but of more than ordinary elegance, gay in colour, and 
richly ornamented. The jerkin was of light blue, embroidered 
with silver. A mantle, lined with minever, was thrown care- 
lessly over the shoulders ; and from beneath the little blue velvet 
cap, adorned in front by a precious jewel, long tresses of black 
hair hung clustering down the back and about the face. The 
figure of the page was light and graceful, though rather below 
the middle height ; and there was altogether something in the air 
and appearance of the youth, that bespoke one more accustomed 
to the bower of peace than to the camp of war. 

Even in this dress it was not difficult to recognize the un- 
happy and guilty Bianca, whose character and errors are already 
known to the reader. She had accompanied Von Artaveld, who 
was fondly attached to her, in many of his expeditions, in the 
dress and cliaracter of his page. Her face looked as beautiful 
as ever, but a cast of melancholy shaded her brow, and her lips, 
which hitherto were wont to smile to please Von Artaveld, were 
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now fixed and motionless. The whole expression of her conn- 
tenance denoted that serious and tranquil mood which partakes 
of no strong emotion either of joy or sorrow, but the settled 
melancholy of a wounded spirit. Her large black eyes for some 
time were fixed upon her sleeping paramour, till, raising her 
head, she looked upon the stream of moonlight that gleamed 
within the tent, and her eyes became suffused with tears. She 
sighed deeply, and turned again towards Von Artaveld. " I 
will cast my mantle about him," she softly murmured, *' for the 
night is cold, to-morrow I may not do so much for him — 
to-morrow ! " 

Again she mused, and again a deep sigh burst from her 
bosom, as she stooped down and gently placed her mantle upon 
Von Artaveld, to guard him from the night air. Whilst she did 
so, Philip awoke, and started up, but immediately remembering 
where he was, he gently chid Bianca for being still a watcher ; 
and asked why she had not sought repose. 

" No," said Bianca, " I will watch by you this night. Von 
Artaveld, I am sick at heart ; and I would fain acquit myself 
well towards you, for you have ever been kind to me — I am not 
ungrateful." 

** And wherefore watch by me to-night in particular," inquired 
Philip ; '* you speak, Bianca, in a sad and melancholy strain. 
You should support my spirits, that I may meet the dangers of 
to-morrow as a man ; you should not thus depress me." 

"I would not willingly do so," answered Bianca; "but my 
heart is heavy within me. Oh, Philip ! who shall say what 
to-morrow may bring forth 1 My mind misgives me, that some- 
thing sad may happen. To-morrow, you may be a corpse, and 
I may be — " continued Bianca, as the tears fell fast down her 
pale cheeks — " but what can I be more than I have long been — 
an outcast 1 " 

"An outcast!" said Von Artaveld, eagerly repeating the 
word, — " you an outcast ! Have I, then, Bianca, been so un- 
mindful of your comforts, that you should call yourself by such 
a name 1 " 

" No," said Bianca ; " you have been all that is kind 
to me. Could kindness sanctify dishonour, I might be happy. 
But oh, Philip, you know not the heart of the miserable 
woman you have taken to be the guilty partner of your lawless 
love." 

Von Artaveld looked astonished at hearing Bianca address 
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him in such an unwonted strain. He conjured her to tell him 
plainly the cause. 

" Yes," replied Bianca, *' yes, I will unload the burthen that 
oppresses my soul — a burthen greater by the effort I have long 
made to bear it alone. This hour, Philip, is a solemn one 
between us ; it may be, perhaps, the last of mutual confidence, 
and it shall be then entire. These tears that fall from my eyes 
give birth to a tenderness of sorrow I have not known for many 
years. J can weep now, thank God, I can shed a tear. I can, 
therefore, suffer without the frenzy of fevered sorrow. I can 
tell a sad tale in calm words.'* 

"What talel what mean you, sweetest Bianca 1" said Von 
Artaveld ; " speak, I conjure you. You know how much I 
would do for you ; and, but for one error, I would have made 
you my wife." 

" Yes, yes ; there it is," replied Bianca ; " I know all your 
generous care. Can you, can you pardon the wretch who has 
aj)used your confidence — ^who never loved you 1 " 

Philip started, and dropped the hand of his beautiful mistress, 
which he had till now held within his own. He breathed short, 
walked some paces up and down his tent, and passing his hand 
hastily across his forehead, as if struggling to give utterance to 
his feelings, he at length said, " Bianca, I was not prepared for 
this. I thought you dearly loved, dearly requited my unbounded 
affection — but go on, I will try to bear it as a man ; for I have 
the duties of a man to act, and to-morrow, perhaps, in doing 
them, I may lose, with life, all cause of sorrow — I did not think 
that anything could so have moved me. Why tell me this at 
such a moment 1 " 

Bianca advanced, threw herself on her knees before him, and 
seizing his hand, passionately exclaimed, in a voice that bespoke 
the agitated state of her feelings, " Oh, forgive me ! pardon a 
wretch, who at this moment would die to prove her gratitude to 
you ; she speaks thus unkindly, but to prove the sincerity of the 
deep — deep remorse that fills her bosom. Bianca seeks but your 
pardon ere she dies " 

** Dies ! " exclaimed Von Artaveld, who forgot his own recent 
cause of pain in a generous feeling for Bianca; "dies! Oh, 
Bianca I what is this? Tell me, I conjure you." 

"Hear me," said Bianca; ** I will never rise from your feet, 
till I make a full confession of my guilt ; tiU I have obtained 
that pardon from you, which I hope to find in heaven. God 
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has touched my heart ; he has awakened in my soul the deep, 
long agonies of penitence. Hear ine, and let the shame that 
now covers my brow with crimson, and renders me hateful even 
in my own eyes, let it plead for mercy in yours — nay, give me 
your hand ; to-morrow, I will not dare to ask it of you." 

" Rise, Bianca, rise," said Yon Artaveld. " Do not kneel to 
me ! I know not what this distress, that seems involved in 
some impenetrable mystery, would import. But there is such a 
heai-t-rending sonow in your words, such a tone of misery in the 
accents of your voice, that I cannot think them merely wild 
expressions. Tell me all I am to learn ; this suspense is 
terrible." 

" I am indeed most wretched," said Bianca. " I have sought 
to find a solace for my woes in the misery of others — I have 
tasted of the bitter draught of vengeance — I have triumphed in 
the ruin that I caused — I have dared heaven itself, and all in 
requital of my own wrongs, of my own sufferings ; but I have 
never known one hour's peace. I have injured, abused, the 
generous confidence you have shown to me. I loved my princely 
seducer, Lewis of Flanders. He basely deserted me to follow 
the virtuous daughter of a simple burgher : maddened by 
jealousy, I vowed to wreak a dreadful vengeance. Still the 
fear of want, whilst misery and poverty stared me in the face, 
made me listen to your vows of love, and I added guilt to guilt 
by again becoming thp victim of a lawless affection; and in 
order to make you the instrument of my revenge upon the Earl, 
I joined with wretches to betray you to ruin." 

"To what," exclaimed Von Artaveld; "to ruin! What 
mean you ] " 

"Ay, to ruin," repeated Bianca ; **I urged you to become a 
traitor to your prince. To humble Lewis even to the dust, to 
make him poor and abject, an outcast like myself, I urged you 
to rise in arms against him ; and thus have I brought you (who 
have cherished, loved, and protected me even in infamy) to 
misery, and I fear to death." 

" No," said Philip, " if it be an act of guilt, you have not to 
answer for it. I have taken up arms in defence of the liberties 
of my native city ? I have but followed the footsteps of my 
father." 

" And you will share his fate," answered Bianca. ** He was 
murdered." 

" But I live," said Von Artaveld, " live to defend my country 
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from oppression ; and if T die, it shall be in the field, not by 
the hand of the assassin. We are strong in arms, and Du Bois 
is both willing and able to unite heart and hand with me in the 
general cause." 

" Du Bois is a villain," replied Bianca — ** a villain of the 
blackest dye. He it was who first persuaded me to induce you 
to join him : he has followed his own selfish purposes under the 
colour of acting for the benefit of Ghent. He has pursued his 
plans through a sea of guilt that I now shudder but to think 
upon. Do not trust him." 

** If this be true," said Von Artaveld, " I have trusted him 
too far already ; but we are now so allied together, and upon the 
very eve of battle I dare not break with him. To separate now 
might bring on a quarrel that would end in the min of our 
cause." 

" Have you given orders," inquired Bianca, " that the life of 
no one is to be spared in the battle to-morrow ] " 

" No," said Von Artaveld ; " I have issued orders to spare all 
who yield themselves to mercy." 

" Du Bois then has abused the trust that you repose in him," 
answered Bianca ; "for I know he has especially instructed his 
own people to spare no one." 

Von Artaveld appeared astonished at hearing this. "And 
who," he inquired, " can convey his orders unknown to meV* 

" Ursula," said Bianca, " Ursula, that fiend in woman's form 
— she who first led my youth, hy the path of temptation, from 
innocence to guilt. She is the chosen and active agent of Du 
Bois. I saw her but now glide into his tent. ■ She bears his 
messages, and acts for him as a go-between in infamy ; she does 
it often under colour of dealing in her accursed traffic of witch- 
craft, and so she rules the minds of the common people ; they 
obey her with fear and trembling." 

** She shall meet her doom, then," replied Philip. ** If these 
things can be proved against her, and I live to win the field 
to-morrow, she shall suffer. And now, Bianca, hear me. Should 
I fall, I would yet provide for your safety. Take this purse, it 
contains more than sufficient to convey you from this country. 
Hear, and follow my directions." 

" I do not need it," said Bianca ; " I have too long shared 
your bounty to need gold. My resolution is taken, should you 
outlive to-morrow, or should you perish." 

" If I fall, we part indeed," answered Von Artaveld; "but 
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if I live as victor, Bianca shall share the triumph of Von 
Artaveld." 

Bianca cast her eyes upon the ground, and said, in a low hut 
firm voice, " Whether you live as a victor, or whether you fall 
as a traitor, still we part for ever ; hut I will rememher your 
generous care of me, even till that hour when the tomh shall 
close upon my guilt." 

Von Artaveld again seized the hand of Bianca. There was 
such a solemnity, such a deep melancholy, in her manner, that he 
felt overpowered hy her words, and fearing to ask her purpose, he 
could only look upon her in silence, awaiting what was to follow. 
After a moment's pause, she continued — 

" Whilst you, Philip, were engaged at Bruges, I fell grievously 
sick at Ghent ; the consequence, I helieve, of my own disturbed 
thoughts, and the perpetual conflict of violent and agitating 
feelings. But I thank God, that sickiless of the body will, I 
trust, give me health of souL Thinking my death at hand, for 
the first time I looked upon my past life without the prejudice 
of passion. I looked, and shuddered to meet my God. In this 
state of mind I was found hy a holy monk, who came to me to 
administer the last consolations of the church. He cherished 
the thoughts of penitence he found in me, and poured upon my 
wounded spirit the balm of peace and hope. He bade me look 
to the mercy of my Creator, and taught me, that to renounce a 
guilty life was the best sacrifice to deprecate the wrath of heaven. 
From that hour I vowed to quit all worldly passions, and to' 
consecrate the rest of my life to Him who can change the soul ; 
may God accept my purpose." 

Bianca paused again, overpowered by the strong emotions 
that agitated her mind. At length she continued — '* Still 
mindful of my gratitude to you, I purposed to watch by you, to 
attend your steps with a sister's affection, till you should be free 
from danger, and then quit you for ever. For this purpose I 
followed you to the camp in these habiliments. I came hither 
but to-day, and this is the first hour I have found to tell you 
my purpose." 

" And must I lose you, then 1 " said Von Artaveld with 
strong emotion; "must we part for ever? Is there no other 
way but this ] " 

** There is no other way for safety," replied Bianca, "since 
the holy monk has taught me we must not temporize with God. 
After to-morrow I return to this venerable man. He has 
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promised to dispose of me in a house of the Ursulines in 
Franco." 

Von Artaveld dropped the hand of Bianca, and emphaticallj 
exclaimed, ** ^lay God bless you !^ We part indeed. Bianca, I 
have shared with you in sin, but I will not corrupt your mind 
when it is changed to a better purpose. I neither seduced nor 
betrayed your innocence, but still I confirmed you in guilt. I 
cannot, I will not, attempt to justify it with delusive argu- 
ments. Go, leave me for ever ; and when you think upon Von 
Artaveld, remember that he who shared your errors resigned 
you alone to Him who called you as a wandering and misguided 
child. To-morrow, Bianca, if I fall in the field, give one tear 
to my memory. Farewell 1 " 

Von Artaveld walked away from her, and laying his hand 
upon his sword, seemed preparing to leave the tent. " Stay," 
said Bianca, " stay ; we do not part yet. I have not yet told 
you all my purpose. There is one act of kindness I would do 
for you before we part for ever. It is but a small act, but still 
it may prove that I am not ungrateful to you. It may serve 
you, and I will not be denied my last request." 

" Tell me what it is," said Philip, " I will not refuse to accept 
a kindness from your hands, since I know that it will afford you 
comfort in the remembrance that you have served me." 

** Do you recollect," said Bianca, "the noble animal you once 
gave me in the day of my pride 1 Do you remember that even 
the gay Duke of Brittany, when he tarried in Ghent, sought to 
become its purchaser] but you gave it to Bianca.'* 

" I remember it well," replied Philip ; " there was not such 
another horse in Flanders. I loved to see you nobly mounted, 
as you rod6 by my side to the chase." 

"It bore me to-day to the camp," said Bianca ; " and to- 
morrow, ere the onset begins, I have resolved to take my station 
near that little grove of trees on the summit of *Mont d'Or.* 
There will I hold this horse, so that should you be routed in the 
field, you may mount, and fly before you can be overtaken by 
your enemies ; for I know you are to lead on your people on 
foot. My plan may fail ; but at least it will give you a chance 
for escape, which you might not hope to find, unless by means 
of a friend as true and faithful as Bianca." 

Von Artaveld was sensibly affected at this proof of kindness 
and gratitude ; and promised that, should the day be lost, he 
would not fail to avail himself of the means she offered to avoid 
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that fate which would otherwise await him by the hand of a 
public executioner. Yet he hoped better things, and that he 
should be the victor, and not the fugitive, in the contest. 

Bianca now conjured Von Artaveld to seek repose; but, 
greatly affected by the scene which had passed, he said he was 
little disposed to sleep, and that he would leave the tent and 
seek Du Bois, to enforce obedience to the orders he had given. 
Bianca conjured him to delay this purpose till the return of day, 
and pointed out to him the necessity there was that he should 
endeavour to take rest, in order that he might be able to bear 
himself in full strength on the morrow. At length, overcome 
by ,her entreaties, Philip again threw himself upon his couch. 
Bianca once more placed herself near him to resume her watch, 
and remained silent. 

For some time Von Artaveld lay in mute anxiety, pondering 
upon the late scene. It had affected his mind more than he 
could have wished at such a crisis. He endeavoured to divert 
his thoughts from the subject, and to consider what was best to 
be done in the ensuing contest ; till, worn by the fatigues of the 
previous day, the exertions he had made in the march, and the 
accumulated anxieties of his mind, nature claimed her privilege, 
and he sunk at last into an uneasy sleep, where the images that 
had occupied his waking thoughts continued to haunt him with 
unquiet dreams. 

Bianca sat motionless, lest she should disturb his rest, whilst 
her thoughts dwelt with melancholy presages on the future. 
The character of her mind was not of an ordinary cast. Her 
feelings were strong and lively : they had been misdirected ; but 
still a spark of better principles had remained within her bosom, 
though apparently extinct, whilst she was hurried on by the 
wild career of passion and revenge. 

Few persons, however, are so wholly bad, but at some period 
of their lives conscience will speak to them the truth. Few are 
devoid of every germ of virtue ; and happy is it for the guilty, 
when any circumstance or calamity, however painful, can awaken 
in the heart a sense of their condition. Such are moments of 
grace, offered by Providence to become the means of virtue. 

Whilst Bianca watched the slumbers of Von Artaveld, she 
observed that his sleep gradually became more composed, and 
that at last it seemed profound, for he neither started nor uttered 
broken sentences, as he had done before. She looked upon him 
with an anxious eye, and sighed as she thought how soon 

X 2 
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perLaps those noble features (which she now contemplated 
tranquil and composed in sleep) might be settled into the fixed- 
ness of death. 

After a time she fancied she heard some distant sounds of a 
stranf^o and peculiar kind. She listened attentively, but all was 
Again silent; and believing that her mind, fraught with melancholy 
tlioughts, had assisted her fancy to conjure np ideal sounds 
during the deep stillness of the hour, she dismissed the subject 
iVoni her mind, and thought no more of it, till again a low and 
j)eculiar sound was repeated, and distinctly met her ear. It 
seemed to come from a distance. Unwilling to disturb Von 
Artaveld, unless she was assured there was an absolute necessity 
for doing so, she arose, and glided softly towards the entrance 
of the tent. There she listened a moment, and again hearing 
the noise, she resolved to look out, and if possible to ascertain 
what might be the cause. 

Bianca softly quitted the tent, and advanced some paces in 
front of it. The night was very dark, for the clouds, that had 
hitherto been gathering into large masses, were now combined 
together, and hung, ,as it were, in one black curtain above the 
camp, totally veiling the face of heaven, and concealing the 
moon, that was on the wane, and every star and planet of the 
night. The wind had dropped, not a leaf stirred, and a dead 
stillness reigned around, as if silence and darkness held their 
awful watch as the guardian spirits of the midnight hour. 

Bianca looked towards " Mont d'Or ; " for thence the sounds 
seemed to come, as if from beyond the little eminence where 
the allied armies were encamped. She saw distinctly sparks of 
fire rising high and flashing in the air ; now all was dark — anon 
they again rose, with a brilliancy that was painful to the sight. 
" That light," thought Bianca, " must arise from the watch-fires 
of the enemy ; but heavens I what sounds are these ] " The 
wind, which had slept, in a moment arose, and sweeping with 
violence towards the spot where she stood before the tent, con- 
veyed in its passage a combination of peculiar sounds, such as 
may be supposed to startle the ear of the dying on the field of 
battle.* The clink of arms, the measured stroke of swords, the 
heavy fall of the axe, the jarring thrust of the lance, all seeem- 
ingly were heard as in dire confusion together ; whilst the 
snortings and neighings of the war-horse, the trampling of hoofs, 

* This supernatural occurrence is particularly noticed by the historians 
of the time. 
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and the noise of the raelee^ mingled with the shouts of " Mont- 
morenci ! " " D'Anghien ! " ** Von Artaveld ! " and other war 
cries, that accompanied ! the heavy groans of the dying or of 
the wounded on the field. 

Bianca, greatly terrified, and feeling assured that the sounds 
came from " Mont d*Or," resolved to awaken Von Artaveld. She 
was turning towards the tent in order to do so, when a shadowy 
form caught her eye, and, overpowered by terror and surprise, 
she stood for a moment mute and motionless. It hastily ad- 
vanced, stretched forth a hand, and caught Bianca by the arm. 
Overcome with superstitious fears, she had neither the power to 
offer resistance, nor even to call for help. 

** Stay," said the person, " stay ! you pass not into yon tent 
till you have listened to the words of Ursula.*' 

** Unhand me, woman," cried Bianca, who now recovered 
some degree of courage, upon finding who it was that thus 
addressed her. "Let me pass into yonder tent, that I may 
awaken the leader of our people, for the enemy are advancing 
upon him from * Mont d'Or.' Do you not hear those dreadful 
sounds, those war cries in wild confusion ? " 

Ursula laughed. " Those sounds," she said, " are nothing 
earthly. They neither issue from mortal lips, nor are they 
for mortal ears. Look to Mont d'Or," continued the hag, as 
she stretched forth her stafE ; "see you those fires that rise in 
mockery of darkness — those lights before which the moon has 
veiled her paler lustre j for, fearful to behold fires that are of 
the spirits of the fathomless abyss, she shrouds even her at- 
tendant stars, and hides her own head in the depth of the 
mountain clouds and vapours. Hear me, whilst I pour into thy 
ears words that shall glad thy heart; for I know it is savage as 
my own, and will rejoice to learn the tidings of a prophecy of 
evil." 

*^ Let me go," said Bianca, still struggling to free her arm 
from Ursula's grasp. 

"List but a moment in silence, and you shall pass," replied 
the hag. ** Those direful sounds are but prophetic of the 
morrow, when the proud head shall be laid low, and nobles bite 
the dust, and those who this night held their banquet at the 
festal board, shall themselves become a banquet for the earth- 
worm, and the carrion bird that feasts upon the carcass of the 
slain. Those sounds are the triumph of the fiends. Hell 
rejoices upon that spot where its richest harvest must be reaped. 
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To-moiTow phnll the battle be on * Mont d'Or ; ' to-morrow shall 
* Mont d'Or' make wives put on the weeds of the lone widow, 
whilst babes even yet unborn shall learn, when they can hut 
lisp the word, to name * Mont d'Or* as the grave of their fathers. 
One shall perish who is much to thee, Bianca ; and thou shalt 
not live to hang a garland on his tomb. Thou shalt die as thou 
hast lived — a mark for fiends." 

" Wicked ])rophetess ! " said Bianca. ** Miserable woman ! 
thy tongue, that croaks like the night bird, the omen of evil — 
thy tongue now speaks foul and false. I am no longer thy 
disciple, and no longer the mark for either fiends or thee. I am 
devoted to heaven." 

Ursula laughed again. **To heaven!" she said. "Do not 
cheat yourself with the word. As well could the black night, 
that hangs in solemn darkness in the air, become at this hour 
bright and cheerful as the day, as you could change at once 
from sin to sanctity. You are condemned ; your name is written 
down in that book whose characters are fixed in blood. You 
are marked as the daughter of infamy in this world, and of 
misery in the next. You may scorn me, but you cannot escape 
my doom. Remember it is Ursula who bids you to look on your 
last hour — to despair and die ! " 

Thus saying the wicked woman (whose mind, devoted to evil 
and superstition, was strongly tinctured with insanity,) broke 
from Bianca, and left her, as she had joined her, apparently 
without any purpose, unless it could be that of inflicting terror 
by her dreadful prophecy. 

Bianca trembled as she listened 'to her ; and in spite of her 
late determination to fear nothing but heaven, she shuddered at 
the recollection of a prophecy so fraught with misery. She 
feared Ursula, whilst she detested her ; and in a state of the 
utmost perturbation of mind, hastened back to the tent, and 
instantly awakened Von Artaveld. ** Arise, Philip! awake, 
Yon Artaveld 1 " said Bianca. " Arise, and arm yourself. Your 
enemies, I fear, are pouring down upon you. For heaven's sake 
arise, and listen to the strange sounds that come from * Mont 
d'Or.' " 

Philip instantly started up, and went to the entrance of the 
tent, where the sounds that had before so aflFrighted Bianca at 
once burst upon his ear. " We are betrayed," said Yon Artaveld. 
" Where is the watch 1 Why have the guard neglected to 
send scouts towards * Mont d'Or T I must arm. Call up the 
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herald, Bianca, who sleeps in the next tent ; bid him instantly 
sound my trumpet, whilst I despatch some one to reconnoitre." 

Von Artaveld was about to leave the tent, when one of the 
guard appeared at the entrance of it, pale with fear. " Tell 
your errand instantly," said Von Artaveld. " What has chanced ] ' ' 

*' Noble Von Artaveld," said the man, " Peter du Bois, the 
captain of the guard, hearing a strange noise that came from 
* Mont d*Or,' sent me and some of my fellows to reconnoitre there. 
We followed in the direction of the sounds, but, to our alarm 
and astonishment, when we came to the place, not a creature 
was to be found. We have examined the whole of * Mont d'Or,' 
and there was not a living thing upon it save ourselves." 

" Fools ! " said Von Artaveld, ** you have played the part of 
cowards, and dared not venture on the other side of the hill for 
fear of the enemy. There must be some trick in this. I fear 
we are betrayed. Bid my trumpet sound." 

The loud and thrilling blast of the trumpet was heard 
throughout the camp. The sleepers started, and awakened by 
the sound, hastily arose and seized their arms, nothing doubting 
but that the enemy was upon them. The chief officers and 
leaders of the White Hoods now hastened to Von Artaveld, to 
learn what was the cause of his summons. He speedily made 
them acquainted with the cause ; and his account was confirmed 
by a renewal of those extraordinary sounds he had just described. 

** There must be something in this of more than ordinary 
import,*' said Von Artaveld. " Follow me : I will station my 
own battalion on *Mont d'Or,' and there, if necessary, we shall 
be ready to meet our foes. When the men-at-arms are formed 
into a body, give the word to advance to * Mont d'Or.* " 

"Oh, not to 'Mont d'Or;' go not to * Mont d'Or,'" said 
Bianca, as she threw herself upon the arm of Von Artaveld. 
" I conjure you do not there seek to meet your enemies. Go 
anywhere but to ' Mont d'Or.* " 

In vain did Bianca endeavour to persuade Von Artaveld to 
relinquish his purpose; finding it useless, she gave over the 
attempt, and ordering her horse to be in readiness, which she 
had resolved to hold prepared for Von Artaveld, she determined 
to quit the tent early in the morning, and to take her station on 
the hill. Yet, in spite of her newly acquired trust in heaven, 
and her better feelings, she trembled when she recollected the 
words of Ursula, and knew Von Artaveld was resolved to 
combat on " Mont d'Or," 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Having in our last chapter described the manner in which 
the insurgents passed the night previous to the battle, it now 
remains that we should say something of the King of France 
and his allies. The most active measures had been adopted by 
the gallant Constable for the ensuing conflict, and everything 
was prepared for the morrow. The monarch was himself to 
take the field ; but, on account of his extreme youth, it had 
been agreed by his council that he should be stationed where 
there was little danger, and surrounded by a battalion of chosen 
knights and men-at-arms. 

Upon this memorable night Charles entertained, at a solemn 
supper, his uncles, and the Earl of Flanders, Sir Walter d'Anghien, 
and the most noble of his followers. The royal banquet was 
prepared within his own tent, in a style of magnificence that 
could scarcely have been expected, considering the circumstances 
of the time. The young King, seated at the head of the board, 
his spirits elated by the novelty of the scene, by the chivalrous 
discourse of the valiant men about him, displayed, in an unusual 
degree, a cheerfulness and enthusiasm that did honour to the 
cause in which he was engaged. He questioned his uncles and 
Do Clisson as to their plans, and entered into them with the 
utmost vivacity and interest. 

Even the Earl of Flanders, who had hitherto been neglected, 
and was held but as secondary in his own cause, was this night 
unusually honoured, for he was appointed to command the guard 
of the King's battalion, and had under his control seven hundred 
knights and twelve hundred men-at-arms. The courtesy and 
spirit with which Charles entertained his company diffused a 
general feeling of delight; all were cheerful, all exhilarated; 
and sanguine in their hopes of the morrow, they already enjoyed, 
by anticipation, the glories of their triumph. Towards the 
conclusion of the banquet, the King with his own hand filled a 
goblet of wine, and extending it, exclaimed, as he rose from his 
seat, " Pledge me, my gallant friends ; and let this cup be drunk 
to our success in arms. May God and St. Denis grant us the 
victory ! " 

In a moment all had arisen from their seats ; the wine flowed, 
and the goblets sparkled, and every voice answered to the royal 



THE "WHITE HOODS. 813 

pledge in loud and reiterated acclamations. But there was one 
person present who seemed not to partake of the general joy ; 
one who sighed as he returned the cup, which in courtesy he 
had tasted to answer the King's pledge. This individual was 
the honest burgomaster, Sir Simon de Bete, who, though still a 
prisoner on his parole of honour, was this nighty invited by the 
young King to partake of the supper. The simplicity and 
eccentricities of Sir Simon had afforded a great fund of amuse- 
ment to the young knights and gay courtiers about the King, so 
that, like a royad jester, he was looked upon by them more as a 
subject of fair game for the chase of their wit, than as a prisoner 
of state. 

But whatever mirth the simplicity or the eccentricities of Sir 
Simon had hitherto afforded, on the present occasion the courtiers 
were disappointed, for Sir Simon appeared so melancholy at 
heart, and looked so * woe begone,' that he neither jested himself, 
nor offered a fair scope for the jests of others. Charles (like 
boys of his age, following the example of his companions, and 
sometimes of those who were men in years, but boys in manners,) 
had often made Sir Simon a subject of his mirth, yet still he 
respected him. The natural kindness of the King's disposition 
always held his youthful spirits in check, so that, although he 
jested now and then with the little goldsmith, he never followed 
it up when the jest approached to ridicule, or extended beyond 
the line of good-nature ; and the honest frankness of the worthy 
magistrate of Ghent, so different from the manners of the 
courtiers, really pleased the prince, as well by its novelty as its 
sincerity. Charles, therefore, truly regarded Sir Simon, and 
entertained a wish he had not yet communicated to any person, 
to detain the honest man in some situation at his court. He 
observed this night the dejection of his prisoner, and the manner 
in which Sir Simon had received the cup did not escape his 
notice. The young King turned towards him, and smiling good- 
humouredly, said, " Why, how is this, worthy knight 1 • You 
partake of our cheer, as if the wine was filled to a funeral cup, 
and not to the pledge of joy. We respect you for your honesty 
and worth, and also for the honourable manner in which you 
have kept your faith and plighted word. Sir Simon, we would 
offer you a proposal for your own advantage, as a mark of our 
e'special love." 

Sir Simon bowed, thanked the King, but did not look a whit 
the more cheerful. Charles continued — ^*^ Though you came 
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hither as a partisan of those men of Ghent, we are assured tliat 
you neither partike their violence, nor their selfish and vindictive 
spirit. Leave, then, for ever, the cause of those unworthy 
citizens, and accept a command under us, which we will this 
night bestow upon you, as one of our own captains and most 
honoured knights." 

At hearing this proposal, which many present considered 
merely as some new jest upon Sir Simon, the courtiers began to 
titter, and to wink at each other, waiting some answer from the 
knight that would divert them. Sir Simon, who saw well 
enough what was expected, perhaps felt too much at this 
moment to express any indignation at a light or idle jest, and 
turning to the King, he said : 

" I thank your young Majesty, for your goodwill ; and I owe 
you much for the way in which you have treated me, since I 
have been a prisoner of honour. But for your Grace, I might 
have broken my heart within the walls of a prison, which would 
have been a sore disgrace to Ghent, and indeed to all Flanders ; 
seeing that one, who for more than twenty years acted as chief 
burgomaster, to say nothing of master of the goldsmiths' 
company, and other honourable stations, ought not to He in a 
dungeon, like the lowest and the basest of men. You have 
been kind to me, dear young King ; and could I do you a service 
as an honest man, I would show you, that Sir Simon de Bete 
would never disgrace his knighthood by ingratitude. But to 
enlist under your King's Majesty's banner, when you bear it 
against my native city, to drink cups with cheerfulness that are 
pledged to overwhelm her in ruin, these are things I can never 
do ; and if those young knights and squires that stand yonder, 
smile to hear an old man talk thus, or to see him decline the 
otfer of a King when it would make him a traitor, 1 would tell 
them, that they may laugh if they will; but that their scorn 
can never half so much injure me in the eyes of others, as my 
heart would render me contemptible in my own, could I betray 
my native city. No, your Grace, I loved Ghent, 1 upheld her 
franchises, for the sake of public justice, and for no private 
enmity to my Lord of Flanders. I became, from this motive, 
what you are pleased to call a traitor; but I wiU not prove 
myself such, by voluntarily forsaking a just cause. If I have 
done wrong, God forgive the error, since it is one of the head, 
not of the heart." 

At hearing this, no one seemed disposed to smile; and the 
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Duke, of Burgundy said, "This man is bold, your Grace, in 
declaring his rebellious feelings. Would it not be well, as he 
has declined the honourable proposal you have been pleased to 
make to him, that he should be held a close prisoner till the 
battle is over ] He may escape, in the general confusion, and 
bear important intelligence of your strength to the enemy." 

Charles heard this proposal of the Duke of Burgundy, but 
did not reply to it ; and turning to Sir Simon, he said, ** Suppose, 
Sir knight, that instead of following our uncle of Burgundy's 
advice, since you decline to accept our proposal, we should send 
you back free to your own people who are in arms for Ghent, 
how would you act 1 Would you do as our uncle tells us we 
ought to fear 1 " 

* * Truly," said Sir Simon, " your Grace puts questions to me, 
that might tempt a better man to beguile your Majesty with 
false words. But evil be to him who would mislead youth, and 
early teach a King the vice of suspicion. I will speak honestly. 
If you are a wise young prince, as you are a kind young prince, 
you will not let me go ; for once at liberty, and a free man, I 
should do all I could to benefit Ghent, and to save the lives of 
her citizens." 

''Nay, then," said Charles, "we must not act too hastily; 
but how will you behave, should you remain with us in this 
eventful moment, the same as you now are, a prisoner of 
honour ] " 

"In that case," said Sir Simon, "if I remain as I am, a 
prisoner on my word of honour, I must neither interfere to 
betray my own cause, nor become a spy and a tale-bearer to 
injure that of your Majesty, or of your Grace's cousin the Earl 
of Flanders, to whom I wish no ill, only that he would give us 
back our franchises." 

" Spoken like an honest man," replied the young King ; " and 
on the faith of a prince, should we gain the cause to-morrow in 
the field, and Ghent becomes subject to our rule, one of her 
ancient magistrates at least shall not be numbered amongst 
traitors. Once more, Sir Simon, you shall hold an honourable 
post in your native city.?' 

Sir Simon bowed, but spoke no thanks for this promise, 
since the idea of holding any station in Ghent, however honour- 
able, under the rule of France, was a thing not at all congenial to 
the patriotic spirit of the worthy goldsmith. But though Sir 
Simon forbore to return thanks for what he could never consider 
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an obligation, he presumed to solicit the King's attention to a 
boon, which he expressed his anxiety to obtain. 

" Speak it," said Charles, in the most gracious manner ; " and 
if it be within our power to grant, in safety to our state and 
cause, you shall have no reason to tax us with the want of a 
cheerfid compliance." 

" My gracious Prince," replied Sir Simon, " the boon that I 
would now ask does not personally afEect myself, saving in as 
much as it lies near my heart ; for what I would ask touches a 
damsel beautiful as day, and good as she is beautiful." 

The King smiled. "This is an extraordinary request, indeed," 
said Charles; "and we would fain know what fair maid can 
thus occasion one so grave and prudent as Sir Simon de B^te to 
make a request in her behalf." 

" Your Grace will be pleased to hear me before you judge my 
motive," said Sir Simon ; " I did not know till this day that the 
damsel in question was in the camp. By chance I learned that 
she was here, under the protection of the most noble Earl of 
Flanders, and his gallant nephew." 

The Earl and Sir Walter hear exchanged looks. They felt 
internally vexed that Sir Simon should thus publicly allude to 
Anna, whose presence they had carefully concealed. 

**This is most extraordinary," said the King, " that you. Sir 
Simon, who are a prisoner, should make us a request in favour 
of a damsel now under the care of our cousin the Earl of 
Flanders. It is true we had heard that a noble orphan, to whom 
Lewis is guardian, bears him company, and in compliance with 
what we understood to be her wishes, we have hitherto suffered 
her to live in all privacy. What can she, then, be to you, that 
you should interfere with my lord's charge ! " 

" She is to me," answered Sir Simon, " even as the child of 
my own bosom ; and craving pardon of my lord of Flanders, I 
am her natural guardian, since she was committed to my charge 
by her dying father. How she came into my lord's hands, I do 
not know ; but I doubt not she is in honourable protection, at 
least for the present." 

"Wherefore, then," said Charles, ** should you interfere] 
Surely there is some mystery in this, and what is it you would 
ask 1 " 

" May it please your Grace," said Sir Simon, " I think that 
'syhen a dying man gives up his daughter to a guardian, it is in 
the view that he should look to her honour and her safety, in 
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all emergencies, and seek to help her through all perils. This I 
did as long as my situation of chief magistrate of the city of 
Ghent enabled me to protect the damsel ; but she was torn from 
me by the villany, I grieve to say it, of one of our own party. 
Thank God she is now in better hands ! all I would ask, there- 
fore, is, that her safety, till the event of the battle is past, may 
be considered by your Majesty." 

The Earl of Flanders, thus hearing his charge of Anna 
publicly alluded to, thought it no longer necessary that he should 
keep silence on the subject, and addressing the King, he said, 
" The maiden who, I acknowledge to your Grace, was once under 
the guardianship of Sir Simon de Bete, is now under mine as 
Earl of Elanders, the legal protector of all orphans bom within 
my dominions. She is in perfect safety." 

"Ay, as you think, my lord," said Sir Simon ; "but a camp 
is no place of safety for her ; though I grant, if the day goes 
well with you, she may be safe. But should the men of Ghent 
prevail, the very circumstance of her having been imder your 
charge will hardly better her condition. I would, therefore, 
humbly request your Grace's Majesty to grant my boon, which 
is, that a guard may be appointed to attend this damsel to the 
convent of St. Magdalen, about a league and a half from this 
place. The abbess of the house is of my own blood, and let 
the day go which way it will, the damsel, for whose welfare I 
am so concerned, will be in safety. I am sure my proposal is a 
good one ; and, with your Majesty's leave, I will warrant that 
Sir Walter d'Anghien would gladly undertake to be her escort." 

Sir Walter, who really thought the plan desirable, as it 
afforded the hope of placing Anna in safety till the battle was 
over, warmly seconded the proposal, and begged to become 
captain of the guard to escort the damsel to the convent of St. 
Magdalen. The young King granted permission ; and Sir 
Simon, having gained leave to visit the maiden before her 
departure from the camp, instantly left the King's presence, and 
went with Sir Walter d'Anghien, in order to bid her farewell. 

We shall not here attempt to describe the brief but affectionate 
interview that took place between Sir Simon and Anna. In 
the mean time Sir Walter collected together a few, but brave 
men, lest a larger party should excite the notice of the enemy. 
Anna begged Sir Simon's blessing as of a father, and kissed his 
hand as the worthy man shed tears over her, and clasped her to 
his bosom. After a few tender adieus, which Sir Walter con- 
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trived to whisper in her ear, Anna suffered him to lead her to 
the litter, in which she had travelled since the Earl had joined 
the Frencli in their march, and in a short time the little party- 
bade farewell to Sir Simon, and moved forward by a circuitous 
road in the direction of the convent of St. Magdalen. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



"With the utmost silence and caution, Sir Walter and his few 
attendants rode by the side of the litter in which Anna was 
placed. Neither the fair orphan nor her conductor had ex- 
changed a word since they quitted the camp, but their thoughts 
were fondly employed upon each other. 

Anna's reverie was at length disturbed by the litter in which 
she was conveyed being stopped for a moment, whilst Sir 
"Walter, and the varlet who acted as guide, were holding a 
debate in a low voice. 

Anna now ventured to draw aside the curtain, and to look 
out, with the intent to inquire what was interrupting their 
progress. The night was dark, for, as we before noticed, the 
moon was frequently wholly obscured by the thick clouds that 
drifted before the wind. Ere Anna could inquire what had 
chanced. Sir Walter d*Anghien sprang forward, and hastily bade 
some one, who was advancing, ** Stop, at the peril of his life." 

The person addressed (who was alone and on horseback) 
seemed instantly to recognize the voice of D'Anghien ; as he 
said, " Sir Walter d'Anghien, do not fear me, I am a friend. 
I go to seek your uncle the Earl of Flanders. I bring him 
important news, the subject of which I must communicate to 
no one save himself. Let me pass, then, I pray you, and offer 
me no hindrance when I go to do my duty." 

Anna involuntarily dropped the curtain that she held in her 
hand, and sunk back in the litter, shuddering to find that her 
ear had caught the accents of Gilbert Matthew. Her thoughts 
dwelt with terror upon his recollection, as the justly suspected 
murderer of her father ; and the sound of his voice, so sudden, 
so unexpected, and at such a time, now seemed to her imagin- 
ation harsh and discordant, and to come with as bad an augury 
of evil as the croak of the night-bird to the sick or the dying. 
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Sir "Walter d^Anghien had never liked Gilbert Matthew, for 
he hated his fawning manners and his cunning ; but he knew 
him to have been appointed the deacon of the pilots by his 
uncle, and that he was also a favoured servant of the Countess 
of Artois. He knew likewise the nature of the intelligence 
Lewis de M^le expected to learn from this man, and that it was 
necessary that he should be apprized of it, before it became 
generally known at the court of France. Sir Walter, therefore, 
now drew Gilbert a little apart from the men who came with 
him, and said in a low voice, " Gilbert, I can guess the in- 
telligence you bear to my uncle. The Countess of Artois is 
dead, is she not ] " 

" She is indeed," replied Gilbert. 

" And the manner of her death 1 " said Sir "Walter. 

" Was strange and inexplicable," rejoined Gilbert. " None 
of the leeches could tell of what sickness she departed. The 
Countess spoke little, but she pined, and — made a fearful 
ending," continued Gilbert, in a lower voice; "for the priest 
who went to shrive her left her without doing his ofifice. She 
would not heed him, and he looked blank with horror ; but he 
said nothing. I can tell you no more now, for I must instantly 
seek the Earl ; • and I fear I have already lost the right road 
to the camp. I have been wandering about for the last two 
hours in the midst of the darkness. Can you spare one of your 
people to put me in the right path] He shall return to you 
again ; but my delay may be of the utmost consequence to my 
lord of Flanders, since, besides this intelligence, I bear letters 
to him from the governor of Artois." 

" We have but one man who can act as a guide through 
this circuitous route," replied Sir Walter ; " and we, too, are 
bent upon an important trust that demands both haste and 
caution. But we will move slowly on awhile, and the guide 
shall return with you as far as the cross roads on the heath 
that we have just passed; then you cannot miss your way. 
There part with the man, and bid him ride back to join us 
again with all speed, as we cannot proceed without him." 

" He shall do so," said Gilbert ; " I will not delay you a 
moment more than needful. But you know the importance 
of my intelligence to the Earl of Flanders." 

Sir Walter knew it indeed, and felt greatly vexed that any 
necessity should arise at the present time to occasion the least 
delay in conducting Anna to the convent; but he dared not 



820 THE WHITE HOODS. 

disohligo his uncle, by refusing to lend Gilbert Matthew the 
assistance of the guide for so short a space of time. Accord- 
ingly they set oflf together, whilst Sir Walter advanced to the 
side of the litter, and made Anna acquainted with the cause 
of this little delay in their journey. 

Gilbert Matthew was one of those people who never let 
anything pass without desiring to know all they can about it, 
whether it concerns them or not. He was artful and calculating 
in his nature, and would often speculate upon the slightest 
circumstance, with a hope that in some way or other it might 
prove useful to himself ; so that he never failed to gain what 
insight he could into any subject of secrecy or importance that 
fell within the scope of his observation. 

He had observed the litter ; but he did not know who was 
in it. Still he thought it must contain some one of consequence, 
as Sir Walter d*Anghien was the leader of the escort And at 
such an hour of the night, to quit the camp upon the very eve. 
of battle was most strange. With this reflection he no sooner 
was out of the hearing of Sir Walter's party, than, under pretext 
of his horse being jaded with travel, he slackened his pace^ 
and thus questioned the guide : " You have a dark night for 
travelling. You must know well the road that you are going, 
not to lose your way." 

**I know my road well enough," replied the guide ; "but I 
do not know if I have Sir Walter's leave to talk about it." 

** Certainly not, to strangers," said Gilbert ; " I know well the 
importance of your charge in the litter yonder." 

" Why, ay, it may be so," answered the guide, who, being 
somewhat simple, was the more easily duped by Gilbert 
Matthew. " The charge may be of importance to Sir Walter ; 
but, for my own part, I think it not overwise to run one's head 
into danger for the sake of any damsel the night before a 
battle." 

" So," thought Gilbert, " there is some mystery indeed in 
this," and turning to the man, he continued, " Ay, but for such 
a damsel as she is, it is a different thing, you know." 

" I do not know that at all," answered the guide ; " for my 
part, I should have thought the daughter of such an old traitor 
as John Lyon, for I know her well enough, an odd sort of 
damsel for Sir Walter or the Earl to look after. But St. 
Beneilict bless them ; great men will have their whims, so I 
say nothing." 
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" And I say nothing, and ask nothing," replied Gilbert ; " but 
I must get my horse on a little faster^ or it will be long before 
I gain the French camp, or you return back to guide your charge 
in the litter yonder, to — to — pshaw, I forget the name of the 
place — ^to — " 

. " To the convent of St. Magdalen,'* said the guide, filling up 
the blank. " Oh, ay, to the convent of St. Magdalen," said the 
deacon ; " and now, my good fellow, here are three roads ; 
which of them am I to take ] for here you must leave me, and 
you must spare neither spur nor breath to ride back as fast as 
you can to Sir Walter. Here is an old c^own to reward you 
for your trouble, and as a proof of my respect for the prudence 
and caution which you have shown in speaking of your master's 
affairs." 

*' Thanks, noble master deacon," said the guide ; " look, do 
you see the plain yonder 1 now observe that fire that burns so 
bright, it is the watch-fire of our camp; keep that in view, 
guide your horse in a straight line towards it, and you will be 
there in less than half an hour. But do not go towards the 
right hand, because that road leads in the direction of the 
camp of the enemy, near yonder hill, called * Mont d'Or,' and 
you might chance to fall in with their scouts, or with the out- 
post. — The beacon is your sure guide ; and so a good night, and 
a safe ride to you." 

The guide turned his horse's head, and driving his spurs into 
his sides, set off to rejoin the party with the litter, while Gilbert 
Matthew continued the road as he had been directed. For 
some time he journeyed on without interruption, and entertained 
by thoughts and speculations, was so wholly absorbed by them, 
that he rode on somewhat more heedlessly than the place and 
the circumstances of the time could warrant. Whilst thus 
engaged, he passed some low and thitik bushes near the road- 
side ; when suddenly a figure arose from a lurking-place amongst 
the bushes, and with a furious blow at once hurled the deacon 
from his horse, and laid him and his plans to wallow in the 
dirt, of which alone they both were worthy. 

Immediately Peter du Bois (for it was he), and a band of 
stout fellows, well armed with their Flemish clubs, completely 
surrounded the deacon, as they sallied from behind the thick 
bushes, where they had lain in ambush ; not expecting, indeed, 
to fall in with Gilbert Matthew, for they looked to surprise a 
nobler game, but still he was a welcome prize. A spy of Du 

Y 
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Bois had brought intelligence, that Sir Walter d'Anghien, and 
a small party, were leaving the camp on some secret expedition, 
and had taken the road to the left of ' Mont d'Or.' On learning 
this, Du Bois had no longer heeded the extraordinary appear^* 
ances of the hill, nor the sounds that had disturbed the camp, 
but hastened to intercept the progress of his enemies. He 
arrived too late to surprise Sir Walter d'Anghien, who had 
already passed in safety; but Gilbert Matthew, the ancient 
enemy of Peter, the murderer of John Lyon, was a capture only 
second in value to Sir Walter himseK. 

' Du Bois raised his sword to strike Gilbert; but, as if 
recollecting himseK, he dropped his arm, and turning to one 
of his men, he said, " Secure the villain. He shall not die here ; 
bear him in safety, as you value your lives, to the tent of Von 
Artaveld. We may gain some intelligence from this dastard. 
If ho attempt to escape, or to cry aloud, knock out his brains 
on the instant." 

The order was no sooner given than it was executed, and 
Gilbert Matthew, half stunned by the blow he had received in 
his fall, did not recover full consciousness till he found himself 
in the tent of Von Artaveld, surrounded by Du Bois and lus 
people. Peter now inquired for Von Artaveld, and learned 
that he was already departed, with a body of men-at-arms, 
for Mont d'Or, in consequence of the disturbance occasioned 
by the extraordinary occurrence we have noticed in a former 
chapter. 

Du Bois expressed his vexation that Von Artaveld was not 
present ; but turning to Gilbert Matthe\^, he said, in a tone of 
indifference : " I will take upon me to hang thee, without the 
concurrence of my fellow captain in arms. This night shall 
avenge the murder of John Lyon. But first the torture shall 
wring from thee whatever intelligence may profit us ; " and 
turning to a savage-looking fellow who stood near, Du Bois 
whispered in his ear. The man left the tent. 

Bianca, who, at the time Du Bois entered with Gilbert, was 
preparing herself to mount the horse that stood without the 
entrance ready for her, now moved to compassion by the horrid 
threats of the torture which Peter held out to Gilbert, turned 
towards him, and said, in a mild but firm manner, " There is 
no justice in cruelty ; spare that wretched man the torture, lest 
the agonies of his body so distract his mind, that he die with- 
out penitence to God ; nay, Du Bois, spare him." 
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" Yes," cried Du Bois, " I will spare him, even as he did our 
ancient leader ; I will spare him the remaining portion of time 
that might have been allotted to him in this world ; and if, as 
priests tell us, a sudden death be sometimes a swift road to 
eternal misery, he shall this night speed his flight to meet it. 
Gome, prepare," continued Du Bois, as he looked upon the 
amazed culprit ; " confession shall obtain for thee the grace of 
hanging; otherwise, tortures that shall wring thy miscreant 
limbs, and tear thy court-pampered body piecemeal, shall force 
from thy dying agony such intelligence as I would learn. Here 
comes my varlet ; hold forth thy hand, deacon, and see how it 
can bear this iron." 

" Du Bois," said Bianca, interposing, " I forbid this cruelty. 
Nay, on thy peril, I command thee to forbear it; in the name 
of Von Artaveld, I forbid it. He will execute justice upon the 
guilty ; but never will he sanction an act of torture." 

" Leave us, woman," replied Du Bois ; and he added, in his 
accustomed tone of sarcasm, " you are strangely changed, your 
nature is altered with your apparel, I trow. Yet I remember 
when the delicate Bianca could, under a woman's gite, cherish 
feelings that others of her sex, aU as delicate, would have 
termed bold and cruel. But the new page is turned effeminate, 
and practises fantasies even in wantonness." 

** I heed not your taunts," said Bianca ; " or rather I receive 
them as my due, since, alas ! she who has once unhappily for- 
gotten to respect herself, must look to be so forgotten by others. 
But I will not quit this spot whilst you deal with Gilbert 
Matthew." 

"You will not," he answered; "who made you the super- 
visor of Du Bois 1 " 

" My own resolution," replied Bianca ; " I will witness, and 
report your conduct to Von Artaveld." 

"Do so, then," said Du Bois scornfully; "and begin the 
account with telling him, that it is I who dare to affix this 
iron on the hand of the most cunning villain that ever it yet 
grasped — that it is I who thus clench it." 

Gilbert Matthew, who, naturally a coward, had been hitherto 
dumb from terror, scarcely knowing what passed around him, 
whilst a ghastly paleness overspread his countenance, and every 
limb trembled with fear, now, on feeling the iron (that was so 
constructed as to inflict on pressure the most acute torture), 
seemed at once to be recalled to his senses by the pain, and 
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exclaimed aloud, in a yoice that resembled a scream, '' Forbear, 
forbear 1 and I will tell you all, nay, more than you desire to 
know. Save my life ! and I can tell you what this night shall 
give success to your cause." 

** Nay," said Du Bois, " I will keep my faith with thee, 
wretch as thou art, and unworthy even the grace of a dog ; yet 
will I keep my faith. Confess — give up all the intelligence 
trusted to thy core, to thy craft and cunning, and the torture 
shall be spared. Death is a short debt, which aU pay one day 
or other, and thine shall be swift and easy." 

Gill)ert, who was alike a coward and a villain, wished for 
nothing so much as life, on any terms. He now, in a fit of 
absolute despair, threw himself at the feet of Du Bois, caught 
hold of his mantle that hung over his armour, and clinging to 
it, supplicated servilely and fervently for life ; whilst his face, 
hitherto i>ale with fear, became flushed and moist with the very 
energy of despair. " Noble Du Bois," said he, " give me but 
life, but life on any terms, and I will tell you alL I will betray 
the Earl of Flanders, the French ; I will serve you, I will join 
your cause, obey you, toil for you. Give me but life, and I 
will 1)0 your slave. Save me but from death, and I will kneel 
to von for ever.'* 

« 

Whilst the miserable Gilbert Matthew thus continued to 
plead for life in the most abject terms, Peter Du Bois stood 
with his arms folded, and looked upon him with an unchanged 
mien : with that air of hardened coldness and indifference 
which neither showed a relenting spirit, nor yet a positive 
persistence in his purpose; it seemed as if Du Bois, for the 
indulgence of his accustomed malice, was determined to let 
Gilbert plead on as long as he would, in order to hold him 
in the worst of all tortures, that of suspense. The wretch 
again entreated ; but Du Bois still remaining silent, he turned 
to Bianca, and conjured her to plead for him. 

A glance of indignation flashed from the expressive eyes 
of the Italian. "Do not appeal to me," she said; "if any- 
thing could steel my heart to make me wholly insensible to 
the tortures and death that threaten you, it would be that base 
and abject spirit which can thus stoop to beg for life, on terms 
that would disgrace a slave. Yet, Du Bois, let this man live ; 
for surely to grant him a life so contemptible must at last be 
the worst punishment you can inflict upon him. He will Uve 
despised by all men." 
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" No," said Du Bois ; " let him speak his intelligence, and 
I will spare him the torture ; but he shall die." 

Gilbert now saw there was no hope, and despair, aided by 
the natural cunning of his mind, suggested to him an expedient 
which his spirit as a man would never have supplied. He 
suddenly rose up, and assuming a dogged look, held out his 
hand as if to receive the torture, and exclaimed, " Well, then, 
since I must die, I will die by the torture. I will not accept of 
any half conditions ; I will have life or nothing ; and too late 
may you learn, Du Bois, that had you but granted me life, I 
could at this hour have placed your most inveterate enemy 
within your power. I could have given to you Sir Walter 
d'Anghien, ay, and your runaway kinswoman Anna, to boot." 

" What," said Du Bois, " what is this 1 Could you place 
within our power Sir Walter d'Anghien 1 What proof have 
you that this is true ] " 

" There needs no proof," replied Gilbert. " I can offer none 
but a life you have already pronounced forfeited ; but this I 
can do, I can pay the forfeit, die, and keep my own counsel. 
On the other hand, promise me but to spare my life, if what 
I assert be true, and within an hour, if you do as I direct, Sir 
Walter d'Anghien shall stand your prisoner within this very 
tent. If you fail, or if I speak falsely, you can but execute 
your vengeance upon me." 

Du Bois mused a moment ; he looked steadfastly upon Gilbert 
Matthew, who met his gaze with a steady unmoved effrontery ; 
for even a coward can be firm when life depends on firmness, 
and it was Gilbert's last and only chance : " Yes," said Du 
Bois, " it is worth the trial. Wretch that thou art, although I 
hate and loathe thee, yet will I profit by thee ; if anything like 
profit can come from thy villainy and cunning. Yes, I will 
promise to spare thy worthless, thy low, thy abject life. Thou 
ehalt be free to breathe the air as toads are, whilst they infect 
it. If thy assurances prove true, if Sir Walter d'Anghien by 
thy counsel is placed within my power this night, thou shalt 
live ; but if thou hast deceived me (or if I even fail in the 
attempt), thou shalt die in tortures lingering and terrible, worse 
than even thy own fears can paint them, and thine are the fears 
of a coward." 

" Then lose not a moment," said Gilbert Matthew, eagerly ; 
"take a strong guard. Go direct, and with all speed, to the 
convent of St. Magdalen; surround it. You will there meet 
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with Sir Walter d'Anghien conductiDg the daughter of John 
Lyon, to place her in that sanctuary till the battle of the 
morrow is past. His men are but few ; he may be overpowered, 
ho cannot resist numbers, desperate as he is in courage. But 
lose not a moment, or it will be too late." 

I)u Lois obeyed this last counsel on the instant. He sum- 
moned, a chosen band, left Gilbert under a strong guard to he 
held in readiness for life or death, and set off with all possihle 
speed for the convent of St, Magdalen, which was not indeed 
far off. He had no doubt that he should reach its walls before 
Sir Walter; as in order to avoid falling in with any of the 
White Hoods, d'Anghien had taken a long and circuitous route. 
Bianca now left the tent, in order to proceed to * Mont d'Or,' 
where she was to take her station to hold the horse in readiness 
for Yon Artaveld. As she mounted, she heard the distant 
trampling of horses' feet, at length they died away as the party 
headed by Du Bois quitted the outskirts of the camp on their 
enterprise. 

Bianca trembled when she reflected upon what had passed ; 
and though she recollected the injuries she had sustained from 
Lewis de Male, occasioned by his love for the beautiful Anna, 
yet, amidst her own bitter reflections, she felt pity for Anna's 
unoffending innocence, and for her impending fate. 



CHAPTEE XXXVL 



Upon the morning of that day, so eventful in the annals of 
Flemish history, the dawn broke faintly and dimly through 
clouds of deep obscurity. A mass of dusky vapour hung above 
the heads of the opposed armies, and hid, with its grey and 
heavy veil, the sun that had arisen again to light the earth. 
There is a solemnity which accompanies the expectation of a 
great event, and hardened indeed must be the mind wholly 
insensible to such a feeling. The present hour was one capable 
of inspiring it in every bosom throughout the camp ; for fraught 
with high expectation, anxious hope, and awful suspense, it was 
rendered yet more solemn by this dull and melancholy approach 
of day. 



THE WHITE HOODS. 327 

The clear but deep toll of a solitary bell was now heard 
throughout the camp of the allied armies, the summons to one 
general mass, previous to the battle. In eager haste, the nobles, 
the courtiers, and the knights, hurried to the tent of the young 
king, where they were to be present to assist in the solemn 
office. 

Clad in armour, with a grave and becoming mien, and bare- 
headed, Charles advanced to the temporary altar that had been 
prepared within his tent ; and there, after the mass was duly 
said, he reverently confessed himself to his own chaplain, whilst 
those of his court followed his example. The priests who 
attended the army had enough to do, and would have had more 
than enough, but that the young warriors, eager for the fray, 
and thinking more on victory than on death, made but a short 
shrift. 

The mass ended, the young King graciously received from his 
cupbearer the goblet that was offered to him on bended knee. 
He drank of the wine, and, bowing to aU his assembled knights, 
pledged to their success in arms. The example was followed by 
all present ; but when the Lord Lewis de Male took the cup, he 
was observed to hold it with a trembling hand, and his count- 
enance expressed an extraordinary and intense anxiety. "Cousin 
of Flanders," said the King, " God forbid that thy brow, like 
the heavy mist of this morning, should augur evil to our cause. 
Cousin, it is thy own cause we are about to uphold. Look, then, 
upon our people, and our gaUant train, with a cheerful and 
assured mien, and not as if you doubted either their good faith 
or the strength of their lances in your behalf." 

** I doubt neither, my gracious Prince," repHed Lewis de Male; 
" but there is something I fain would speak to your Grace in 
private, something which has much moved me." 

**Good, my lords and gentle knights," said Charles, "draw 
aside awhile, that we may learn from this noble Earl the cause 
of his grief, in the hope to remedy it, or to give it our sympathy." 

The attendants drew aside, and Lewis eagerly told the young 
King his fears on the strange and unaccountable absence of Sir 
Walter d'Anghien, at a time when his presence was most 
needed. ** I know not what to think," said Lewis. "If the 
absence of my nephew should become generally known before 
the onset, my people will be dispirited ; for Sir Walter is the 
idol of the men-at-arms, he has so often led them on to victory ; 
and should a false and malicious report become current that he 
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has forsaken my cause, I much fear many would desert me, on 
the bare sup|X)sitioii, that for some injustice of mine Sir Walter 
had abandoned me at tlio very hour I most need his support." 

"It is indeed extraordinary. Can you in no way account for 
it 1 " said the King. 

" I fear," replied Lewis, " I fear Sir Walter has fallen into 
the lianda of tlie "White Hoods. I would conjure your Majesty 
to consider wliat can be done to gain some intelligence of my 
gallant nephew, and yet to prevent his absence from becoming 
generally known, lest it should spread a panic throughout my 
own bands." 

Charles listened with deep interest. He mused a moment, 
and then said, " It was an act of imprudence in us to sanction 
Sir Walter's leaving the camp last night, to conduct the damsel 
under your charge to the convent of St. Magdalen, We will 
do what we can ; the remedy, perhaps, may be too late, but we 
will try it. Sir Walter's alienee for the present must not be 
known to your people. The deep mist of this morning may 
for a time help to beguile them; for one wing of the army 
cannot behold the other ; thus each may believe Sir Walter to 
be stationed with the oth^r. In the mean time, I will take 
upon me to put in execution a plan. The burgomaster of the 
White Hoods, Sir Simon de Bete, is our prisoner : we wiU make 
known to him what has chanced ; there is much honesty in that 
old man, let my uncles say what they will about him. He shall 
go to the camp of his own people, and we will exact from him 
a promise that ho will see out Sir Walter d'Anghien, should 
your nephew be in the hands of the Ghent men, and send him 
back hither in exchange for himself, prisoner for prisoner." 

" I fear Du Bois will never consent," replied Lewis. " He 
will deem such a prisoner as Sir Walter worth fifty of Sir 
Simon's standing." 

" I grant it is a desperate chance," said Charles ; " but it 
seems to me the only one. Here, my Lord Lewis, bear my ring 
to the guard who have Sir Simon under their charge. Give him 
liberty and a swift steed ; let him have a safe conduct to the 
outpost. Let not a moment be lost ; but charge them to keep 
silent what I have done, or there are those who will overrule 
even their prince. Take the ring, and begone." 

Lewis do Male instantly obeyed the young King's suggestion. 
Sir Simon heard the Earl's communication with a feeling of the 
liveliest interest; and when he learned that his beloved and 
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adopted child Anna, and her faithful Sir Walter, had probably 
fallen into the hands of the White Hoods, he exclaimed, **If Von 
Artaveld holds them, there is nothing to fear ; but if Du Bois 
is their keeper — ^for God's sake let me instantly away !" and so 
Baying he left the tent, mounted a horse that he could scarcely 
manage, and prepared to depart with four or five men-at-arms, 
appointed by the Earl to attend him in his embassy to the enemy's 
camp ; and swearing to Lewis that he would serve Sir Walter 
and Anna whilst a diop of blood flowed in his veins. Sir Simon 
set off at full speed towards the army of his fellow-citizens. 

No sooner had Sir Simon departed than the Earl of Flanders 
returned to the King's tent. He found Charles cased in his 
armour, and ready to lead on his own battalion in support of 
the van of the army, that was this day to be headed by Sir 
Oliver de Clisson, the left wing being committed to the charge 
of Lewis de Male. To each distinguished leader a conspicuous 
post was assigned, and all seemed eager to engage in the conflict. 
The name of Sir Walter d'Anghien was now repeated, and Lewis 
intimated that his nephew was busied in marshalling a part of 
his own band. 

All the chief knights and leaders were impatient to leave the 
King's tent, to take their several stations, but none was more 
impatient than Charles himself, who now looked upon his shield, 
and now upon his sword, as if he longed to display them in the 
face of open day, and at the head of his people. His uncles, 
and Sir Oliver de Clisson, who had given their consent that the 
Prince should take the field, agreed so to station and surround 
him that he should be as much as possible guarded from personal 
danger. Again Charles urged his Constable to quit the tent ; 
and turning to the young Count de Montmorenci, who bore the 
oriflamme, that sacred banner, in his hand, he said, " Noble 
Montmorenci, that holy banner does but droop here. My Lord 
Constable, why do we tarry 1 " 

Sir Oliver de Clisson, delighted to witness the gallant bearing 
of the young King, exclaimed, "God defend you, gracious 
boy ! there spoke the blood of France. The crown sits upon a 
young brow, but upon a bold one. May Oliver de Clisson live but 
to see you win a fair fame in arms, the victor of this field, and 
he will gladly die, and lay his bones beside your noble father in 
the tomb. But there is one thing that a young man, though a 
prince, must learn from an old one — prudence. Haste will often 
betray a good cause. We will all to our stations ; but the van 
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must not advance durinf]^ this deep mist. Our enemies are 
8tronj];ly i>osted ; we shall but confuse ourselves, since they know 
the country, and we do not. Let us wait, and watch in profound 
silence the favourable moment ; and I will give the signal" 

Whilst these events were passing in the camp of the allied 
armies, Philii) Von Artaveld, impatient of delay, and eager for 
the conflict, led his own band, the flower of his army, at once 
boldly forward. Philip, though acute in the moments of danger 
when engaged man to man, still had neither the experience nor 
the prudence of De Clisson in the commencement of a battle ; 
and now, finding that the French did not advance, as he ex- 
pected, to the attack, he resolved to march forward at once, take 
entire possession of * Mont d*Or ' (so that his own army might 
have the advantage of the hill, which separated them from the 
allies), and thence pour down upon them in the plains. 

Von Artaveld went from wing to wing, almost from rank to 
rank, haranguing and encouraging his people. The spirit and 
eloquence of his address, his noble mien, and his confident 
bearing gained for him all hearts, whilst he diffused around him 
by his example, a spirit like his own ; and a thousand tongues at 
once answered to his proposal for the onset with cries of " Lead 
on ! Ghent ! Ghent ! Von Artaveld ! Von Artaveld ! " 

All had been prepared ; the cannon, on the previous night, 
had been already planted and levelled by the direction of Philip. 
The fiery leader raised his sword and waved it in the air as he 
rushed forward, and was the first to tread the ascent of Mont 
d'Or. A grove of trees skirted the foot of the hill, and con- 
tinued rising to the summit on the side towards Ghent. Von 
Artaveld quickly passed the outskirts of the grove ; and as he 
thus led on his people, three knights, each mounted on the noble 
war-horse, and having their vizors closed, were seen riding near, 
as if observing the movements of the White Hoods. 

One of Von Artaveld's captains advanced, and said to him, 
"Yonder knights come to reconnoitre us, and to report our 
progress to the army of France. Shall we sally fcwrward and cut 
them off?" 

" No," said Von Artaveld, " let them look upon us, for we 
are men who bear arms in a just cause. Soon we will meet 
them in the field — the braver the foe, the more honourable is 
victory. Do them no harm." 

Von Artaveld having advanced to near the summit of * Mont 
d*Or,' observed, under one of those trees that skirted the grove, 
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his unfortunate mistress holding by the reins the noble animal 
she designed to bear Philip from danger in case of a defeat, for 
he had determined this day to combat on foot with his fellow- 
citizens. Von Artaveld could not resist the wish he felt to speak 
with Bianca for a moment ; and he now bade his people march 
forward, whilst he gave some orders to his page, promising to 
rejoin them in a few minutes. Turning, therefore, towards the 
spot where Bianca was stationed, he led her apart into the grove, 
with the intent there to bid her a last adieu. 

Bianca's countenance was of a deadly pallid hue, and she 
looked upon Von Artaveld with an expression that seemed to 
say, " You are come, then, to this fatal spot," for her lips moved, 
but she was unable to speak. 

" Bianca," said Philip, " I have but a moment to parley with 
you ; my band are on the march to commence the onset, I must 
not leave them now. Perhaps," he added, ** we may never meet 
more. Farewell, Bianca ; may God bless you ! " 

** Stay a moment, stay," exclaimed Bianca. " Oh ! Von 
Artaveld, I know not how it is, but my heart misgives me ! Do 
not combat on ' Mont d'Or.' Eetum with your people to the 
strong position you occupied this morning at the foot of the hill, 
and there wait the onset." 

" What ! " cried Philip ; " retreat ! l^ever, Bianca. Hear 
me ; the animal you have hither brought as a means of flight 
may be used to a better purpose, for I must this day conquer or 
leave my body on the field. I cannot, I will not fly. But 
should victory attend upon our arms, and our enemies be routed 
in the contest, then I will use the noble animal to follow up the 
retreat of my enemies. This, Bianca, this is the only benefit I 
can derive from your act of service to me." 

Bianca looked up in Von Artaveld's face, and was about to 
speak. " Nay, forbear all entreaty," he said, " not even you can 
change my purpose. I will never fly before my enemies. I 
must be gone. Once more, farewell. Place yourself within this 
grove, and you will be safe till the conflict is over. May heaven 
guard you ! " 

" Nay, one word," said Bianca ; " it is of import, though it 
does not concern myself, and perhaps it may operate upon your 
mind to cause you to quit this ill-omened spot. Gilbert Matthew, 
after you left the camp, became the prisoner of Du Bois. Gilbert 
betrayed Sir Walter d'Anghien into his power, and as I left the 
tent at early dawn, Du Bois also quitted it, to seize upon Sir 
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Walter, and the orphan of John Lyon, who was in his company. 
I fear that he will deal foully with them both, unless you return 
and prevent it ; for you know Du Bois is this day to keep his 
station near the camp. All there is under his control. '' 

Von Artaveld appeared greatly disturbed. " Had Sir Walter," 
said he, " become our prisoner in battle, I should rejoice ; but I 
lament that so noble a spirit should fall into the hands of Du 
Bois by treachery; and I lament, too, that the bravest foe I 
would encounter will be absent from the field. I cannot now 
return to save him. I should betray my own people by desert- 
ing them at such a crisis ; and I think Du Bois would not dare 
to act dishonourably by such a prisoner. After the battle, I 
will seek him out. Adieu ! Bianca." 

" And must you go 1 " said Bianca. " Thank heaven, this 
then will be my last pang. Henceforth, all is a blank to me." 

" Farewell, Bianca," repeated Von Artaveld — ^^ one kiss ; it is 
the last. — Nay, not a tear, you will unman me. Hark! hear 
you the trumpet? it calls me hence. One day, its deep note 
will awake the dead to judgment. Oh, Bianca! should we 
never meet again till then, may the God of mercy pardon us 
both, for we have both sinned." 

Von Artaveld pressed Bianca fervently to his bosom, once 
more kissed her pale lips, and rushed from her. For some 
moments she remained motionless on the spot where she had 
parted from Von Artaveld, and followed him, with a fixed gaze 
and strained eyes, till he was lost to her view. No sooner had 
she entirely lost sight of him than she burst into tears, and a 
deep feeling of her own desolate condition at once rushed upon 
her mind. Convinced that in Von Artaveld she had now lost 
the only friend she had on earth, he became in these moments 
even dear to her, and she felt for him a tenderness unknown to 
her before. Unable longer to see him from her station in the 
grove, Bianca secured her horse by the bridle to a bough of one 
of the trees, and then leaving their covert, she stepped forward, 
and placed herself upon a mound of earth near the summit of 
* Mont d'Or,' which commanded a full view of those extensive 
plains where the enemy was stationed. In consequence of the 
deep obscurity of the morning, Bianca at first saw but im- 
perfectly the opposed armies, but thinking that as the day 
cleared she should from this spot command a full sight of the 
battle, she there resolved to await the event of it. 

For some time both armies continued to advance in profound 
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silence, but still the thick mist in which they were enveloped 
prevented their coming into action. The chronicler of the time 
declares, that this mist was so dense and heavy that scarcely 
could they distinguish a few paces before them ; but that, when 
the oriflamme was unfurled, the thick vapour instantly dispersed, 
the clouds opened, and changing their heavy leaden hue to one 
of fleecy whiteness, a brilliant sunshine illumined the whole 
scene, not a breath of wind disturbed the azure firmament, whilst 
a white dove flew thrice above the heads of the King's battalion, 
and at length perched upon the oriflamme : a circumstance 
hailed by the French as an omen of good fortune to their arms. 

The scene which now presented itself to the anxious eye of 
Bianca, as the dispersing mist afforded her a clear view of the 
plain beneath, was one of mingled solemnity and magnificence. 
The allied armies, consisting of the most gallant nobles of France, 
the flower of Flemish knighthood, and their chosen bands of 
men-at-arms, advanced with banners and pennons streaming in 
the air; their bright armour and helmets flashing as they 
glittered in the sun. Some, bearing the lance, were mounted 
on the war-horse, richly armed and caparisoned for the field ; 
others on foot, armed with the cross or long bow, the formidable 
bill, or the sharp axe ; whilst by the closeness of their ranks, 
and the regular order of their march, they looked like one vast, 
compact, and moving body, impenetrable and irresistible in its 
strength. The heralds, covered with their costly coats, and 
mounted on their steeds, blew the shrill blast that proclaimed a 
preparation for the onset. 

Von Artaveld heard the note, and immediately formed his 
own battalion into a compact body, and commanded his people 
to advance. The sight of his foes so near at hand, their stem 
preparations of defiance, their numbers and their strength, 
excited the highest degree of enthusiasm in the breast of the 
gallant Philip. His heart swelled within him, and all thoughts 
and feelings were forgotten but those of dauntless resolution 
and high achievement. In a moment he gave the signal, his 
trumpet blew but one shrill blast, and instantly a hundred 
pieces of cannon discharged from their loud throats bars of iron, 
and quarells headed with brass. Von Artaveld, immediately 
after, raised his sword and rushed forward to the onset, in order 
to attack the enemy ere they could recover from their surprise. 

De Clisson saw the crisis, and observing that, by this rash 
movement, Von Artaveld had lost the advantage of the rising 
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ground, he issued orders to bis wings to close in. In a short 
space the Earl of Flanders with his band was upon them on 
their right wing, Montmorenci on their left, whilst De Clisson 
led the vanguard to the close assault. The ensuing conflict was 
brief, desperate, and decisive ; for the Flemings, hemmed in on 
every side, became imable to act with any effect ; their staves, 
short and heavy, afforded no equal match to the sharp spears of 
their enemies. In the confusion of the meUe, pressed on all 
sides, and surrounded, they were speedily cut to pieces, and 
many were smothered under the heaps of the fallen and the slain. 

Von Artaveld too late saw his error, and followed by a few 
determined men, with a strength and prowess that seemed 
almost supernatural, burst through the enemy's ranks, dealing 
death around him, and rushing onward, endeavoured to regain 
his former position towards the summit of * Mont d'Or,' there 
to make a stand ; convinced that his fate was inevitable, but 
resolute to resist] even to the last moment of life. Philip was 
speedily pursued by a host of foes ; his few followers were cut 
to pieces, not one escaped, and at length Von Artaveld, covered 
with wounds, sunk upon the ground, a lifeless corpse. Satisfied 
with their success, his assailants left the body, and hastening to 
rejoin the battle, retraced their steps towards the plain. 

Bianca saw Von Artaveld fall, and rushing towards the spot, 
endeavoured to give what aid might be within her power. To 
kneel by his side, to raise bis head in her arms, to tear off the 
helmet that bore but too plainly the marks of the fatal blow, 
was the work of a moment. But no sooner did she look upon 
the livid countenance, the fixed eyes and motionless lips of Von 
Artaveld, than, involuntarily letting fall the head she held upon 
her bosom, she clasped her hands together, and exclaimed, 
" Great God ! he is dead ! " Ko other words escaped her lips. 
A deep sense of horror chilled her blood, and for some minutes 
she appeared stupefied by the conviction of this sudden and 
terrible event. 

Again she seemed to recollect herself, and tearing off the 
armour from the corpse, she chafed the lifeless hands, the fore- 
head, and the breast; but the pulse had ceased to beat, the 
blood to flow. Whilst Bianca thus vainly endeavoured to 
reanimate the lifeless body, she heard persons advancing near 
her. She hastily threw her mantle about the head of Von 
Artaveld, and attempted to drag the body towards the mound 
of earth where she had taken her stand to witness the conflict. 
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As thus she stooped down, something, accompanied "with a 
whizzing noise, darted through the air, and Bianca fell upon 
the corpse, her bosom transfixed by an arrow shot at random 
from some hand that was engaged in the battle ; for by this 
time* the forces of La Nuit^e had come up to reinforce Von 
Artaveld. They arrived too late to assist their gallant leader, 
but yet soon enough to make the victory of the allied armies 
doubtful. The battle was now concentrated in the plain, and 
it must have been from a small party engaged in a skirmish on 
'Mont d'Or' that Bianca had received the fatal shaft. This 
party, however, immediately hastened to join the general conflict 
on the plain; so that 'Mont d'Or' was now left with not a 
human form upon it, save the dying or the dead. 

As the xmhappy Bianca lay sickening and faint, her life-blood 
fast issuing from the wound she had received, a group of the 
miserable followers of the insurgents' camp at length advanced. 
They consisted chiefly of women of the lowest orders in Ghent, 
armed with sharp and long knives to finish the work com- 
menced by war, to butcher the wounded, and to strip the dead 
of whatever gold or jewels might be upon them. Amongst this 
savage crew was Ursula, who, delighting in whatever was most 
cruel, had hastened to * Mont d*Or,* there to assist in the horrid 
slaughter of the dying. 

The rich apparel of the miserable Bianca soon attracted the 
notice of these wretches, and Ursula, who immediately recog- 
nized the victim of her avarice and her accursed arts, rushed 
forward, and bending over the body of the wounded Italian, 
extended her arm as she held her knife in a threatening manner, 
and looked upon Bianca with savage exultation. " Now," she 
said, "now is the prophecy accomplished. Thy paramour lies 
a corpse beside thee, and thy life-blood is fast flowing from thy 
breast. The fiends hover round thee to bear away thy depart- 
ing spirit, and the curse of Ursula shall pursue thee to the 
tomb." 

" Cruel, execrable woman ! " replied Bianca in a faint voice, 
" dost thou come only to disturb the last moments of my life, 
a life which but for thee had been guiltless ] Leave me — quit 
my sight. Thou canst not give me back that innocence which 
thy temptations first corrupted ; do not, then, deprive me of the 
few moments left for my repentance. Let me pray to God." 

"No," said Ursula, "thou shalt die as thou hast lived, in 
infamy — and thy prayers shall avail thee nothing, whilst Ursula 
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stands here to curse thee, and to bid thee despair of mercy. 
Bianca, thou didst scorn and upbraid me when we last met; 
it is my turn now. And though thou wert at this moment 
uttering the last sigh of fleeting life, I would take vengeance, 
and make that moment miserable and terrible to thee." 

" The sight of thee is terrible indeed," said Bianca. " Leave 
me, woman, or, if thou wilt not, plunge thy dagger in my heart, 
take from it quickly what yet remains of Imgering life, and save 
me from the horror of looking upon thee." 

Ursula laughed. " Thou shalt have granted the only prayer 
thou hast yet uttered with effect ; it shall be answered to thy 
wish. Die ! die ! and perish eternally I " As the frantic and 
wicked sorceress raised her knife with both hands to plunge it 
into the bosom of her victim, her arms were suddenly and 
forcibly arrested by some one who had softly stolen behind 
her unperceived, whilst her companions in blood were employed 
in stripping the dead at a little distance from the spot. The 
act was so sudden that the knife fell from Ursula's hand, and 
turning to see who had thus interrupted her, she beheld Sir 
Simon de B^te, the burgomaster of Ghent, who, attended by 
a few men-at-arms, had come upon her unawares, in time to 
save Bianca the few remaining moments of her life. 

Sir Simon, who saw the condition of the wounded Italian, 
had little time to waste upon her cruel enemy. He only said, 
" Thou most detestable witch, I have thee now secure. Would 
you rob yonder poor wounded creature of what chance may yet 
remain for life ? Here," he continued to some of his followers, 
"bind this sorceress. Convey her to the French camp, and 
there say but her name, and the death she has deserved will be 
instantly awarded to her ; — ^away with her, she will grace a tar 
barrel and a stake." 

Ursula darted a fierce look upon Sir Simon. She was about 
to speak, but the worthy man, anxious to offer what assistance 
he could to Bianca, motioned to some of his followers to remove 
the detested woman from the spot. They did so, whilst Ursula 
vented curses that were lost in the air ere they could reach the 
ears of those for whom they were designed. 

Sir Simon, assisted by two or three persons, who stiU re- 
mained with him, gently raised the dying woman, and attempted 
to stanch the blood that flowed from her bosom. Bianca looked 
up in the good man's face, and endeavoured to thank him for 
his kindness. **But all," she added faintly, "all is too late; I 
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feel life departing ; in a few minutes all will be over with me 
for ever. Trouble yourself, then, no more with one who is 
unworthy your least care. But you have a heart for pity ; pray 
to God for me, I can scarce do it for myself, pray that He will 
show me mercy. Oh, holy Saints and Angels ! " she added, 
as she cast her dying eyes towards heaven, " how shall I meet 
the offended justice of Omnipotence, when I have spent my life 
in the violation of his laws." 

" Meet Him," said Sir Simon, in a solemn yet feeling manner, 
" meet Him as a child doth an offended parent. Confess thy 
sin, and trust in his love and mercy. And I, who now stand 
by thy side, as thy fellow-creature in the bond of humanity and 
of sin, I dare support thee, unhappy woman, in thy dying 
moments, with the assurance that God, the common father of us 
all, will gather to his bosom his repentant children, even as the 
shepherd gathers his wandering flock into one fold." 

Sir Simon cast himself on his knees as he spoke ; he took 
Bianca in his arms, laid her head on his bosom, and putting 
both her hands within his own, in the attitude of prayer, he 
fervently and piously implored Heaven in her behalf. Bianca 
moved her lips, as if joining with the good man in supplication. 
This ^nded, he once more attempted to raise her ;. but as he did 
so, her head fell and rested upon her bosom. Sir Simon looked 
in her face. The features were still beautiful, but there was no 
expression; the soul had left its tenement, and death was 
settled there. 

Sir Simon gazed for a moment, and then gently put the body 
down upon the earth. He shook his head, wiped his eyes, and 
said mournfully, " Poor thing ! all is over now. Thy life was 
once sinful, indeed ; but thy death was such as all our deaths 
should be, humble and penitent." 

He turned to his people, "Close the eyes," he said, "and take 
up that mantle that lies yonder, and cast it upon her face. I 
must seek the young King of France. I go to seek him on 
business of such vital import, that nothing but a scene like this 
could for a moment have detained me by the way. Mark well 
the spot, and return hither anon to bear away the body. But, 
holy Virgin ! what have you uncovered — what do I see — Von 
Artaveld ! his body lies near Bianca. Oh, this is a sad, sad 
sight, indeed! My brave, my dear, my gallant fellow-citizen, 
art thou fallen 1 all young and noble as thou wast ; and do I 
live to see iti This is a dreadful hour indeed 1 Ghent ! Ghent ! 

z 
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all is lost to thee for ever, since Yon Artayeld is slain. Yon 
Artaveld ! " 

Sir Simon burst into a flood of tears, and stood over the body 
for some moments. He appeared at length to recover his 
recollection, and commanded one of his people to watch by the 
corpse of Philip and Bianca till he should return. " I must no 
longer delay," said he, " or another brave spirit "will be lost. I 
must seek out the King. Let us set forward without delay, we 
shall soon descend this hill.'' 

Sir Simon gained the plain beneath, and avoiding the general 
conflict, by taking a circuitous route, he soon was in the rear 
of the army, where Charles was stationed at the head of his 
battalion. At the moment Sir Simon came up, the King was 
talking with Montmorenci and St. Py, urging them to assist 
him in escaping from his secure station (where he had been 
posted by his uncles), that he might join the battle. 

Sir Simon was in a few minutes by the young King's side. 
He now drew him apart ; and for some time spoke to him in 
private, as he returned the ring given for his commission. 
What Sir Simon then said to the gallant prince may hereafter 
appear. Whatever it was, it certainly made a powerful im- 
pression upon Charles ; since he was seen to draw aside his two 
favourite knights, and seemed to be vehemently conversing with 
them. 

The conference ended, Charles himself dared to disobey his 
uncles. He gave the word to march, and his whole band, 
attended by De Montmorenci, #St. Py, and Sir Simon, left their 
secure station. The youthful monarch headed his own battalion, 
and led them on to an attempt that shall hereafter be stated at 
large. 



CHAPTER XXXYII. 



Although, in the preceding chapter, the order of our narra- 
tive obliged us to give, in connexion, some account of those 
circumstances that ended with the deaths of the brave Von 
Artaveld and the unfortunate Bianca, it is necessary that we 
should now enter upon a detail of events which passed imme- 
diately after Philip and Bianca had quitted the insurgents' 
camp ; and for this purpose, we shall carry back the reader to 
the tent of Peter Du Bois. 
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Du Bois had but too well succeeded in his enterprise; he 
returned to the camp with both Anna and Sir Walter d' Anghien, 
having surprised and overpowered their party, ere they reached 
the convent of St. Magdalen. Within the tent was seen Sir 
Walter, disarmed and manacled like a common felon ; his mien 
still dignified, and his countenance expressive of those strong 
feelings of indignation that swelled within his bosom ; feelings 
which he vainly endeavoured to conceal in the attempt to 
appear composed, so that he might, as much as possible, spare 
the sufferings of his beloved Anna. 

The orphan stood near him, her dress torn and disordered by 
the violence that had been used to separate her from Sir Walter ; 
who had endeavoured to defend her, as she clung to him in the 
late conflict : her countenance white as the monumental marble. 
One idea alone possessed her mind, and harrowed all her feelings 
— Sir Walter was in the power of his enemy, and that enemy 
was Du Bois. 

Anna stood mute and trembling, with an air of fearful 
expectation painted in every feature of her expressive coun- 
tenance. Du Bois alone was seated. There was an air of 
triumph in his aspect, which, added to its natural malign and 
sarcastic expression, seemed to speak such joy as an evil spirit 
would feel on the acquisition of a human soul. Cruel by nature, 
he took a wanton delight in prolonging the sufferings of those 
who fell within his power. 

At length, in his accustomed ironical tone, Du Bois spoke to 
Sir Walter. "That hand, most invincible D'Anghien, that 
hand, it seems, can bear the shackles of cold iron with as good 
grace as any malefactor within the prisons of our most worship- 
ful Earl of Flanders. D'Anghien," he added, in a more serious 
tone, " you are a man, and as such, I conclude you have some 
value for life. Will you hear the terms on which alone it can 
be spared to you 1 " 

" If my life is your gift alone," answered Sir Walter, " I 
would not stoop to take it of you, though I might obtain it but 
by a word. I will not hear you." 

Anna clasped her hands together, and vehemently exclaimed, 
" Oh ! do not say so, let him speak ; do not exasperate him." 

"I have her leave to speak at least," said Du Bois, **and I 
will be bold to use it. Sir Walter d'Anghien, answer truly 
what I shall now demand, and your life shall be spared to you." 

" Ask me nothing," replied Sir Walter; "I will neither reply 
to your questions, nor acknowledge your power to detain me 

Z 2 
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as a prisoner. You are but second in the command of these 
unhappy people. I require to be taken before Von Artaveld. 
I demand to see him." 

"And who shall answer that demand 1" said Du Bois, 
proudly ; " I am Von Artaveld's equal in power, and am neither 
his foot page nor his varlet. But know that, were I inclined 
to comply with your demand, I have not the means. Von 
Artaveld, long ere this, has marched to surprise your allied 
forces. La Nuit^e has followed to reinforce him ; and Du Bois 
remains here the chief in command. Von Artaveld at this 
moment is most likely engaged in battle on * Mont d'Or.* " 

" What, and I here ! " exclaimed Sir Walter, forgetting all, 
at the moment, but the indignation he felt at having been thus 
entrapped into the hands of his enemy. 

" Hear then the terms that I would offer," replied Du Bois. 
"Anna, speak to him, if you would save him." 

Anna now turned to Sir Walter, who stood to meet the death 
he expected from the hand of Du Bois with dauntless resolution, 
and, in accents of the tenderest sorrow, conjured him to listen 
to what Du Bois had to propose. 

Sir Walter looked fixedly upon her, kissed her cheek, and 
turning to Du Bois, said, " Tell me what you would propose 1 " 

" The terms may seem harsh," answered Du Bois, " btit I 
have no others to offer ; yet I will not ask you to bear arms 
against your uncle the Earl of Flanders." 

" You dare not," said Sir Walter, indignantly. 

"Hush! hush!" said Anna softly; **do not again incense 
him." 

Du Bois continued — " I would ask you. Sir Walter, to reply 
with truth to such questions as I shall propose. First, what is 
the strength of France against us 1 " 

"Sufficient to chastise rebellion," replied d'Anghien. Anna 
looked at him imploringly. 

" Answer me directly," said Du Bois, " and not with such 
evasive insolence; I will not be played with. Once more I 
demand, are your forces now all assembled in yonder plain, or 
are we to expect a greater force to support theml" 

" I will hear no more," said Sir Walter. " What think you 
that I am? Think you that I would answer questions that 
would make me a traitor?" 

" You reject, then, the terms I offer ? " said Du Bois. 

" As I would whatever is infamous," replied D'Anghien. 

'* Then you shall suffer," continued Du Bois, and he walked 
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towards the entrance, as if about to leave the tent. Anna 
intercepted his passage, threw herself at his feet. 

" Du Bois," she said, endeavouring to appear composed, " the 
fortune of this battle is yet undecided. It is yet possible you 
may be vanquished. Think, then, whilst D*Anghien lives, and 
lives your prisoner, of what advantage his life may be to you. Oh ! 
think of this ; you may wish you had done so when it is too late." 

Hardened as he was, Du Bois seemed moved by this argument, 
the sound policy of which he could not deny. Anna saw that his 
mind wavered, for he stood musing. She looked upon him 
with eyes glistening with expectation, and eager to catch the 
least word that might escape his lips ; whilst Sir Walter, .who 
(though he would have preferred death to life on dishonourable 
terms), when there was a chance he might live without betraying 
his uncle, could not feel indifferent. 

Du Bois seemed about to speak, when one of his people 
rushed into the tent, and exclaimed, '*Von Artaveld is killed! 
a scout has this moment brought the intelligence that he has 
fallen on *Mont d'Or,' and it is believed by the hand of Lewis 
de Male." 

Even Du Bois was shocked at hearing of the death of his 
brave fellow-captain. "Von Artaveld slain ! " said he, ** fallen 
by the hand of Lewis de Male ! But I will take ample ven- 
geance, blood for blood; that at least is justice. Lewis, thy 
triumph shall be but short ; though hemmed in at this hour by 
ten thousand foes, and certain that I had not another to live, 
yet would I take vengeance. Sir Walter, your doom is sealed.*' 

*' I am prepared to meet it," said Sir Walter. " The death of 
Von Artaveld, such as a brave man would desire, is to me at this 
moment an object of envy. My doom is the consequence of 
thy treachery and baseness." 

" It is false," cried Du Bois. " The trap that was laid to 
catch thee was devised by thy uncle's own favourite minion, 
Gilbert Matthew. He betrayed thee to me." 

**Ha! comes the arrow from that quiver?" exclaimed 
D'Anghien; **no wonder it is venomous. Oh, Anna! my 
honour lost, ruined, betrayed, led to the death by the cunning 
of the vilest slave ; what can I suffer more 1 But there is one 
pang left me yet, and that the greatest pang of all, for I must 
part from thee." 

" No, no," said Anna ; " I cannot, I will not, thus part from 
you." She turned to her kinsman. " Du Bois," she said, " if 
you have a heart that has but one spark of human feeling, act 
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not with such craelty. The chances of war are alike to alL 
Von Artaveld would never desire this sacrifice, in requital of 
his death. Show mercy, then, I beseech you, show mercy." 

" You hear her," said Du Bois, addressing Sir Walter ; " she 
pleads warmly. There is one grace, therefore, I will grant you 
unsolicited : you shall die as a man, and not be hanged like a 
dog. You shall be shot to death with arrows.*' 

Anna again threw herself at Du Bois's feet ; " You shall not 
kill him ; I will never leave you till you consent to spare him. 
Oh ! think upon your own end. The time will come when you 
yourself must die; do not make that hour terrible by the 
remembrance of an act of murder ! " 

" Leave me, woman," said Du Bois, attempting to shake off 
her hold ; ** leave mo ; I will never change my purpose, unless 
Von Artaveld could return from the grave. Sir Walter, I leave 
you. Mark yonder sand-glass; I give you till that has run 
down the hour — then shall you suffer. You know your time — 
prepare to meet it." 

Du Bois left the tent to give orders for the execution of the 
sentence he had passed on Sir Walter d'Anghien. A stake 
was driven into the earth, and six chosen archers gladly came 
forward to do a murder which they were taught to consider as 
a requital for the death of their beloved Von Artaveld. 

Whilst these preparations were making, Anna remained with 
Sir Walter; for Du Bois, intent upon destroying his captive, 
had thought little about her, certaiu she could not escape him. 
To paiut the distress of Sir Walter and Anna would be im- 
possible. At last the former endeavoured to be more composed, 
and to support the sinking spirits of Anna by such arguments 
as he could think upon to comfort her. 

Anna heeded them not, and only answered iq accents of grief 
and despair, as she hung like a drooprag flower, bathed in tears, 
upon the bosom of Sir Walter. They joined in prayer to 
heaven. This ended, she seemed more composed, and en- 
deavoured to be calm. Yet again and again did she turn her 
head to look upon the fleeting sand, and as it sunk lower and 
lower in the glass, her heart died within her, and her cheek 
became more pale; but she could not say, '* the time is almost 
spent." 

Sir Walter's eye followed hers in the same direction ; he saw 
the few remaining atoms dropping one by one, as it were, to tell 
out the flitting moments of life ; and clasping Anna in his arms, 
he pressed her with convulsive energy to his bosom. ** Fare- 
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well, Anna/* lie said; "oh! may He who is the Father of the 
fatherless, comfort and bless you." 

Anna could only answer with her tears. "My time grows 
short," continued Sir Walter ; " I hear a stir without — they are 
coming for me. But a few moments are left to me. Look, the 
last sands are falling in the glass; while I clasp you to my 
bosom they will pass. — Farewell, for ever ! — I can suffer nothing 
after this; the bitterness of death is already past. We have 
parted. — May God for ever guard you, bless you, and comfort 
you in life and death ! " 

" Stay ! stay ! " exclaimed Anna ; " do not leave me here. I 
will follow you to the last. I will — I will be firm. Do not 
drive me from your sight whilst life remains ; while you can 
but look upon me, I will never leave you ; no force shall tear 
me from you.'' 

" Dearest Anna," said Sir Walter, as he turned to leave the 
tent with the guard who stood waiting to conduct him to the 
place of execution, " I beseech you do not follow me ! I would 
die calmly, that my foes may not enjoy a triumph over me. For 
my sake do not follow me; it is my last request." 

Anna clung fast to his arm ; she looked distractedly in his 
face, but without seemiug to comprehend his words ; and then 
beholding the men who endeavoured to separate her from his 
grasp, she asked wildly, " What they came to do 1 " But ere 
the guard could answer her question, she exclaimed, " I know 
it ! I know it ! you are his murderers ! " 

The men hurried Sir Walter from the tent. Anna followed 
with a countenance in which frenzy now seemed to contend with 
sorrow for her loss. Du Bois stood near the fatal stake. Sir 
Walter was bound to it. The archers took their stand ; they 
held their bows in readiness — an arrow was in the right hand of 
each. Once more Anna essayed to cast herself before the body 
of D*Anghien. Du Bois removed her by force, and held her 
arms within his grasp. " Silence, frantic woman ! " he ex- 
claimed ; "silence, or the trumpet that is to give the signal for 
Sir Walter's death shall instantly sound the fatal note to drown 
thy cries. Archers, prepare ! '* 

The executioners placed their arrows in readiness ; they had 
but to bend the bow, and to take their aim. " Sir Walter," 
continued Du Bois, "look upon those men. Never did they 
yet draw a shaft that missed its aim. Look, then, upon your 
death. Once more I offer you mercy on the terms I have already 
proposed." 
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Anna lieard these words, and comprehended their import; 
bub she knew too well the spirit of D'Anghien. She uttered a 
shrill cry of horror, and exclaiming, " Then all is over ! " sunk 
senseless into the arms of Du Bois, who caught her as she was 
falling to the ground. 

Sir Walter fixed his eyes for a moment upon Anila, and then 
raising them towards Du Bois, replied to the last offer he held 
out to him of mercy. " I will never play a traitor's part, no, 
not to save my life. Show pity, I beseech you, to the unhappy 
woman who now lies senseless in your arms, for her father's 
sake ; he was your friend." 

Du Bois seemed not wholly insensible to this last remonstrance, 
and turned aside to bear her back to his tent, where he gave her 
in charge to his attendants. This occasioned a momenta^ delay. 
Du Bois once more returned to the place of execution. 

**D*Anghien," said he, " offer thy last prayer; I am about to 
give the signal." 

"It shall be welcome to me as the signal of victory," answered 
D*Anghien ; and he looked up to heaven with a countenance 
exalted by the most fervid aspirations. Du Bois turned to bid 
the tnimpet sound the death-note — when, ere he could speak 
the word, a loud clarion from the outpost of the camp burst 
upon his ear, and rang throughout tlie whole line of his station, 
as a thousand voices at once, mingled together, and in wild 
confusion, uttered the defiance of war. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 



'* A HERALD ! a herald ! " at once exclaimed the archers of Du 
Bois. But ere they could inquire the cause of the disturbance, 
a sudden tumult seemed to prevail throughout the camp, and 
the cries of * France ! France ! ' * St. Denis ! ' * Charles to the 
rescue ! ' * God be with the King 1 ' were heard in reiterated 
acclamations, amidst the clashing of arms, the trampling of 
horses, and the shouts of the multitude. 

** La Nuitee must be defeated, as well as Von Artaveld slain," 
said Du Bois. " FoUow me," he continued, addressing his men-at- 
arms ; ** we shall all be cut off, if they pass the outpost and make 
good their stand. Bring me a horse ! Follow and support me." 

Du Bois mounted his horse without delay, darted forward, 
followed by his whole band, and made towards the scene of 
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action, leaving Sir Walter d'Anghien fast bound to the stake. 
In a moment the whole camp was in a tumult, and contest 
raged on every side. 

The lords De Montmorenci and De St. Py fought near the 
young King; for it was Charles himself who had led on the 
rescue, to preserve Sir Walter from death. 

Though a boy in years, Charles acted like a man, and a brave 
one, and assisted by his gallant friends, he showed himself this 
day worthy the order of chivalry under which he had enlisted 
to add honour to his crown. The king's party were few in 
numbers when compared with the forces of Du Bois, who fiercely 
contested the prince's attempt to surprise the camp. At length 
the assailants made their way nigh to the spot where Sir Walter 
was still bound to the stake. 

Sir Simon, who, though he wished to save D'Anghien and to 
humble Du Bois, would never personally engage in any conflict 
against the people of Ghent, had nevertheless followed in the 
rear of the king's party, but without unsheathing his sword, 
in the hope that he might be of assistance in finding out where 
Du Bois had placed Anna, whom he knew to be a prisoner in 
the camp, and whom he longed once more to have under his 
own protection. 

Whilst the king's party were endeavouring to beat back Du 
Bois, and penetrate into the heart of the encampment. Sir 
Simon watched his opportunity, turned his horse's head, and 
dexterously managed to clear the throng around him; then, 
riding up to the stake where D'Anghien was bound (notwith- 
standing an arrow that was sent after him by one of the rebels 
to arrest his progress, and which whizzed close past his head), 
leapt from his horse, drew his sword, and cutting the bonds that 
confined Sir Walter, gave him liberty, saying, ** There, mount 
my horse ; and take my sword, for you are unarmed ; defend 
yourself as well as you can, and join the king's party, else you 
may be marked out by one of those same fellows that sent a 
shaft after me just now. But first tell me, in pity, if you know 
where that rascally Du Bois has bestowed Anna?" 

**But now," replied Sir Walter, " she was conveyed senseless 
from this spot to yonder tent, at the moment when Du Bois 
would have deprived me of life, but that I was saved by the 
alarm of the rescue. 1 will join them. Do you hasten to Anna, 
and tell her that D'Anghien still lives." 

Sir Simon walked towards the tent, which had been left free 
by the guard^ in the confusion occasioned by the sudden attack 
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of the French. He entered it as Sir Walter rode off towards that 
part of the camp where the adversaries were engaged man to man* 

Victory for a time appeared to hang in doubtful balance ; for 
Du Bois possessed a sufficiency of animal fierceness, and brutal 
insensibility, to be at once bold in action and reckless of danger; 
and he now determined to resist to the last extremity. At 
length the King's party were reinforced by the arrival of the 
men-at-arms, under the banner of the Earl of Flanders ; for 
Lewis de Male having learnt from an esquire of the royal house- 
hold for what purpose Charles had quitted his secure station in 
the plain, immediately hastened to his assistance at the head 
of his own battalion. 

At the moment Lewis arrived, D'Anghien was engaged in 
single combat with Du Bois. They seemed equal in strength 
and in dexterity, whilst the energy of their mutual hatred made 
them combat more like fiends than men. 

In one respect Du Bois had the advantage, for he was com- 
pletely armed, whilst D'Anghien*s sole defence was a shield he 
had torn from the arm of a dying man, and his weapon, the sword 
given to him by Sir Simon. Du Bois, finding himself unequal 
to cope with Sir Walter in the use of the swoid, snatched up a 
ponderous mace that hung at the saddle-bow of the war-horse 
he had hastily mounted when he led the way to resist the 
surprise of his enemies. 

Sir Walter was bareheaded. The Earl at this crisis saw the 
conflict, and the unequal strife to which his nephew was exposed; 
and dashing the spurs into his courser's sides, he came up with 
Du Bois, and so suddenly and fiercely attacked him with his 
lance of Bordeaux steel, that the mace fell from his hand upon 
the ground. 

Du Bois, now disarmed, thought only upon self-preservation. 
He was mounted on a fleet horse, and, trusting to the animal 
alone for safety, he gored his sides with the spur till the blood 
started from them, and scouring across the plain, took his flight 
towards the road that led to Ghent, followed by a shower of 
arrows, not one of which so much as touched him.* 

Deserted by their leader, the bands of Du Bois became com- 
pletely broken, and thus dispirited, soon fell before their enemies. 
The allies were now the victors of Eosebecque. De Clisson had 
efiectually succeeded in routing La Nuitee and his host on the 

* It may be some satisfaction to the reader to know that Du Bois did 
not long survive the battle of Rosebecque ; he was killed soon after, in an 
attempt again to raise the White Hoods. 
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plains; and Charles the Sixth of France, with the Earl of 
Flanders and the brave Sir Walter d'Anghien, took possession 
the same day of the enemy's camp and all that it contained. 
Mercy was shown to those who yielded to the conquerors, and 
thousands of prisoners helped to form their triumph, whilst the 
"bodies of the slaughtered lay piled in heaps upon the field of 
battle. 

After the conflict, the nobles and courtiers crowded round the 
young king, eager to express their admiration for the gallant 
part he had personally sustained in the action ; and all were 
vehement and extravagant in the commendations they bestowed 
upon the prince. De Clisson looked angrily upon them, as he 
stood unhelmed and wiping his brows near the King, and bluntly 
said, " His Grace has done well enough for his years, and has 
given the promise of doing better hereafter. Do not you, then, 
my lords, fill his Grace's head with the notion that he is already 
an accomplished knight; for many a dear-bought field, long 
experience, and many a hard blow, must be won and received, 
before any man, though he were ten tim^s a King, can deserve 
that title." 

"That title is due to our Constable," said Charles, with 
perfect good-humour; "and to him we offer our thanks for 
having this day been enabled to quell the insolence of these 
White Hoods, and to restore to the Lord Lewis de Male his 
earldom in Flanders. For ourself, we have done but little ; and 
after all, there is little honour in putting down rogues." 

" Please your Grace," said Sir Simon de Bete, who now stood 
near, having that instant joined the circle collected about the 
King — " Please your Grace, there was at least one gallant spirit 
amongst the White Hoods, and that I will take upon me to 
assert, on my own honour as a knight Von Artaveld, who fell 
in the field, was a brave man." 

" Have our heralds yet found his body in searching for the 
slain 1" inquired Charles. "We would gladly look upon the 
face of one who, though a traitor, has thus resolutely maintained 
the cause he dared espouse. An hundred pieces of gold to any 
person who shall bring before us the body of this arch rebel." 

" I can point out the spot," said Sir Simon, " where the corpse 
of Von Artaveld may be found. It lies near a little moimd of 
earth, on the summit of *Mont d'Or.' But I would beseech 
your Grace to spare his memory such hard terms. Whatever 
Von Artaveld did (though I say not he did it justly), yet I will 
vouch for it, upon the peril of my life, that he did it from no 
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private motive, but all for the good of Ghent. He died in 
doing what he thought to be his duty; and as he did so, I 
would entreat your Grace, whilst you condemn the act, not to 
deal too harshly with the motive. The dead have no means to 
rebut slander." 

** You have justly reproved the license of our speech, honest 
man,'' said the King ; '* aud I wish that all such as chronicle the 
acts of princes would hold by so worthy a rule. You are, 
doubtless, Von Artaveld's dear frienS." 

" I was his fellow-citizen," replied Sir Simon ; " and as chief 
magistrate of Ghent, I was in some measure his ruler. And 
saying this, reminds me that I would crave your Majesty to 
grant a petition that I would here make to you, as the lord 
paramount of this country." 

** We will gladly hear it," replied Charles. " In the mean 
time, let our people bring hither the body of Von Artaveld. 
Now, Sir Simon, what is your desire ] " 

" May it please your Grace's Majesty to hear me apart," 
answered Sir Simon, "for I have much to say that I could 
wish to meet no ear but your Grace's." 

The King, for some time, talked apart with Sir Simon, who, 
soon after, left the presence of Charles, and retired. He 
returned, however, in a short space of time, accompanied by 
Anna, whose features were concealed by a long black veil. As 
Sir Simon was advancing towards Charles, and conducting 
Anna to present her to the prince, he heard the sounds of 
music, in a slow, melancholy strain ; whilst the trumpet, that 
sounded from time to time, spoke a sad and lengthened note, as 
the heralds and men-at-arms, headed by Sir Walter d'Anghien, 
advanced, bearing upon their shields the body of Von Artaveld, 
that the last rites of honour might be paid to his memory. 

As the band advanced with measured steps, the justice of this 
solemn act, thus honouring the memory of the brave, seemed to 
strike upon all hearts. They thought of his gallant spirit and 
all turned towards the band who bore his honoured remains ; 
every eye was eloquent, though not a tongue spoke ; and the 
deep silence which reigned around was only broken by the long 
and sad sounds of the trumpet, that spoke at intervals a mort- 
note for the fallen. 

Charles advanced to meet the escort, and observing Sir 
Walter d'Anghien, embraced him in silence. Sir Walter re- 
spectfully saluted the young King, and bade his followers put 
down the corpse. As they lowered the shields upon which it 
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was borne, all men eagerly pressed around to gain a last look of 
those manly features that appeared commanding even in death. 

Charles bent over the body, and for some time gazed stead- 
fastly and silently upon it. At length he said, " This is a sad 
sight, so brave as men say thou wast, and so noble, to be cut off 
in the flower of thy youth. Hadst thou but shown half of thy 
great qualities in a better cause, the world would have revered 
thee ; as it is, we can but wish thou hadst not fallen, whilst thy 
memory must be stained with the name of traitor." 

"Nay, not so, your Grace," said Sir Simon, who a second 
time ventured to vindicate hie friend. " Von Artaveld deserved 
a better name, since he never sought to betray his country. 
Had others been but like him, my Lord of Flaiiders, long ere 
this, had satisfied the injured citizens of Ghent, and would have 
ruled in peace ; since it was chiefly through the evil counsels of 
GUbert Matthew, that the citizens were aggrieved by their lord. 
And see how Gilbert requited his favour. On the first occasion 
that he found himself in peril, he basely betrayed Sir Walter 
d'Anghien into the hands of that rascally Du Bois. I have 
learnt all the truth from this damsel." 

'*What ! " exclaimed Lewis de Male, "was it Gilbert Matthew 
who betrayed Sir Walter into danger 1 " 

"It was, indeed," replied D'Anghien; "and, but for the 
generous exertions of Sir Simon de B^te, and of this gracious 
Prruce (who learnt from Sir Simon my danger, and hastened to 
deliver me), I must have fallen by the cruelty of Du Bois." 

" Oh ! my gracious sovereign," said Lewis de Male, as he 
bent on his knee before the King, "how shall I thank you? 
you have this day restored to me, not only my right in Flanders, 
but what is yet dearer to me, the friend to whom I am bound 
by the ties of blood and gratitude. Our citizens of Ghent have 
long complained of Gilbert Matthew, and murmured at the 
abuses he committed as deacon of the pilots. Upon Gilbert, 
therefore, we will execute an act of justice, that shall at once 
satisfy Ghent, and requite the injury meditated against Sir 
Walter's life. The accursed instrument of Du Bois's arts and 
policy, the sorceress Ursula, is already condemned to suffer ; let 
Gilbert Matthew hang like a dog, as he deserves to do, upon 
the same tree with her." 

" The sentence is a just one," said the Duke of Burgundy, " I 
will myself see it executed, and that instantly, for 'tis pity 
justice should be delayed." 

Burgundy, without farther ceremony, left the royal presence. 
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Gilbert Matthew had been deeply concerned, both with himself 
and the late Countess of Artois, in carrying on their intrigues ; and 
the duke, alarmed lest Gilbert should betray some things that 
he could wish to rest for ever a secret, hastened to see bis minion 
80 cifectually silenced that there could be nothing to fear hereafter. 

Gilbert was dragged to the gallows which the men-at-arms 
formed out of some timbers in the camp ; and, under pretext of 
abhorrence for Gilbert's act of treachery to D*Anghien, Burgundy 
refused even to hold a moment's parley with him before he died; 
but hanged both Gilbert and Ursula, as quickly as he could have 
them tied up together to the fatal tree. 

When the Duke of Burgundy quitted the royal presence to 
see Gilbert Matthew dispatched, he left the young King and 
his court still looking upon the body of Von Artaveld. De 
Clisson shook his head, as a sigh stole from his bosom^ and he 
said, ''A generous mind and a great heart command respect, 
wherever they are found. Farewell, thou brave but mistaken 
man. De Clisson has seen many a one dead in the field ; but 
none that he lamented, among his enemies, as thee." 

"Von Artaveld shall have an honourable interment in 
Ghent," said Lewis de Male. 

" Spoken like yourself, my Lord Lewis," said Sir Simon, who 
stood wiping his eyes as he turned from looking upon the corpse ; 
" and I would beg, might I venture to name it, that as I have 
been for so many yeai*s chief burgomaster and master of the 
goldsmiths' company, and a citizen of no mean standing in 
Ghent, I would ask, that I might be allowed to have the 
conduct of his funeral rites, for as I loved Von Artaveld in life, 
I will be the defender of his fair fame in death, and I would see 
his remains piously and honourably consigned to that dust, of 
which I myself, being a man of years, must soon look to become 
a part." 

" Your desire shall be granted, worthy Sir Simon," said the 
King ; " bear the body hence. And now let us leave this 
mournful theme, and in our desire to do honour to the dead 
let us not forget our duty to the living. Sir Simon, we have 
remembered the tale that you told us but now, and we long 
to look upon that fair maid whom you profess to love as your 
own child." 

'* And she shall be my own child," said Sir Simon ; " if 
adoption, and care, and tenderness can make her such. Come 
forward, Anna ; draw aside your veil." 

Anna advanced, but modestly hesitated to approach the King. 



THE WHITE HOODS. 861 

" Nay, never fear, dearest maiden,'* said Charles, as he himself 
drew aside her veil. "We have heard of your rare merit. 
This good man has told us all, and we long to honour you for it. 
By the faith of a true knight," added the young King, smiling 
as he spoke, " you have. Sir Simon, a nice eye for beauty. 
Were you but one year younger than you are, and ourself more 
used to the lance, we would break one with you to win but a 
token from this delicate hand." And the monarch of France 
gallantly pressed it to his lips as he spoke. " But we fear," 
continued the prince, "that ours would be but a short-lived 
favour, since, if we mistake not, there is one in this company 
who has long had a better claim to it." 

Anna blushed deeply and cast her eyes upon the ground. 

" Come, my Lord Lewis," said the King, " what say you ? 
Shall we make this victory a marriage festival, and unite hands 
where hearts have long been agreed 1 " 

Lewis hesitated a moment, yet it was but a moment ; he had 
been surprised, but his better purpose was unchanged, and 
advancing towards Anna, he took her hand and placed it 
within that of Sir Walter d'Anghien. 

**I owe your Grace," said the Earl, in reply to the King, 
" both thanks and duty for having restored to me my right in 
Flanders ; but to this maiden I owe more. Her courage, faith, 
and resolution preserved my life. And what I now give her is 
but an earnest of my gratitude ; yet let me say it, in justice to 
her own rare merit, and my sense of it, that, in bestowing her 
upon Sir Walter d'Anghien, her own beauty and virtue are a 
sufficient dower. Take her, Sir Walter, as she is, and en- 
deavour to deserve her." 

Sir Walter, overcome by those feelings that rushed in a full 
tide of joy upon his heart, could scarcely utter his sense of them, 
or express his thanks to his uncle and to the young King, whilst 
he only looked at Anna and fervently grasped her hand. 

" But you shall not receive her without a portion," said Sir 
Simon. " It shall never be said that the adopted child of the 
chief burgomaster in Ghent was given penniless, though to an 
Earl's kinsman ; and such a child deserves all, and more than 
I can do for her. Thank God I have lived to see this hour ! 
Once let me but leave my poor orphan girl in the hands of a 
husband who will cherish her as I have done, and I can then be 
content to die ; for what have I then left to do in this world ] " 

" Your wish, at least one part of it, shall be accomplished," 
said the young King ; ** for we will ourself lead this fair damsel 
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to the church. What say you, Anna % Speak, will you consent 
to 1)0 a daughter of France 1 " 

" Your Majesty," replied Anna, modestly, " honours me 
beyond my desert; for the daughter of a simple burgher of 
Ghent must not look to be so distinguished by a Prince of 
France. I am bound in all duty to your Grace. But there is 
yet a nearer and a dearer tie — that of gratitude. Sir Simon 
de B6te protected me, cared for me, and made me as the child 
of his own bosom, when I was an orphan, without a friend in 
this world to shelter me. He was to me a father indeed. My 
gratitude to him can cease but with life ; it is only from his 
hand that I would be given to another. Oh, my father ! " she 
added, addressing herself to Sir Simon, — " my father, bless me 
at the altar of God." 

" Bless you, my child ! " said Sir Simon ; " why I bless you 
etery hour I live, for you have made me feel, old as I am, that 
I am yet worth something, since I have been able to do some 
good. May heaven and all the saints bless you ! and with this 
gracious King's leave, I will soon perform the office his young 
Majesty would have enacted for me, and lead you to the church 
porch myself with all my heart." 

" We shall rejoice to see it," said the King ; "and now, my 
friends, let us all to the refreshment we need after this day's 
toil We will fdl a goblet to wish joy to these honoured nuptials." 

Great was the glory of Sir Simon, when, a few days after the 
victory of Rosebecque, he led Anna to the church door as her 
father, on the occasion of her nuptials. But still greater was 
the glory of the good man, when, some time after, he gave 
two golden spoons, richly worked and chased under his own 
directions by his own people, bearing an inscription, importing 
that the said spoons were bestowed by Sir Simon de Bete, 
knight, master of the goldsmiths' company, and burgomaster of 
Ghent, upon the occasion of his acting as sponsor to the son 
and heir of Sir Walter, Lord of Anghien, and his fair spouse 
Anna of Ghent. 



THE END. 
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